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THE LIFE OF DRIDEN, 



QK whrtHrt life 1 am about to delineate, the curiosity whicb. his reputation must 

<'x<‘ito will, r(^(iuir(‘, a display more ample than can now be given. His contemporaries, 
bovv(‘v<‘r they rovoren cod his genius, left his life unwritten; and nothing therefore can be 
known btjyond what mention and uncertain tradition have supplied. 

douN Diiyokn wfis bonx August 0, 1031,='^ at Aldwinkle near Oundle, the son of Erasmus 
Oryikm on^it(ilnm‘rsh ; who wfis the thirtl son of Sir Erasmus Eryden, baronet, of Canons 
Ahld)y. All Lh<iS(‘- [Jaces are in Northamptonshke ; but the original stock of the family was 
in i.ln^ county (»f‘ Unutiiigdoii.t 

III' is ri^poiied by Ids hist biographer, Eorrick, to have inherited from his father an estate 
of two huudi'iid a yi^ir, and to have been bred, as was said, an Anabaptist. For either of 
parlfic.ulars no authx)rity is given. Such a fortune onght to have secured him from that 
poverty wbic.h hociiih jilways to have oppi*essed liim ; or, if he had wasted it, to have made 
liim ashamed of i)ubliHhing his necessities. But though he had many enemies, who undoubt- 
edly o.xamin(jd his life with a scrutiny sufficiently malicious, I do not remember that he is 
(‘V(*r (diarged witli wfisto of his patrimony. He was indeed sometimes reproached for his 
limt iH'Iigion. J am therefore inclined to believe that Derrick’s intelligence was partly true, 
and parlJy m-roncous.t 

From WoHtminster school, where ho was instructed as one of the Bang’s Scholars by 
f>r. UnHl)y, whom ho long after continued to reverence, he was in 1650 elected to one of the 
WcHtir>inHi<‘r scholarships at Cambridgc.§ 

Of his school poj-formanccs has appeared only a poem on the death of Lord Hastings, 
<‘ottipoH(‘d with gri'at ambition of sxich conceits as, notwithstanding the reformation begun by 
Wallc-rand Denham, thi*. oxamidc of Cowley stfil kept in reputation. Lord Hastings died 
of tint sm/dl })ox ; and his poet has made of the pustules, first rosebuds, and then gems ; at 
last he exalts thorn into stai-s ; and says,— 

No comcit npod forctcl lus change drew on, 

Whose coiiJ.so might Bccm a conBtollatiou.” 

At the university ho docs not appear to have been eager of poetical distinction, or to 
iiavo liivialiud liis early wit either on ficlitiouB snhjocta or public occasions. He probably 

• Mr.MiiImic U«M Intnly pmvod tUal llinro is no satisfnetory ovWonco The inserlption on^den’s 

nioniMni-nt says only ,«(«» KKB. See Malone's Life of Drydon, iirofixed to lus “ Cntical and Miseellaneous I rose Worts. 
», B. noti!.- 0. 1 OlCuiniwrland. I hid. p. 10.— C. 

1 M V Demet’s Idfo of IJrydun was prefixod to a vory heantifiil and correct edition of Darden's Misnames, puhhshed 

t,yuloT'm'Ir»nHTdO,lvols.8vo.I.or.sck'spart, however, was pcKirlyexcoutod, and the ediUon never became 

He wentoir to Tninty tJollogo, andwas admitted to a Uaeholot's Degree in Jan. lC 534 ,andin IdWwasmade M.A.-C 
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cousidorod, iliai In', who proposed to bo an antlior, ought first to bo a student. I le obtainetl, 
whatever wiw? tlio reason, no fellowship in tlie College. Why he was excluded cfiunot now 
bo known, and it is vain to guess ; had he thought hiiuself iujui’ed, lie knew how to coinplaiu. 
In the Life of Plutarch ho mentions his education in the College with gratitude ; but, in a 
prologue at Oxford, he has these lines : 

“ Oxford to him a dcun^r name shall he 
Than his own niothoi-imhersity; 

TUoIkjh did hiB ludo, unknowing youth Cngngo ; 
lie chooses Athens in his riper ago.” 

It was not till the death of Cromwell, in 1G58, that he he(jatnc a public candiilalc for fame, 
hj II eroic Stanms on the late Lord Protector ; which, (tfiinpan'd with tint v<u’s<‘s of 

Sprat and Waller on the same occasion, wore suniciciiL to raists gr(‘at (‘xiioittat-ions of thi' 
rising poet. 

Wlien the king was restored, Dryden, like the other panegyrists of u Silvia, lion, changed 
his opinion, or his profession, and published Astrea Itwonx ; a Poem on the hai*pi/ Rcntt^nt- 
tion and Return of his most sacred Majesty King Charles the Second, 

The reproach of inconstancy was, on this occasion, shared with such numbtii's, that it 
produced neither hati'ed nor disgrace ; if ho changed, ho chang(‘d with the nation, it was, 
however, not totally forgotten when his rejmtation raised him enemies. 

The same year he praised the new king in a second poem on his restoration. In t.lu* 
Astrea was the line, 

** An horrid firHl; wvmks the f'ar, 

And In that kUcmico wc a tempoBt lear*— ” 

for which he was persecuted with perpetual ridicule, ]>crhaj>s witli more than was descrv(‘il. 

is iinleod more privation; and, so considorefl, cannot imvatk; but privation likewiso 
certainly is darkmss^ and probably cold; yet poetry has mwir bec'U itsfusiMl tlx* riglil. of 
fiscribing ofTeots or agency to tliein n*s to positive jiowers. No man scnipb's to say Ilia, I- 
darkness liiudei-s him from his work; or that cold has kill(‘d the ])lants. I)t‘ath is also 
privation; yet who has made any dilliculty of assigning to Deatli adait and the pow<*r of 
striking % 

In settling the oi*(h*r of Ins works there is some didieulty ; for, oven when they ar<* im- 
portant enough to bo fonnally oifiTed to a jiatron, ho do(‘H not commonly dato Ids <lf‘<liea.tiou ; 
the time of writing and publishing is not always the sanx* ; nor can Uxt lirst editions be 
easily found, if even from them could be obtjdned tin* ix*e(»Hsa,ry information.'^ 

The time at which his first play was (‘xhibited is not c(U’lainly known, b(‘eaune it was 
not printed till it was, some years art<‘rwar<ls, ;dt<‘rod and r<‘viv(‘(l ; but sineo the plays an* 
said to be ])rinte<l in the orde.r in wlfu-Ji they woiv. writbsi, from the (lat<‘s of some, those of 
others may be iuferrod ; and thus it may Ik; (;olIo<;t<jd, that in KIO:}, in the thirty -KeiKind year 
of his life, he couiuienced a writer for the Htag<* ; compellnl undoubbslly by ixs'essity, for he 
appeal's never to have love<l that exorcise of his genius, or to have mmdi [ilejisisl himself wUh 
his oxvn dramas. 

Of the stage, when he had once invud(;d it, he kept poSH(‘HHion for many y<*jirH ; not indeed 
without the competition of rivals who sometimes pr(;va,il(‘(l, or the censuni ofiirilhis, whirl 
was often poignant, and often just ; but with such a<h‘gree of reputation as madii him a 
l(‘.‘ist S(‘ciire of biiing heard, whatev(‘r iniglit he; the final determination of the public. 

His rn*st piiico was a comedy ealliid tlie Wild (hdlanL He began with no hapjiy augurii's 
for Ids i)crf(jrmanco was so mucli disapprovinl, that he wjis compelled to recal it, and change i 
from its iui[)orfect state to the form in which it now appears, and which is yet .suHicienti 
dtdeetive to virxlicate the ci'itics. 


Tlic order of hiH ])1 »ivb Iuib liocn awertiilneil by Mr. Malone.— 0. 


LIFE OF DEYDEN. lii 

I WLsli that there wore no nceeanity of following the x)rogreHS of his theatrical fame, or 
(iTicing the meanders of his mind tljrough the whole series of his dramatic performances ; it 
will be lit, liowevor, to cmnnorato Lhcm, and to take especial notice of those that are distin- 
guished by any peculiarity, intrinsic or concomitant ; for the composition and fate of eight- 
and-twcnty dramas include too much of a poetical life to be omitted. 

In 1G64 ho imblishcd the Mml Ladies, which he dedicated to the Earl of Orrery, a man 
of high reputation, both as a writer and as a statesman. In this play he made his essay of 
dramatic rhyme, which ho defends, in his dedication, with suflS.ciont certainty of a favourable 
hearing ; for OiTcry was himsolf a writer of rhyming tragedies. 

He then joined with Sir Kobci*t Howard iii the Indian Queen, a tragedy in rhyme. The 
paHs which either of them wrote ?ire not distinguished. 

Tlic Indian Emperor was jmblished in 10(57. It is a tragedy in rhyme, intended for a 
S(‘<juol to IJowa^rd's Indian Queen, Of this coimection notice was given to the audience by 
printed bills, di,stril)uted at the door ; an expedient supposed to be ridiculed in the Rehearsal, 
where Bayes tells how many roams he has printed, to instil into the audience some conception 
of his j>lot. 

In this play is the description of Night, which Bymer has made famous by preferring it 
Co those of ?dl other poets. 

The ])raetice of making tragedies in rhyme was introduced soon after the Eestoration, Jis 
it seems by the EjuI of Orrery, in complhmce with the opinion of Charles the Second, wlio 
had formed liis tiiste by the Froneli theatre ; ;md Diyden, who wrote, and made no difficulty 
of dciclaring that he wrote only to ple<ise, and who i)erhaps knew that by his dexterity of 
versiHcation he was more likely to excel others in rhyme than without it, very readily 
adopted his mastci'’s iwefercnco. He therefore made rlipuing tragedies, till, by the pre- 
valence of injinilesi propriety, he seems to have grown ashamed of making them any longer. 

To this ]day is i)refixod a very vehement defence of dramatic rhyme, in confutation of 
Che preface to the Ruhe of Lerma, in which Sii* Eobert Howard had censured it. 

Ju 3 (JOT he publislied Annus Mirahilis, the Year of Wonders, which may be esteemed one 
of his most claboj’ate works. 

It is addressed to Sir Eobert Howard by a letter, which is not propeidy a dedication ; 
and, writing to a poet, he has interspersed many critical observations, of which some are 
common, and some perhaps ventured without much consideration. He began, even now, to 
exercise the domination of conscious genius, by recommending his own performance : I am 
s^itisfiod that as the Prince and General [Eupert and Monk] are incomparably the best sub- 
j(icts I ever had, so what I have written on them is much better than what I have pei-formod 
on any other. As I have endeavoured to adorn my poem with noble thoughts, so much more 
to express those thoughts with elocution.” 

It is written in cpiatrains, or heroic stanzas of four lines ; a measure which he had learned 
from the Oondihert of Bavenant, and which he then thought the most majestic that the Eng- 
lish language a (lb) ds. Of this stanza he mentions the incumbrances, increased as they were 
by the exactness which the age retpiired. It was, throughout his life, vciy much his custom 
to recommend his works by representation of the difficulties that he had encountered, without 
iippoariug to have sufficiently considered, that where there is no difficulty there is no praise. 

There seems to be, in the conduct of Sir Eobert Howard and Bryden towards each other, 
somethiug that is not now easily to be exjilained. Bryden, in his dedication to the Earl oi 
Orrery, had defended dramatic rhyme ; and Howard, in the preface to a collection of plays, 
had censured his opinion. Bryden vindicated himself in his Dialogue on Dramatic Foetrij: 
J loward, in his preface to the Duke of Lerma, animadverted on the Vindication ; and Bryden, 
iu a j)rcface to the Indian Emperor, replied to the Animadversions wdth great asperity, and 
almost with contumely. The dedication to this is dated the year in wHch the Annus 
^firahilis Wius published. Here appears a strmigc inconsistency ; but Langbaine affords some 
help, l)y relating that the answer to H<;wai*d was not published in the first edition of the 
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play, but was added wlien it was afterwards reprinted ; and as the Duke of Lemia did not 
appear till 1668, the same year in which the dialogue was published, there was time enough 
for enmity to grow up between authors, who, writing both for the theatre, were naturally 
rivals. 

He was now so much distinguished, that in 1668* he succeeded Sir William Davenant as 
poet laureat. The salary of the laureat had been raised in favour of Jonson, by Charles the 
First, from an hundred marks to one hundred pounds a year, and a tierce of wine ; a revenue 
in those days not inadequate to the conveniences of life. 

The same year, he published his essay on Dramatic Poetry, an elegant and instructive 
dialogue, in which we are told, hy Prior, that the principal chfU'acter is meant to reprc'scuit 
the Duke of Dorset. This work seems to have given Addison a model for his Dialogues 
upon Medals. 

^cret Love, or the Maiden Queen (1668), is a tragi-comedy. In the preface ho disciiHses a 
curious question, whether a poet can judge well of his own productions ? and d(i(r(‘nniii(*s 
very justly, that, of the plan and disposition, and all that can be reduced to prineipltw of 
science, the author may depend upon his own opinion ; but that, in those parts wlu‘re fancy 
predominates, self-love may easily deceive. He might have observed, that what is good only 
because it pleases, cannot be pronounced good till it has been found to please. 

Sir Martin Marr-all (1668) is a comedy, published without preface or dedication, and n,t 
first without the name of the author. Langbaine charges it, like most of the rest, with 
plagiarism ; and observes, that the song is translated from Voiture, allowing however tliat 
both the sense and measure are exactly observed. 

The Tempest (1670) is an alteration of Shakspeare’s play, made by Dryden in conjunction 
with Davenant ; "whom,” says he, " I found of so quick a fancy, that nothing was proposisl 
to him in which he could not suddenly produce a thought extremely pleasant and sur 2 )risiiig ; 
and those first thoughts of his, contrary to the Latin proverb, were not always the least 
happy ; and as his fancy was qtdek, so likewise were the products of it remote and new. Ho 
borrowed not of any other ; and his imaginations were such as could not easily enter into any 
other man.” 

The effect produced by the conjunction of these two powerful minds was, that to BLak- 
speare’s monster, Caliban, is added a sister monster, Sycorax ; and a woman, who, in tlio 
original play, had never seen a man, is in this brought acquainted with a man that had never 
seen a woman. 

About this time, in 1673, Dryden seems to have had his quiet much disturbed by the 
success of the Empress of Morocco, a tragedy written in rhyme by Mlkanah Settle; whidi was 
so much applauded, as to make him think Ms supremacy of reputation in some clanger. 
Settle had not only been prosperous on the stage, but, in the confidence of success, had 
published his play, with sculptures and a preface of defiance. Here wiis one offence added 
to another ; and, for the last blast of inflammation, it was acted at Whitehall by the court- 
ladies. 

Dryden could not now repress those emotions, which he called indignation, and obhej-s 
jealousy ; but wrote upon the play and the dedication such criticism as malignant impatience 
could pour out in haste. 

Of Settle he gives this character ; "He’s an animal of a most deplored understanding, 
without reading and conversation. His being is in a twilight of sense, and some gliuimcriiig 
of thought which he can never fashion into wit or English. His style is boisterous and 
rough-hewn, his rhyme incorrigibly lewd, and his numbers perpetually harsh and ill-sounding. 
The little talent which he has, is fancy. He sometimes labours with a thought ; but, with 
the pudder he makes to bring it into the world, ’tis commonly still-born ; so that, for want 


* He did not obtain the Laurel till August 18, 1670, but, Mr. Malone informs 
salary commenced from the Midsummer after JD’ Avenaut’a death.— C. 


us, the patent had a retrospect, and the 

V 
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of learning and elocution, he will never be able to express anything either naturally or 
justly.” 

This is not very decent ; yet this is one of tJie pages in which criticism prevails over 
brutal fury. 

Ho proceeds : “ He has a heavy hand at fools, and a great felicity in wiiting nonsense for 
tliem. Fools they will be in spite of him. His King, his two Empresses, his Villain, ?nd 
his Sub-villain, nay his Hero, have aU a certain natural east of the father — ^their fe,ther was 
born and bred in them, and something of the ElkaTiah -will be visible.” 

This is Dryden’s general declamation ; I will not withhold from the reader a particular 
remark. Having gone through the first act, he says, “ To conclude this act with the most 
rumbling piece of nonsense spoken yet ; — 

“ ‘ To flattering lightning onr feign’d smiles conform, 

Which, hack’d with thunder*, do but gild a storm.’ 

Conform a smile to lightning^ make a smh imitate lightning^ and flattering lightning : 
lightning sure is a threatening thing. And this lightning must gild a storm. How, if I must con- 
form my smiles to lightning, then my smiles must gild a storm too : to gild with smiles, is a new 
invention of gilding. And gild a storm by being lacked with thunder. Thunder is part of the 
storm ; so one pait; of the storm must help to gild another part, and help by lacking; as if a ma-n 
would gild a thing the better for being backed, or having a load upon his back. So that here is 
gilding by conforming, smiling, lightning, lacking, and thundering. The whole is as if I should 
say thus : I will make my counterfeit smiles look like a flattering stone-horse, which, being 
b<acked with a trooper, does but gild the battle. I am mistaken if nonsense is not here pretty 
tliick sown. Sure the poet writ these two lines a-board some smack in a storm, and, being 
sea-sick, spewed up a good lump of clotted nonsense at once.” 

Here is perhaiDS a sufiicient specimen j but as the pamphlet, though Dryden’s, has never 
been thought worthy of republication, and .is not easily to be found, it may gratify curiosiiy 
to quote it more largely 

« « Whene’er she bleeds, 

He no severer & damnation needs. 

That dares pronoxmee the sentence of her death, 

Than the infectiou that attends that breath.’ 

“ That attends that Ireath. — ^The poet is at hreath again ; Ireath can never ’scape him ; and 
here he brings in a Ireath that must be infectious with ^pronouncing a sentence ; and this 
sentence is not to be pronounced till the condemned party Reeds; that is, she must be 
executed first, and sentenced after ; and the pronjouncing of this sentence will be infectious ; 
that is, others will catch the disease of that sentence, and this infecting of others will torment 
a man’s self. The whole is thus ; when she Reeds, thou needest m greater hdl or torment to 
thyself, than infecting of others ly pronouncing a sentence upon her. What hedge podge does 
he make here 1 Hever was Dutch grout such clogging, thick, indigestible stu£ But this ia 
but a taste to stay the stomach ; we shall have a more plentiful mess presently. 

“Now to dish up the poet’s broth, that I promised ; — 

« * For when we’re dead, and onr freed souls enlarged, 

Of nature’s grosser burden we’re discharged. 

Then, gentle as a happy lover’s sigh, 

Like wand’ring meteors through the air we’ll fly. 

And in our airy walk, as subtle guests. 

We ’ll steal into oui cruel iatherb' breasts. 

There read thdr souls, and trax^ each passion’s sphere, 

See how Revenge moves there, Ambition here ; 

And in their orbs view the dark characteib 
Of sieges, mint., murders, blood, and wars. 

We ’ll blot out all those hideous draughts, and write 
Pure and white fuims ; then with a radiant bght 
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Their hrcasts enciicle, till their passions bo 

Gentle as nature in its infancy j 

Till, soften’d by onr charms, their furies cease, 

And their revenge resolves into a peace. 

Thus by our death their quarrel ends, 

Whom living we made foes, dead we ’ll make friends. 

“ If this be not a veiy liberal mess, I wiU refer myself to the stomach of any moderate guest. 
And a rare mess it is, far excelling any Westminster white-broth. It is a kind of giblct 
porridge, made of the giblets of a couple of young geese, stogged full of meteors, orhs^ 
tracks hideous d/raughts^ dark characters^ white forms^ and radiant lights, designed not only to 
please appetite, and indulge luxury, but it is also physical, being an approved modicuie to 
pm‘ge choler ; for it is propounded, by Morena, as a receipt to cure their fathers of their 
choleric humours ; and, were it written in characters as barbarous as the words, iniglit very 
well pass for a doctor’s bill. To conclude : it is porridge, ’tis a receipt, ’tis a pig with ii I 
pudding in the belly, ’tis I know not what : for, certainly, never any one that pretended to 
write sense had the impudence before to put such stujff as this into the mouths of those that | 
were to speak it before an audience, whom he did not take to be all fools ; and after that to 
print it too, and expose it to the examination of the world. But let us see what we can 
make of this stuff : — 

“ ‘ For when we ’re dead, and our freed souls enlarged—’ 

Here he teUs us what it is to be dead ^ it is to have our freed soA set free. Now, if to have 
a soul set free, is to be dead ; then to have di, freed sovl set free, is to have a dead man die. 

“ ‘ Then, gently as a bappy lover’s sigh ^ 

They two like one sigh, and that one sigh like two wandering meteors, 

“ * Shall fly through the air ' 

That is, they shall mount above like falling stars, or else they shall skip like two jacks with 
lanthoms, or Will with a whisp, and Madge with a candle. 

^‘And in their airy walk steal into their ervd fathers' breasts, like subtle guests. — So that their 
fathers' breasts must be in an airy walk, an airy walk of a fier. And there they will read their 
souls, and track the spheres of their passions. That is, these walking fliers, Jack witli a 
lanthom, &c., will put on his spectacles, and fall a reading souls, and put on his pumps and 
fall a tracking of spheres : so that he will read and run, walk and fly, at the same time ! Oh ! 

nimble J ack 1 Then he will see, how revenge here, how ambition there The birds will hop 

about. And then vi&w the dark characters of sieges, ruins, murders, blood, and wars, in their 
orbs : Track the characters to their forms ! Oh ! rare sport for Jack ! Never was place so 
fiiU of game as these breasts ! You cannot stir, but flush a sphere, start a chameter, or 
unkennel an orb !” 

Settle s is said to have been the first play embellished with sculptures ; those ornaments 
seena to have given poor Dryden great disturbance. He tries however to ease his pain by 
venting his malice in a parody. 

" The poet has not only been so imprudent to expose all this stuff, but so arrogant to 
defend it with an epistle ; like a saucy booth-keeper, that, when he had put a cheat upon 
the people, would wrangle and fight with any that would not like it, or would offer to 
discover it ; for which arrogance our poet receives this correction ; and, to jerk him a little 
the sharper, I will not transpose his verse, hut by the help of his own words transnonsonse 
sense, that by my stuff, people may judge the better what is his 

" Great Boy, thy tragedy and sculptures done, 

From press and plates, in fleets do homeward run; 

And, in ridiculous and humble pride, 

Their course in baUad-smgerB’ baskets guide. 
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Whose greasy twigs do all new beauties take, 

From the gay shows thy dainty sculptures make. 

Thy lines a mess of rhyming nonsense yield, 

A senseless tale, with flattering fustian fill’d. 

No grain of sense does in one line appear, 

Thy words big bulks of boisterous bombast bear. 

With noise they move, and from players’ mouths rehouufl, 

When their tongues dance to thy words’ empty sound. 

By thee inspired the mmbling verses roll, 

As if that rhyme and bombast lent a soul ; 

And with that soul they seem taught duty too ; 

To huffing words does hmnble nonsense how, 

Ab if it would thy worthless worth enhance, 

To th’ lowest rank of fops thy praise advance, 

To whom, by instinct, all thy stuff is dear : 

Their loud claps echo to the theatre. 

From breaths of fools thy commendation spreads, 

Fame sings thy praise with months of logger-heads. 

With noise and laughing each thy ftustiau greets 
'Tib clapp’d by choirs of empty-headed cits, 

Wlio have their tribute sent, and homage given, 

As men in whispers send load noise to Heaven. 

" Tims I have daubed him with his own puddle : and now we are come fom aboard his 
dancing, masking, rebounding, breathing fleet : and, as if we had landed at Gkitham, we meet 
nothing but fools and nonsense.” 

Such was the criticism to which the genius of Dryden could be reduced, between rage 
and terror ; rage with little provocation, and terror with little danger. To see the highest 
mind thus levelled with the meanest, may produce some solace to the consciousness of 
weakness, and some mortification to the pride of wisdom. But let it be remembered, that 
minds are not levelled in their powers hut when they are first levelled in their desires. 
Dryden and Settle had both placed their happiness in the claps of multitudes. 

An Evening^ s Love, or The Mock Astrologer, a comedy (1671), is dedicated to the illustrious 
Duke of Newcastle, whom he courts by adding to his praises those of his lady, not only as 
a lover, but a partner of his studies. It is unpleasing to think how many names, once 
celebrated, are since forgotten. Of Newcastle’s works nothing is now known but his 
Treatise on Horsemanship. 

The Preface seems very elaborately written, and contains many just remarks on the 
Fathers of the English drama. Shakspeare’s plots, he says, are m the hundred novels 
of Cinthio; those of Beaumont and Fletcher in Spanish stories; Jonson only made them for 
himselfi His criticisms upon tragedy, comedy, and farce, are judicious and profound. He 
endeavours to defend the immorality of some of his comedies by the example of former 
writers ; whidi is only to say, that he was not the first nor perhaps the greatest offender. 
Against those that accused him of plagiarism he alleges a favourable expression of the king : 
“ He only desired, that they who accuse me of thefts, would steal him plays like mine ; ” and 
then relates how much labour he spends in fitting for the English stage what he borrows 
from others. 

Tyrannic Love, or the Virgin Martyr (1672), was another tragedy in rhyme, conspicuous 
for many passages of strength and elegance, and many of empty noise and ridiculous 
turbulence. The rants of lyffl-YiTnin have been always the sport of criticism ; and were at 
length, if his own confession may he trusted, the Shame of the writer. 

Of this play he has taken care to let the reader know, that it was contrived and written 
in seven weeks. Want of time was often his excuse, or perhaps shortness of time was his 
private boast in the form of an apology. 

It was written before The Conquest of Granada^ but published after it. The design & to 
recommend piety. I considered that pleasure was not the only end of Poesy ; and that 
even the instructions of morality were not so wholly the business of a poet, as that 
the precepts a'nfl examples of piety were to be omitted; for to leave that employment 
altogether to the clergy, were to forget that religion was first taught in verse, which the 
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vui 

laziness or dulness of succeeding priesthood turned afterwards into prose.” Thus foolishly 
could Dryden write, rather than not show his malice to the parsons.* 

The two parts of The Conqybest of Granada (1672) are written with a seeming determina- 
tion to glut the public with dramatic wonders, to exhibit in its highest elevation a theatrical 
meteor of incredible love and impossible valour, and to leave no room for a wilder flight to 
the extravagance of posterity. All the rays of romantic heat, whether amorous or warlike, 
glow in AJmanzor by a kind of concentration. He is above all laws ; he is exempt fi-om all 
restraints ; he ranges the world at will, and governs wherever he appears. He fights 
without inquiring the cause, and loves in spite of the obligations of justice, of rejection by 
his mistress, and of prohibition from the dead. Yet the scenes are, for the most part, 
delightful ; they exhibit a kind of illustrious depravity, and majestic madness, such as, if it 
is sometimes despised, is often reverenced, and in which the ridiculous is mingled with the 
astonishing. 

In the Epilogue to the second part of The Conquest of Granada^ Dryden indulges his 
favourite pleasure of discrediting his predecessors ; and this Epilogue he has defended by a 
long postscript. He had promised a second dialogue, in which he should more fully treat of 
the virtues and faults of the English poets, who have written in the dramatic, epic, or lyric 
way. This promise was never formally performed \ but, with respect to the dramatic wi'itci-«, 
he has given us in his prefaces, and in this postscript, something equivalent ; but his puipose 
being to exalt himself by the comparison, he shows feults distinctly, and only praises 
excellence in general terms. 

A play thus written, in professed defiance of probability, naturally drew upon itself the 
vultures of the theatre. One of the critics that attacked it was Martin Clifford, to whom Spiut 
addressed the Life of Cowley, with such veneration of his critical powers as might naturally 
excite great expectations of instructions from his remarks. But let honest credulity beware 
of receiving characters from contemporary writers. Clifford’s remarks, by the favour of 
Dr. Percy, were at last obtained ; and, that no man may ever want them more, I will extract 
enough to satisfy all reasonable desire. 

In the first Letter his observation is only general ; ‘‘You do live,” says he, “in as miicli 
ignorance and darkness as you did in the womb ; your writings are like a Jack-of-all-trade’s 
shop ; they have a variety, but nothing of value \ and if thou art not the dullest plant- 
animal that ever the earth produced, all that I have conversed with are strangely mistaken 
in thee.” 

In the second he tells him that Almanzor is not more copied from Achilles than from 
Ancient Pistol “But I am,” says he, “strangely mistaken if I have not seen this very 
ALrmmor of yours in some disguise about this town, and ptissing under another name. 
Pr’ythee teU me true, was not this Huffcap once the Indian Emperor ? and at another time 
did he not call himself Maximin ? Was not Lyndaraxa once called Almeria i I mean under 
MoTdezuTm the Indian Emperor, I protest and vow they are either the same, or so alike, 
that I cannot, for my heart, distinguish one from the other. You are therefore a strange 
unconscionable thief; thou art not content to steal from others, but dost rob thy poor 
wretched self too.” 

Kow was Settle’s time to take liis reiienge. He wrote a vindication of his own lines ; 
and, if he is forced to yield any thing, makes his reprisals upon his enemy. To say that 


* So fond was lie of opportunity to gratify his spleen against the dergy, that he scrupled not to convert Chau ‘or’s 
images, in the Kmght^s ToZe, of “The smiler with the knif under the cloke,” and of “Conteke with hlody knit;" into 
these satires on the Church. See Warton’s Hist Eng, Fwtrg, voL i. p. 368. 

" Next stood Hypocrisy, with hoZg leer, 

Soft-smiling, and demniely looking down, 

But hid the dagger underneath the goum. 

Contest with sharpened knives In doisfers drajm, 

And all with hlood bespiead the Tiolg lawn '' — T 
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his answer is equal to the censure, is no high commendation. To expose Diyden’s method of 
analysing his expressions, he tries the same experiment upon the same description of the 
ships in the Indian Emperor, of which however he does not deny the excellence ; but intends 
to show, that by studied misconstruction every thing may be equally represented as ridi- 
culous. After so much of Dryden’s elegant animadversions;, justice requires that sometliing 
of Settle’s should be exhibited. The following observations are therefore extracted j5:om a 
quailio pamphlet of ninety-five pages : — 

“ ‘ Fate after Mm below with pain did move, 

And victoiy could scarce keep pace above.’ 

These two lines, if he can show me any sense or thought in, or anything but bombast and 
noise, he shall make me beheve every word in his observations on Morocco sense.” 

In The Empress of Morocco were these lines : — 


"I ’ll travel then to some remoter sphere. 

Till I find out new worlds, and crown you there.” 


On which Dryden made this remark : — 

I believe our learned author takes a sphere for a country ; the sphere of Morocco ; as if 
Morocco were the globe of earth and water ; but a globe is no sphere neither, by his leave,’* 
&c. “ So sphere must not be sense, unless it relates to a circular motion about a globe, in 
which sense the astronomers use it. I would desire him to expound those lines in 
Qranada • 

" ^ I ’ll to the turrets of the palace go, 

And add new fire to those that fight below. 

Thence, Hero-like, with torches by my side, 

(Far be the omen though) my love I ’ll guide. 

No, like his better fortune I *U appear, 

With open arms, loose veil, and flowing hair, . 

Just flying forward from my rowUng sphere.’ 

“ I wonder, if he he so strict, how he dares make so hold with sphere himself and be so 
critical in other men’s writings. Tortune is fancied standing on a globe, not on a sphere, as 
he told us in the first act. 

Because ElkanaJCs Similes are the most unLiTce things to what they are compared in the 
world, I ’ll venture to start a simile in his Annus Mirabdis: he gives this poetical description 
of the ship called the London : — 

** * The goodly London in her gallant trim, 

(The Phoenix daughter of the vanqui^’d old,) 

Like a rich bride does to the ocean swim, 

And on her shadow rides in floating gold. 

“ ‘ Her flag aloft spread ruffling in the wind, 

And sanguine streamers seem the flood to fire: 

The weaver, charm’d with what his loom design’d, 

Goes on to sea, and knows not to retire. 

** * With roomy decks, her guns of mighty strength, 

Whose low-laid mouths each mounting billow laves : 

Deep in her draught, and warlike in her length, 

She seems a sea-wasp flying on the waves.’ 

“ What a wonderfiil pother is here, to make all these poetical beautifications of a ship ; 
that is, a phoenix in the first stanza, and but a wa^ in the last ; nay, to make his humble 
comparison of a wasp more ridiculous, he does not say it fiies upon the waves as nimbly as a 
wasp, or the like, but it seemed a wasp. But our author at the writing of this was not in 
his altitudes, to compare ships to floating palaces : a comparison to the purpose, was a 
perfection he did not arrive to till the Indian Emperor's days. But perhaps his similitudfc 
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It was Dryden’s opinion, at least for some time, and he maintains it in the dedication 
of this play, that the drama required an alternation of comic and tragic scenes ; and that it 
is necessary to mitigate by alleviations of merriment the pressure of ponderous events, and 
the fatigue of toilsome passions. “ Whoever,” says he, “ cannot perform both parts, is hut half 
a writer for the 

The DvJce of Quise^ a tragedy (1683), vmtten in conjunction with Lee, as Oedipus had 
been before, seems to deserve notice only for the ojfence which it gave to the remnant of the 
Covenanters, and in general to the enemies of the court, who attacked him with groat 
violence, and were answered by him ; though at last he seems to withdraw from the conflict, 
by transferring the greater part of the blame or merit to his partner. It happened that a 
contract had been made between them, by which they were to join in writing a play : and 
“ he happened,” says Bryden, “to claim the promise just upon the finishing of a poem, when 
I would have been glad of a little respite. Y^t«?o-thirds of it belonged to him ; and to me oidy 
the first scene of the play, the whole fourth act, and the first half, or somewhat more, of the 
fifth.” 

This was a play written professedly for the party of the Buke of York, whose succession 
was then opposed A parallel is intended between the Leaguers of France and the 
Covenanters of England : and this intention produced the controversy. 

Alhion and Alhanius (1686) is a musical drama or opera, written, like The Duke of Quine, 
against the Republicans. With what success it was performed, I have not found.* 

The State of Innocence and Fall of Man (1675) is termed by him an opera : it is rather a 
tragedy in heroic rhyme, but of which the personages are such as cannot decently bo 
exhibited on the stage. Some such production was foreseen by Marvel, who writes thus to 
Milton - 

Or if a work so iofinite be spann’d, 

Jealons I was lest some less skilful liaud 
(Such as disquiet always what is well, 

And by ill-imitating would excel) 

Might hence presume the whole creation’s day 
To change in scenes, and show it in a play.” 

It is another of his hasty productions ; for the heat of his imagination raised it in a month. 

This composition is addressed to the Princess of Modena, then Buchess of York, in a 
strain of flattery which disgraces genius, and which it was wonderful that any man that knew 
the meaning of his own words could use without self-detestation. It is an attempt to mingle 
Earth and Heaven, by praising human excellence in the language of religion. 

The preface contains an apology for heroic veme and poetic licence ; by which is mcfint 
not any liberty taken in contracting or extending words, but the use of bold fictions and 
ambitious figures. 

The reason which he gives for printing what was never acted cannot be overpassed ; “ I 
was induced to it in my own defence, noany hundred copies of it being dispersed abroad 
without my knowledge or consent ; and every one gathering new faults, it became at length 
a libel against me.” These copies, as they gathered faults, were apparently manuscript ; and 
he lived in an age very unlike ours, if many hundred copies of fourteen hundred lines were 
likely to be transcribed. An author has a right to print his own works, and need not seek 
an apology in falsehood ; but he that could bear to write the dedication, felt no pain in 
writing the preface. 

Awreng Zebe (1676) is a tragedy founded on the actions of a great prince then reigning, 
but over nations not likely to employ their critics upon the transactions of the English stage. 
If he had known and d is li k ed his own character, our trade was not in those times secure 

* DoTmes says, it was performed on a very nnlucky day, viz. that on which the Duke of Monmouth landed in the 
West; and he intimates, that the consternation into which the kingdom was thrown by this ©rent was a reason why it 
was pei formed but six times, and was in general ill received.— H. 
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from Ms resentment. His country is at such a distance, that the manners might be safely 
falsified, and the incidents feigned ; for the remoteness of place is remarked, by Racine, to 
afford the same conveniences to a poet as length of time. 

Tins play is written in rhyme ; and has the appearance of being the TQost elaborate of all 
the dramas. The personages are imperial ; but the dialogue is often domestic, and therefore 
susceptible of sentiments accommodated to familiar incidents. The complaint of life is 
celebrated ; and there are many other passages that may be read with pleasure. 

This play is addressed to the Earl of Mulgrave, afterwards Duke of Buckingham, himself, 
if not a poet, yet a writer of verses, and a critic. In this address Dryden gave the first hints 
of his intention to write an epic poem. He mentions his design in terms so obscure, that he 
seems afraid lest his plan should be purloined, as, he says, happened to Mm when he told it 
more plainly in Ms preface to Juvenal "The design,” says he, "yon know is great, the 
story English, and neither too near the present times, nor too distant from them.” 

All for Love, or the World well Lost (1678), a tragedy founded upon the story of Anthony 
and Cleopatra, he tells us, "is the only play wMch he wrote for himself:” the rest were 
given to the people. It is by universal consent accoimted the work in wMch he has admitted 
the fewest improprieties of style or character ; but it has one fiiult equal to many, though 
rather moral than critical, that, by admitting the romantic omnipotence of Love, he has 
recommended, as laudable and worthy of imitation, that conduct wMch, through all ages, 
the good have censured as vicious, and the bad despised as foolish. 

Of tMs play the prologue and the epilogue, though written upon the common topics of 
malicious and ignorant criticism, and without any particular relation to the charactera 
or incidents of the drama, are deservedly celebrated for their elegance and sprightliness. 

Lirrihertham, or the hind Keeper (1680), is a comedy, wMch, after the third night, was 
prohibited as too indecent for the stage. What gave offence, was in the printing, as the 
author says, altered or omitted. Dryden confesses that its indecency was objected to j but 
Langbaine, who yet seldom favours him, imputes its expulsion to resentment, because it "so 
much exposed the keeping part of the town.” 

Oedipus (1679) is a tragedy formed by Dryden and Lee, in conjunction, fium the works of 
Sophocles, Seneca^ and Corneille. Dryden planned the scenes, and composed the first and 
third acts. 

Lon Sehastian (1690) is commonly esteemed either the first or second of Ms dramatic 
performances. It is too long to be all acted, and has many characters and many incidents ; and 
though it is not without sallies of frantic dignity, and more noise than me aning , yet, as it 
makes approaches to the possibilities of real life, and has some sentiments wMch leave a 
strong impression, it continued long to attract attention. Amidst the distresses of piinces, 
and the vicissitudes of empire, are inserted several scenes wMch the writer intended for 
comic ; but wMch, I suppose, that age did not much commend, and tMs would not endiLre. 
There are, however, passages of excellence univeiaally acknowledged : the dispute and the 
reconciliation of Dorax and Sebastian has always been admired. 

This play was first acted in 1690, after Dryden had for some years discontinued dramatic 
poetry. 

Amphitryon is a comedy derived from Plautus and Moliere. The dedication is dated 
Oct. 1690. TMs play seems to have succeeded at its first appearance ; and was, I t hink, long 
considered as a very diverting enteitainment. 

Cleomenes (1692) is a tragedy, only remarkable as it occasioned an incident related in the 
Guardian, and allusively mentioned by Dryden in Ms preface. As he came out from the 
representation, he was accosted thus by some airy stripling : " Had I been left alone with a 
young beauty, I would not have spent my time like your Spaxtan.” " That, Sir,” said Dryden, 

" perhaps is true ; but give me leave to tell you that you are no hero.” 

King Arthur (1691) is another opera. It was the last work that Diyden performed for 
King Ohai'les who did not live to see it exhibited, and it does not seem to have been evei 
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brought upon the stage.* In the dedication to the Marquis of Halifax, there is a very 
elegant character of Chaiies, and a pleasing account of his latter life. When this was 
brought upon the stage^ news that the Duke of Monmouth had landed was told in the 
theatre ; upon which the company departed, and Arthur was exhibited no more. 

His last drama was Love Triumphant^ a tragi-comedy. In his dedication to the Earl of 
Salisbury he mentions “ the lowness of fortune to which he has voluntarily reduced himself, 
and of which he has no reason to be ashamed.” 

This play appeared in 1694. It is said to have been unsuccessful. The catastrophe, 
proceeding merely from a change of mind, is confessed by the author to be defective. Thus 
he began and ended his dramatic labours with ill success. 

From such a number of theatrical pieces, it will be supposed, by most readers, that ho 
must have improved his fortune ; at least, that such diligence with such abilities must have 
set penury at defiance. But in Dryden’s time the drama was very far frt>m that universal 
approbation which it has now obtained. The playhouse was abhorred by the Puritans, and 
avoided by those who desired the character of seriousness or decency. A grave lawyer 
would have debased his dignity, and a young trader would have impaired his credit, by 
appearing in those mansions of dissolute licentiousness. The profits of the theatre, when so 
many classes of the people were deducted from the audience, were not great ; and the poet 
hafl, for a long time, but a siogle night. The first that had two nights was Southern ; and 
the first that had three was Eowe. There were, however, in those days, arts of im- 
proving a poet’s profit, which Dryden forbore to practise ; and a play therefore seldom 
produced him more than a hundred pounds by the accumulated gain of the third night, the 
dedication, and the copy. 

Almost every piece had a dedication, written with such elegance and luxuriance of praise 
as neither haughtiness nor avarice could be imagined able to resist. But he seems to have 
made flattery too cheap. That praise is worth nothing of which the price is known. 

To increase the value of bis copies, he often accompanied his work with a preface of 
criticism ; a kind of learning then almost new in the English language, and which he, wlio 
had considered with great accuracy the principles of writing, was able to distribute copiously 
a,s occasions arose. By these dissertations the public judgment must have been much 
improved ; and Swift, who conversed with Dryden, relates that he regretted the success of 
his own instructions, and found his readers made suddenly too skilful to be easily satisfied. 

His prologues had such reputation, that for some time a play was considered as less lilieJy 
to be well received, if some of his verses did not introduce it. The price of a prologue was two 
guineas, till, being asked to write one for Mr. Southeno, he demanded thi-oc : “ Not,” said h(‘, 
" young man, out of disrespect to you j but the players have had my goods too cheap.” 

Though he declares, that in his own opinion his genius was not dramatic, he had gi*(‘at 
confidence in his own fertility ; for he is said to have engaged, by contract, to furnish four 
plays a year. 

It is certain that in one year, 1678,t he published All for Love, The Assignation, two 
parts of the Conquest of Granada, Sir Martin Marr-aU, and the State of Innocence, six complete 
plays, with a celerity of performance, which, though all Langbaine’s charges of plagiaiism 
should be allowed, shows such facility of composition, such readiness of language, and such 
copiousness of sentiment, as, since the time of Lopez de Vega, perhaps no other author has 
ever possessed. 

He did not enjoy his reputation, however great, nor his profits, however small, without 
molestation. He had critics to endure, and rivals to oppose. The two most distinguished 
wits of the nobility, the Duke of Buckingham and Earl of Rochester, declared themselves 
his enemies. 

* This is a mistake. It vas set to music by Purcell, and weU received, and ie yet a favourite ontertalnroont.--TT. 

t Dr Johnson in this assertion was misled by Langhaine. Only one of these plays appeared in 1678, Nor were 
there more than three in any one year. The dates are now added from the original editions.— K. 
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Buckingham characterised him, in 1671, by the name of Bayes, in the Rehearsal; a fai’ce 
which he is said to have written with the assistance of Butler, the author of Eudihras ; 
Martin Clitford, of the Charter-house ; and Dr Sprat, the friend of Cowley, then his 
chaplain. Dryden and his fiiends laughed at the length of time, and the number of hands 
employed upon this performance ; in which, though by some artifice of action it yet keeps 
possession of the stage, it is not possible now to find any thing that might not have been 
written without so long delay, or a confederacy so numerous. 

To adjust the minute events of literary history, is tedious and troublesome ; it requires 
indeed no great force of understanding, but often depends upon inquiries which there is no 
opportunity of making, or is to be fetched from books and pamphlets not always at hand. 

The Rehearsal was played in 1671,* and yet is represented as ridiculing passages in the 
Conquest of Granada^ and Assignation, which were not published till 1678 ; in Marriage d-la- 
mode, published in 1673 ; and in Tyrannic Love, in 1677. These contradictions show how 
rashly satire is applied-! 

It is said that this fai'ce was originally intended against Davenant, who, in the first 
draught, was characterised by the name of Billoa, Davenant had been a soldier and an 
adventurer. 

There is one passage in the Rehearsal still remaining, which seems to have related 
originally to Davenant. Bayes hurts his nose, and comes in with brown paper applied to the 
bruise : how this affected Dryden does not appear. Davenant’s nose had suffered such dimi- 
nution by mishaps among the women, that a patch upon that part e\idently denoted him. 

It is said likewise that Sir Robert Howard was once meant. The design was probably 
to ridicule the reigning poet, whatever he might be. 

Much of the personal satire, to which it might owe its first reception, is now lost or 
obscured. Bayes px'obably imitated the dress, and mimicked the manner of Dryden ; the 
cant words which are so often in Ms mouth may be supposed to have been Dryden’s 
habitual phrases, or customary exclamations. Bayes, when he is to write, is blooded and 
purged ; tMs, as Lamotte relates himself to have heard, was the real practice of the 
poet. 

There were other strokes in the Rehearsal by wMch malice was gratified ; the debate 
between Love and Honour, wMch keeps prince Yolscius in a single boot, is said to have 
alluded to the misconduct of the Duke of Ormond, who lost Dublin to the rebels while he 
was toying with a mistress. 

The Earl of Rochester, to suppress the reputation of Dryden, took Settle into his pro- 
tection, and endeavoured to persuade the public that its approbation had been to that time 
misplaced. Settle was a while in Mgh reputation ; his Empress of Morocco, having first 
delighted the town, was carried in triumph to WMtehall, and played by the ladies of the 
■^ourt. How was the poetical meteor at the highest : the next moment began its fall. 
Rochester withdrew Ms patronage ; seeming resolved, says one of Ms biographers, “to have 
a judgment contrary to that of the town f ’ perhaps being unable to endure any reputation 
beyond a certain height, even when he had himself contributed to raise it. 

Heither critics nor rivals did Dryden much miscMei^ unless they gained from bis own 
temper the power of vexing hinn, wMch Ms frequent bursts of resentment give reason to 
suspect. He is always angry at some past, or afimd of some future censure ; but he lessens 
the smart of his wounds by the balm of his own approbation, and endeavours to repel the 
shafts of criticism by opposing a sMeld of adamantine confidence. 

The perpetual accusation produced against him, was that of plagiarism, against wMch he 

* It was puWished in 1672. — ^K. 

t The Conquest of Gh-anada was published in 1672; The Assignation, in 1673; hfarriage h-lor^mde in the same year; 

and Tyrannic Love in 1672. . t-u. ^ • a 

t There is no contradiction, according to Mr. Malone, but what arises from Dr. J obnson s having copied the erroneons 

dates assigned to these plays by Langbaine — C. 
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never attempted any vigorous defence ; for tliough he was perhaps sometimes injurioxisly 
censured, he would, by denying part of the charge, have confessed the rest ; and, as his 
adversaries had the proof in their own hands, he, who knew that wit had little power against 
facts, wisely left, in that perplexity which it generally produces, a question which it was his 
interest to suppress, and which, unless provoked by vindication, few were likely to examine. 

Though the life of a writer, from about thirty-five to sixty-three, may be supposed to 
have been sufiSciently busied by the composition of eight-and-twenty pieces for the stage, 
Dryden found room in the same space for many other undertakings. 

But, how much soever he wrote, he was at least once suspected of writing more ; for, in 
1679, a paper of verses, called An Essay on Satire, was shown about in manuscript; by which 
the Earl of Eochester, the Duchess of Portsmouth, and others, were so much provoked, that, 
as was supposed (for the actors were never discovered), they procured Dryden, whom they 
suspected as the author, to be waylaid and beaten. This incident is mentioned by the Duke 
of Buckinghamshire,'^ the true writer, in his Art of Poetry ; where he says of Dryden, 

" Tliough praised and beaten for another's rhymes, 

His own deserve as great applause sometimes." 

His reputation in time was such, that his name was thought necessary to the success of 
every poetical or literary performance, and therefore he was engaged to contribute something, 
whatever it might be, to many publications. He prefixed the Life of Polybius to the 
translation of Sir Henry Sheers : and those of Lucian and Plutarch, h ) versions of their 
works by different hands. Of the English Tacitus he translated the first book ; and, if 
Gordon be credited, translated it from the French. Such a charge can hardly be mentioned 
without some degree of indignation ; but it is not, I suppose, so much to be inferred, that 
Diyden wanted the literature necessaiy to the perusal of Tacitus, as that, considering 
himself as hidden in a crowd, he had no awe of the public ; and, writing merely for money, 
was contented to get it by the nearest way. 

In 1680, the Epistles of Ovid being translated by the poets of the time, among which one 
was the work of Dryden, and another of Dryden and Lord Mulgrave, it was necessaiy to 
introduce them by a preface ; and Dryden, who on such occasions was regularly summoned, 
prefixed a discourse upon translation, which was then struggling for the liberty that it now 
enjoys. Why it should find any difiiculty in breaking the shackles of verbal interpretation, 
which must for ever debar it from elegance, it would be difficult to conjecture, were not thc^ 
power of prejudice every day observed. The authority of Jonson, Sandys, and Holiday, had 
fixed the judgment of the nation ; and it was not easily believed that a better way could be 
found than they had taken, though Fanshaw, Denham, Waller, and Cowley, had tried to 
give examples of a different practice. 

In 1681, Dryden became yet more conspicuous by uniting politics with poetry, in the 
memorable satire called Absalom and Achitophd, written against the faction which, by Lord 
Shaftesbury’s incitement, set the Duke of Monmouth at its head. 

Of this poem, in which personal satire was applied to the support of public principles, 
and in which therefore every mind was interested, the reception was eager, and the sale so 
large, that my father, an old bookseller, told me, he had not known it equalled but by 
SachevereU’s trial. 

The reason of this general perusal Addison has attempted to derive from the delight 
which the mind feels in the investigation of secrets ; and thinks that curiosity to decipher 
the names procured readers to the poem. There is no need to inquire why those verses 
were read, which, to all the attractions of wit, elegance, and harmony, added the co-operation 
of all the factious passions, and fiUed every mind with triumph or resentment. 


• It is mentioned by A. 'Wood, Athen. Oxon, vol it p. 801. 2nd Ed.— 0. 
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It could not be supposed that aU the provocation given by Dryden would be endured 
without resistance or reply. Both his person and his party were exposed in their turns to 
the shafts of satire, which, though neither so weU pointed, nor perhaps so well aimed, 
undoubtedly drew blood. 

(jf One of these poems is called LrydeyCs Satire on his Muse : ascribed, though, as Bope says, 
falsely, to Somers, who was afterwards chancellor. The poem, whosesoever it was, h^ much 
virulence, and some sprightliness. The writer tells all the ill that he can collect both of 
Bryden and his friends. 

The poem of AlsdLom and Achitophd had two answers, now both forgotten ; one called 
Azaria and Hushai; the other Absalom senior. Of these hostile compositions, Dryden 
apparently imputes Absalom senior to Settle, by quoting in Ms verses against him the second 
line. Azaria and Hushai was, as Wood says, imputed to bi-roj though it is somewhat unlikely 
that he should write twice on the same occasion. This is a difficulty wMch I cannot remove, 
for want of a minuter knowledge of poetical transactions.* 

The same year he published The Medal, of wMch the subject is a medal struck on Lord 
Shaftesbury’s escape from a prosecution, by the ignoramus of a grand jury of Londonera. 

In both poems he maintains the same principles, and saw them both attacked by the 
same antagonist. Elkanah Settle, who had answered Abscdom, appeared with equal courage 
in opposition to The Medal, and published an answer called The Medal reversed, with so much 
success in both encounters, that he left the palm doubtful, and divided the suffrages of the 
nation. Such are the revolutions of feme, or such is the prevalence of fasMon, that the man, 
whose works have not yet been thought to deserve the care of collecting them, who died 
forgotten in an hospital, and whose latter years were spent in contriving shows for fairs, and 
ciirrying an elegy or epithalamium, of wMch the beginning and end were occasionally varied, 
but the intermediate parts were always the same, to eveiy house where there was a funeral 
or a wedding, might with truth have had inscribed upon his stone, 

“ Here lies the Rival and Antagonist of Dryden.” 

Settle was, for his rebellion, severely chastised by Dryden under the name of Doeg, in the 
second part of Abscdom and Achitophel; and was perhaps for his ftctious audacity made the 
City poet, whose annual ofiice was to describe the glories of the Mayor’s day. Of these bards 
he was the last, and seems not much to have deserved even this degree of regard, if it was 
paid to his political opinions ; for he afterwards wrote a panegyric on the virtues of JT udge 
Jefferies ; and what more could have been done by the meanest zealot for prerogative % 

Of translated fragments, or occasional poems, to enumerate the titles, or settle the dates, 
would be tedious, with little use. It may be observed, that, as Dryden’s genius was 
commonly excited by some personal regard, he rarely writes upon a general topic. 

Soon after the accession of T^ing James, when the design of reconc i l i ng the nation to the 
Church of Rome became apparent, and the religion of the court gave the only efficacious title 
to its favours, Dryden declared biniHelf a convert to Popery. This at any other time might 
have passed with little censure. Sir Kenelm Digby embraced Popery ; the two Reynolds 
reciprocally converted one another ;t and Cbillingworth himself was awhile so entangled in 
the wilds of controversy, as to retire for quiet to an infallible Church. If men of argument 
and study can finfl such difficulties, or such motives, as may either umte them to the Church 
of Rome, or detain them in uncertainty, there can be no wonder that a man, who perhaps 
never inquired why he was a Protestant, should by an artful and experienced disputant be 
made a Papist, overborne by the sudden violence of new and unexpected argument^ or 

• Azaria and Hushai was written hv Samuel Pordage, a dramatic writer of that time.— C. 

i Dr. John Reynolds, who Uved temp. Jac. I. was at first a zealous Papist, and his brother William as wmest 
a Protestant ; but, by mutual disputation, each converted the other. See Fuller’s Church History, p. 47. hook x.— H- 
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deceiyed by a representation wMcb stows only tte doubts on one part, and only tbe evidence 
on tbe other. 

That conversion will always be suspected that apparently concurs with interest. He that 
never finds his eiror till it hinders his progress towjirds wealth or honour, will not bo 
thought to love Truth only for herself. Yet it may easily happen that information may come 
at a commodious time ; and, as truth and interest are not by any fatal necessity at vaiiance, 
that one may by accident introduce the other. When opinions are struggling into popularity, 
the arguments by which they are opposed or defended become more known ; and ho that 
changes his profession would perhaps have changed it before, with the like oppoitunitios of 
instruction. This was the then state of Popery ; every artifice was used to show it in its 
fairest form; and it must be owned to be a religion of external appearance sufficiently 
attractive. 

It is natural to hope that a comprehensive is likewise an elevated soul, and that whoever 
is wise is also honest. I am willing to believe that Dryden, having employed his mind, 
active as it was, upon different studies, and filled it, capacious as it was, with other materials, 
came unprovided to the controversy, and wanted rather skill to discover the liglit, tliau 
virtue to maintain it. But inquiries into the heart are not for man ; we must now leave 
liim to his Judge. 

The priests, having strengthened their cause by so powerful an adherent, were not long 
before they brought him into action. They engaged him to defend the controversial pa,pt‘rs 
found in the strong box of Charles the Second ; and, what yet was harder, to defend them 
against Stilllngfleet. 

With hopes of promoting Popery, he was employed to translate Maimbourg’s History of 
the League ; which he published wdth a large introduction. His name is likewise i)refixe(l 
to the English Life of Francis Xavier ; but I know not that he ever owned himself the 
translator. Perhaps the use of his name was a pious fraud, which however seems not to 
have had much effect ; for neither of the books, I believe, was ever popular. 

The version of Xavier’s Life is commended by Brown, in a pamphlet not written to fiatior ; 
and the occasion of it is said to have been, that the Queen, when she solicited a son, made 
vows to him as her tutelary saint. 

He was supposed to have undertaken to translate Varillas’s History of Heresies; and, 
when Burnet published i-emarks upon it, to have written an Answer upon which Burnet 
makes the following observation : — 

I have been informed from England, that a gentleman, who is famous both for poetry 
and several other things, had spent thi-ee months in translating M. Yarillas’s History ; bat 
that, as soon as my Beflections appeared, he discontinued his labour, finding the credit of his 
author was gone. Now, if he thinks it is recovered by his Answer, he will perhaps go oii 
with his translation ; and this may be, for aught I know, as good an entertamment for hitn 
as the conversation that he had set on between the Hinds and Panthers, and all the rest of 
ani mal s , for whomM.Yarillas may serve well enough as an author : and this history and that 
poem are such extraordinary things of their kind, that it will be but suitable to see the author of 
the worst poem become likewise the translator of the worst history that the age has pro- 
duced. If his grace and his wit improve both proporiionably, he will hardly find that ho Iris 
gained much by the change he has made, from having no religion, to choose one of the worst. 
It is true, he had somewhat to sink from in matter of wit ; but, as for his morals, it is 
scarcely possible for him to grow a worse man than he was. Ho has lately wreaked his 
malice on me for spoiling his three months’ Labour ; but in it he has done me all the honour 
that any naan can receive from him, which is to be railed at by him. If I had ill-nature 
enough to prompt me to wisli a very bad wish for him, it should be, that he would go on 

* This is a mistake. See Malone p. 194 <fec.— C. 
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and finisiL his translation. By that it will appear, whether the English nation, which is 
the most competent judge in this matter, has, upon the seeing our debate, pronounced in 
M.Varillas’s favour, or in mine. It is true, hir. D. will suffer a little by it ; but at least it wiR 
serve to keep him in from other extravagances ; and if he gains little honour by this work, 
yet he cannot lose so much by it as he has done by his last employment.” 

Having probably felt his own inferiority in theological controversy, he was desirous ot 
trying whether, by bringing poetry to aid his arguments, he might become a more ef&cacious 
defender of his new profession. To reason in verse was, indeed, one of his powers j but 
subtilty and harmony, united, are still feeble, when opposed to truth. 

Actuated therefore by zeal for Eome, or hope of fame, he published the Sind and 
Pa'iUher, a poem in which the Church of Eome, figured by the Hind, defends her 

tenets against the Church of England, represented by the Fanther^ a beast beautiful, but 
spotted. 

A fable, which exhibits two beasts talking Theology, appears at once full of absurdity ; 
and it was accordingly ridiculed in the City Mouse and CouTvtry Monse^ a parody, written by 
Montague, afterwards Earl of Halifax, and Prior, who then gave the first specimen of his 
abilities. 

The conversion of such a man, at such a time, was not likely to pass uncensured. Three 
dialogues were published by the facetious Thomas Brown, of which the two first were called 
Reasons of Mr, Bayes's changing his Rdigion : and the third, the ReasoTis of Mr, Sains the 
Flayer's Conversion and Re-conversion. The first was printed in 1688, the second not till 1690, 
the third in 1691. The clamour seems to have been long continued, and the subject to have 
strongly fixed the public attention. 

In the two first dialogues Bayes is brought into the company of Crites and Eugenius, 
with whom he had formerly debated on dramatic poetry. The two talkers in the third are 
Mr. Bayes and Mr. Hains. 

Brown was a man not deficient in literature, nor destitute of fancy ; but he seems to have 
thought it the pinnacle of excellence to be a merry fdlow; and therefore laid out his powers 
upon small jests or gross buffoonery ; so that his performances have little intrinsic value, and 
were read only while they were recommended by the novelty of the event that occasioned 
them. 

These dialogues are like his other works : what sense or knowledge they contain is dis- 
graced by the garb in which it is exhibited. One great source of pleasure is to call Diyden 
little Bayes. Ajax, who happens to be mentioned, is "he that wore as many cow-hides upon 
his shield as would have furnished half the King’s army with shoe-leather.” 

Being asked whether he had seen the Sind and Panther ^ Crites answers : " Seen it ] 3VIr. 
Bayes, why I can stir nowhere but it pursues me ; it haunts me worse than a pewter-buttoned 
Serjeant does a decayed cit. Sometimes I meet it in a bandbox, when my laundress brings 
home my linen ; sometimes, whether I will or no, it lights my pipe at a coffee-house ; 
sometimes it surprises me in a trunk-maker’s shop \ and sometimes it refreshes my memory 
for me on the backside of a Chancery-lane parceL For your comfort, too, Mr. Bayes, I have 
not only seen it, as you may perceive, but have read it too, and can quote it as freely upon 
occasion as a frugal tradesman can quote that noble treatise, the 'Worth of a Fenny^ to his 
extravagant ’prentice, that revels in stewed apples and penny custai-ds.” 

The whole animation of these compositions arises from a profusion of ludicrous and 
affected comparisons. "To secure one’s chastity,” says Bayes, "little more is necessary 
than to leave off a correspondence with the other sex, which, to a wise man, is no greater a 
punishment than it would be to a fanatic person to be forbid seeing The Cheats and The 
Committee; or for my Lord Mayor and Aldermen to be interdicted the sight of The London 
Cucholds." This is the general strain, and therefore I shall be easily excused the labour 
of more transcription. 

Brown does not wholly forget past transactions : "You began,” says Crites to Bayes, "a 

C2 
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very different religion, and have not mended the matter in your last choice. It was but 
reason that your Muse, which appeared first in a tyrant’s quarrel, should emj)loy her hist 
effbi-ts to justify the usurpation of the 

Next year the nation was summoned to celebrate the birth of the Piince. Now was the 
time for Dryden to rouse his imagination, and strain his voice. Ha];py days wore at hand, 
and he was wilting to enjoy and diffuse the anticipated blessings. He published a poem, 
tilled with predictions of greatness and prosperity ; predictions, of which it is not necessary 
to tell how they have been verified. 

A few months passed after these jo 3 rful notes, and every blossom of Popish liopo was 
blasted for ever by the Eevolution. A Papist now could be no longer laurcat. The revenue, 
which he had enjoyed with so much pride and praise, was transferred to Shad well, an old 
enemy, whom he had formerly stigmatised by the name of Og. Dryden could not decently 
complain that he was deposed ; but seemed veiy angry that Shadwell succeeded him, and 
has therefore celebrated the intruder’s inauguration in a poem exquisitely satirical, called 
Mac Fleck noe;"^ of which the Dunciad, as Pope himself declares, is an imitation, though 
more extended in its plan, and more diversified in its incidents. 

It is related by Prior, that Lord Dorset, when, as Chamberlain, he was constrained to 
eject Dryden from his office, gave him from his own purse an allowance equal to the sahiry. 
This is no romantic or incredible act of generosity ; an hundred a year is often enough given 
to claims less cogent by men leas famed for liberahty. Yet Dryden always represented 
himself as suffering under a public infliction; and once particularly demands respect foi 
the patience with which he endured the loss of his Httle fortune. His patron migbi, 
indeed, enjoin him to suppress his bounty ; but, if he suffered nothing, he should not liavc 
complained. 

Dtuing the short reign of Kmg James, he had written nothing for the stage, t being, in his 
opinion, more profitably employed in controversy and flattery. Of praise he might perhaps 
have been less lavish without inconvenience, for James was never said to have much regard 
for poetry: he was to he flattered only by adopting his religion. 

Times were now changed ; Dryden was no longer the court-poet, and was to look back 
for support to his former trade ; and having waited about two years, either considering 
himself as discountenanced by the public, or perhaps expecting a second Revolution, he pro- 
' duced jDoti Sebastian in 1690 ; and in the next four yeai-s four dramas more. 

In 1693 appeared a new version of Juvenal and Persius. Of Juvenal he translated the 
first, third, sixth, tenth, and sixteenth satires ; and of Persius the whole work. On this 
occasion he introduced his two sons to the public, as nurselings of the Muses. The 
fourteenth of Juvenal was the work of John, and the seventh of Cliarles Dryden. He 
prefixed a very ample preface, in the form of a dedication to Lord Dorset ; and there gives 
an account of the design which he had once formed to write an epic poem on the actions 
either of Arthur or the Black Prince. He considered the epic as necessarily including some 
kind of supernatural agency, and had imagined a new kind of contest between the guardian 
angels of kingdoms, of whom he conceived that each might he represented zealous for his 
charge, without any intended opposition to the purposes of the Supreme Being, of which all 
created minds must in part be ignorant. 

This is the most reasonable scheme of celestial interposition that ever was formed. The 
surprises and terrors of enchantments, which have succeeded to the intrigues and 
oppositions of Pagan deities, afford very striking scenes, and open a vast extent to 
the imagination ; but, as Bo^leau observes (and Boileau wiH be seldom found mistaken), with 
this incurable defect, that, in a contest between Heaven and Hell, we know at the beginning 


* All Dryden's biographers have misdated this poem, which Mr. Malone's more accurate researches prove to have 
been published on the Ath of October, 1682 . — C. f Album, and Albanius must however be excepted.— R. 
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wLicli is to prevail ; for this reason we follow Einaldo fco the enclianted wood with more 
curiosity than terror. 

In the scheme of Dryden there is one great difficulty, which yet he would perhaps have 
had address enough to surmount. In a war, justice can he but on one side ; and, to entitle 
the hero to the protection of angels, he must fight in defence of indubitable right. Yet 
some of the celestial beings, thus opposed to each other must have been represented as 
defending guilt. 

That this poem was never written, is reasonably to be lamented. It would doubtless | 
have improved our numbers, and enlarged our language : and might perhaps have 
contributed by pleasing instructions to rectify our opinions, and purify our manners. 

What he required as the indispensable condition of such an undertaJdng, a public 
stipend, was not likely in these times to be obtained. Riches were not become faimliar to 
us ; nor had the nation yet learned to be liberal. 

This plan he charged Blackmore with stealing : " only,” says he, " the guardian angels I 
of kingdoms were machines too ponderous for him to manage.” 

In 1694, he began the most laborious and difficult of all his works, the translation of 
Virgil; from which he borrowed two months, that he might turn “TVesnofys Art of 
Painting” into English prose. The pre&ce, which he boasts to have written in twelve 
mornings, exhibits a parallel of poetiy and painting, with a miscellaneous collection of 
critical remarks, such as cost a mind stored like his no labour to produce them. 

In 1697, he published his version of the works of Virgil ; and, that no opportunity of 
profit might be lost, dedicated the Pastorals to the Lord Clifford, the Georgies to the Earl 
of Chesterfield, and the JEneid to the Earl of Mulgrave. This economy of flattery, at once 
lavish and discreet, did not pass without observation. 

This translation was censured by Milboume, a clergyman, styled by Pope, 'Hhe fe.irest of 
critics,” because he exhibited his own version to be compared with that which he condemned. 

His last work was his Fables, published in consequence, as is supposed, of a contract 
now in the hands of Mr. Tonson ; by which he obliged himself in consideration of thi*ee 
hundred pounds, to finish for the press ten thousand verses. ! 

In this volume is comprised the well-known ode on St. Cecilia’s Day, which, as appeared j 
by a letter communicated to Dr. Birch, he spent a fortnight in composing and correcting, i 
But what is this to the patience and diligence of Boileau, whose Equivo(piey a poem of only | 
three hundred and forty-six lines, took fi:om his life eleven months to write it, and three 
years to revise it % ^ 

Part of his book of Fables is the first Iliad in English, intended as a specimen of a version 
of the whole. Considering into what hands Homer was to fitll, the reader cannot but rejoice 
that this project went no further. 

The time was now at hand which was to put an end to all his schemes and labours. On | 
the first of M!ay, 1701, having been some time, as he tells us, a cripple in his limbs, he died, | 
in Gerard-street, of a mollification in his leg. 

There is extant a wild story relating to some vexatious events that happened at his j 
funeral, which, at the end of Congreve’s life, by a writer of I know not what credit, are thus j 
related, as I find the account transferred to a biographical dictionary. 

“Mr. Dryden dying on the Wednesday morning, Dr. Thomas Sprat, then Bishop of j 
Rochester and Dean of Westminster, sent the next day to the Lady Elizabeth Howard, j 
Mj*. Dryden’s widow, that he would make a present of the ground, which was forty pounds, j 
with all the other Abbey-fees. The Lord TTft.liffl.x likewise sent to the Lady Elizabeth, and | 
!Mr. Charles Dryden her son, that, if they would give him leave to bury Mi*. Dryden, he would [ 
inter him with a gentleman’s private funeral, and afterwards bestow five hundred pounds on 1 
a monument in the Abbey ; whicb, as they had no reason to refuse, they accepted. On the 
Saturday following the company came ; the corpse was put into a velvet hearse ; and j 
eighteen mouiTung coaches, filled with company, attended. When they were just ready t(\ 
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move, the Lord Jefferies, son of the Lord Chancellor Jefferies, with some of his rakish 
companions, coming by, asked whose funeral it was : and being told Mr. Dryden’s, he said, 

* What, shall Lryden, the greatest honour and ornament of the nation, be buried after this 
private manner ! bTo, gentlemen, let all that loved Mr. Dryden, and honour his memory, 
alight and join with me in gaining my lady’s consent to let me have the honour of his intei’" 
ment, which shall be after another maimer than this j and I will bestow a thousand pounds 
on a monument in the Abbey for him. The gentlemen in the coaches, not knowuig of the 
Bishop of Rochester’s favour, nor of the Lord Halifax’s generous design (they both having, 
out of respect to the family, enjoined the Lady Elizabeth, and her son, to keep their lavoiu' 
concealed to the world, and let it pass for their own expense), readily came out of tlicii* 
coaches, and attended Lord Jefferies up to the lady’s bedside, who was then sick. lie 
repeated the purport of what he had before said ; but she absolutely refusing, he fell on his 
knees, vowing never to rise till his request was granted. The rest of the company by his 
desire kneeled also ; and the lady, being under a sudden suiprize, fainted away. As soon as 
she recovered her speech, she cried. No, no. Enough, gentlemen, replied he ; my lady is very 
good, she says, Go^ go. She repeated her former words with all her strength, but in vain, 
for her feeble voice was lost in their acclamations of joy ; and the Lord Jefferies ordered tlio 
hearsemen to carry the corpse to Mr. Russel’s, an undertaker in Cheapside, and leave it 
there till he should send orders for the embalment, which, he added, should be after the 
royal manner. His directions were obeyed, the company dispersed, and Lady Elizabeth and 
her son remained inconsolable. The next day Mr. Charles Dryden waited on the Lord 
Halifax and the Bishop, to excuse his mother and himself, by relating the real truth. But 
neither his Lordship nor the Bishop would admit of any plea ; especially the latter, who had 
the Abbey lighted, the ground opened, the choir attending, an anthem ready set, and liimsclf 
waiting for some time without any corpse to bury. The undertakei', after three days 
expectance of orders for embjxlmejit without receiving any, waited on the Lord Jefferies ; 
who, pretending ignorance of the matter, turned it off with an ill-natured jest, saying, that ' 
those who observed the orders of a drunken frolick deserved no better ; that he remembeved , 
nothing at all of it ; and that he might do what he pleased with the corpse. Upon this, 
the undertaker waited upon the Lady Elizabeth and her son, and threatened to biing the 
corpse home, and set it before the door. They desired a day’s respite, which was granted, j 
Mr. Charles Dryden wrote a handsome letter to the Lord Jefferies, who relumed it with this 
cool answer : ‘ That he knew nothing of the matter, and would be troubled no more about it.’ 
He then addressed the Lord Halifax and the Bishop of Rochester, who absolutely refasod to 
do anything in it. In this distress Dr. Garth sent for the corpse to the College of 
Physicians, and proposed a funeral by subscription, to which himself set a most noble 
example. At last a day, about three weeks after Mr. Dryden’s decease, was appointed for 
the interment. Dr. Garth pronounced a fine Latin oration, at the College, over the corpse* ; 
which was attended to the Abbey by a numerous train of coaches. When the funerfd wiis 
over, Mr. Charles Dryden sent a challenge to the Lord Jefferies, who refusing to answer it, 
lie sent several others, and went often himself ; but could neither get a letter delivered, nor 
admittance to speak to him ; which so incensed him, that he resolved, since his Lordship 
refused to answer him like a gentleman, that he would watch an opportunity to meet and 
fight off-hand, though with all the rules of honour ; which his Lordship hearing, left the 
town : and Mr. Charles Dryden could never have the satisfaction of meeting him, though he 
sought it till his death with the utmost application.” 

* In a satirical poem, entitled “ The Apparition,” &c. of which there were two editions in 1710, Garth’s eloquence, on 
this occasion, is thus described: 

''John Dryden, with his'tjrethren of the hays, 

His love to Garth, hlaapheming Garth, conveys, 

And thanks him for his Pagan funeral praise.”— T 
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This story I once intended to omit, as it appears with no great evidence ; nor have I met 
with any confirmation, hut in a letter of Farquhar ; and he only relates that the foneral of 
Dryden was tumultuary and confused.* 

Supposing the story true, we may remark, that the gradual change of manners, though 
imperceptible in the process, appears great when different times, and those not veiy distant 
are compared. If at this time a young drunken Lord should inteiTupt the pompous 
regularity of a magnificent fiineral, what would be the event, but that he would be justled 
out of the way, and compelled to be quiet ? If he should thrust himself into an house, he 
would be sent roughly away ; and, what is yet more to the honour of the present time, I 
believe that those, who had subscribed to the fiineral of a man like Dryden, would not, for 
such an accident, have withdrawn their contributions, t 

He was buried among the poets in 'Westminster Abbey, where, though the Duke of 
Newcastle had, in a general dedication prefixed by Congreve to his dramatic woiks, 
accepted thanks for his intention of erecting him a monument, he lay long without dis- 
tinction, till the Duke of Buckinghamshire gave him a tablet, inscribed only with the name 
of Dryden. 

He married the Lady Elizabeth Howard, daughter of the Earl of Berkshire, with circum- 
stances, according to the satire imputed to Lord Somers, not very honourable to either party j 
by her he had three sons, Charles, John, and Henry. Charles was usher of the palace to 
Pope Clement the Xlth ; and, visiting England in 1704, was drowned in an attempt to 
swim across the Thames at Windsor. 

John was author of a comedy called The Husband his ovm Cuckold. He is said to 
have died at Rome. Henry entered into some rehgious order. It is some proof of Dryden’s 
sincerity in his second religion, that he taught it to his sons. A man, conscious of hypocritical 
profession in himself, is not likely to convert others ; and, as his sons were qualified in 1693 
to appear among the translators of Juvenal, they must have been taught some religion before 
their father’s change. 

Of the person of Dryden I know not any account ; of his mind, the portrait which has 
been left by Congreve, who knew him with great fiuniliarity, is such as adds our love of his 
manners to our admiration of his genius. “ He was,” we are told, of a nature exceedingly 
humane and compassionate, ready to forgive injuries, and capable of a sincere reconciliation 
with those who had offended him. His jfiiendship, where he professed it, went beyond his 
professions. He was of a very easy, of very pleasing access ; but somewhat slow, and, as it 
were diffident, in his advances to others ; he had that in nature which abhorred intrusion 
into any society whatever. He was therefore less known, and consequently his character 
became more liable to misapprehensions and misrepresentations : he was very modest, and 
very easily to be discountenanced in his approaches to his equals or superiors. As his reading i 
had been very extensive, so was he very happy in a memory tenacious of everytliing that he 
had read. He was not more possessed of knowledge than he was co mmuni cative of it ; but 
then his communication was by no means pedantic, or imposed upon the conversation, but 
just such, and went so far, as, by the natural turn of the conversation in which he was 
engaged, it was necessarily promoted or required. He was extremely ready and gentle in 

• An earlier accotmt of Dryden’s faneral than that above cited, though without the circumstances that preceded it, 
is given by Edward Ward, wbo, in his London Spy, published in 1706, lelates, that on the occasion there was a perfonn 
ance of solemn music at the CoUege ; and that at the procession, which himself saw, standing at the end of Chancexy-lanei, 
Fleet-street, there was a concert of hautboys and trumpets. The day of Dryden’s interment, he says, was Monday 
the ISth of May, which, according to Johnson, waf twelve days after his decease, and shews how long his fiineral was m 
suspense. Ward knew not that the expense of it was defrayed by subscription; hut compliments Lord Jefferies for so 
pious an undertaking. He also says, that the cause of Dryden’s death was an inflammation in his toe, occasioned by the 
flesh growing over the nail, which being neglected produced a mortificatiou in his leg.— H. 

t In the Re^ster of the College of Thysicians, is the following entry : “ May 3, 1700 Comitiia Censoriis ordinariis. 

At the request of several persons of quality, that Mr. Dryden might he carried fi-om the College of Physicians to be interred 
at Westminster, at was unanimously granted by the President and Censors.” 

This entry is not calculated to afford any credit to the narrative concerning Lord Jefferies.— B. 



xxiv LIFE OF DRYDEN. 

his correction of the errors of any writer who thought fit to consult hini; and full as ready 
and patient to admit the reprehensions of others, in respect of his own oversights oi 
mistakes.” 

To this account of Congreve nothing can he objected but the fondness of friendship ; 
and to have excited that fondness in such a mind is no small degree of praise. The dispo- 
sition of Dryden, however, is shown in this character rather as it exhibited itself in cursory 
conversation, than as it operated on the more important parts of life. His placability and 
his friendship indeed were solid virtues ; but courtesy and good-humour arc often found with 
little real worth. Since Congreve, who knew him well, has told us no more, the rest must 
j be collected as it can from other testimonies, and particularly from those notices which 
Dryden has very liberally given us of himself. 

The modesty which made him so slow to advance, and so easy to be repulsed, wjis 
certainly no suspicion of deficient merit, or unconsciousness of his own value : ho appears to 
have known, in its whole extent, the dignity of his own character, and to have set a very 
high value on his own powers and performances. He probably did not ofler his conversation, 
because he expected it to be solicited ; and he retired fi-om a cold reception, not submissive 
but indignant, with such deference of his own greatness as made him unwilling to expose 
it to neglect or violation. 

His modesty was by no means inconsistent with ostentatiousness ; he is diligent enough 
to remind the world of his merit, and expresses with very little scruple his high ojjinion of 
his own powers ; but his self-commendations are read without scorn or indignation ; wo 
allow his claims, and love his firankness. 

Tradition, however, has not allowed that his confidence in himself exempted him from 
jealousy of others. He is accused of envy and insidiousness ; and is particularly chai'giid 
with inciting Creech to translate Horace, that he might lose the reputation which Lucrctiiis 
had given him.* 

Of this charge we immediately discover that it is merely conjectural j the purpose 
was such as no man would confess ; and a ciime that admits no proof, why should we 
believe ? 

He has been described as magisterially presiding over the younger writers, and assuming 
the distribution of poetical fame ; but he who excels has a right to teach, and he whose 
judgment is incontestable may without usurpation examine and decide. 

Congreve represents him as ready to advise and instruct ; but there is reason to believe 
that his communication was rather useful than entertaining. Ho declares of himself that h(‘. 
was saturnine, and not one of those whose sprightly sayings diverted company ; and one of 
his censurers makes him say, 

“ Nor -wine nor love cowld over see me gay; 

To ■vn'xting bred, 1 knew not what to say,” 

There are men whose powers operate only at leisure and in retirement, and whose 
intellectual vigour deserts them in conversation ; whom merriment confuses, and objection 
disconcerts ; whose bashfuluess restrains their exertion, and suffers them not to speak till 
the time of spe ak i ng is past ; or whose attention to their own character makes them 
unwilling to utter at hazard what has not been considered, and cannot be recalled. 

Of Dryden’s sluggishness in conversation it is vain to search or to guess the cause. He 
certainly wanted neither sentiments nor language; his intellectual treasures were great, 
though they were locked up from his own use. “His thoughts,” when he wrote, “ flowed in 

* The accusation against Dryden of having inmted Creech to translate Horace, that, by his failure in that work, 
he might lose the reputation which his poetical version of Lucretius had procured him, is proved by Mr. Malone to 
be an impudert and mabclous falsehood, and is traced by him to Tom Brown. 

See Mr. Malone’s L\fi) ofDrytkn, p, 606-^611. -T 
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upon liim so fast, that his only care was which to ehuse, and which to reject ” Such rapidity 
of composition naturally promises a flow of talk ; yet we must he content to believe what an ! 
enemy says of him, when he likewise says it of himself. But, whatever was his character i 
as a companion, it appears that he lived in familiarity with the highest persons of his time. 
It is related by Carte of the Duke of Ormond, that he used often to pass a night with 
Dryden, and those with whom Dryden consorted : who they were, Carte has not told, but 
certainly the convivial table at which Ormond sat was not surrounded with a plebeian society. 
He was indeed reproached with boasting of his familiarity with the great j and Horace 
will support him in the opinion, that to please superiors is not the lowest kind of merit. 

The merit of pleasing must, however, be estimated by the means. Favour is not always 
gained by good actions or laudable qualities. Caresses and preferments are often bestowed 
on the auxiliaries of vice, the procurers of pleasure, or the flatterers of vanity. Dryden has 
never been charged with any personal agency unworthy of a good character : he abetted 
vice and vanity only with his pen. One of his enemies has accused him of lewdness in his 
conversation ; but, if accusation without proof be credited, who shall be innocent ? 

His works afford too many examples of dissolute licentiousness and abject adulation ^ 
but they were probably, like his merriment, artificial and constrained ; the effects of study 
and meditation, and his trade rather than his pleasime. 

Of the mind that can trade in corruption, and can deliberately pollute itself with ideal 
wickedness for the sake of spreading the contagion in society, I wish not to conceal or excuse 
the depravity. Such degradation of the dignity of genius, such abuse of superlative abilities, 
cannot be contemplated but with grief and indignation. What consolation can be had, 
Dryden has afforded, by living to repent, and to testify his repentance. 

Of dramatic immorality he did not want examples among his predecessors, or companions 
among his contemporaries ; but, in the meanness and servility of hyperbolical adulation, I 
know not whether, since the days in which the Boman emperors were deified, he has been 
ever equalled, except by Afra Behn, in an address to Eleanor Gw^m. When once he has 
undertaken the task of praise, he no longer retains shame in himself nor supposes it in his 
patron. As many odoriferous bodies are observed to diflPiise perfumes from year to year, 
without sensible diminution of bulk or weight, he appears never to have impoverished his 
mint of flattery by his expenses, however lavish. He had all the forms of excellence, 
intellectual and moral, combined in his mind, with endless variation ; and, when he had 
scattered on the hero of the day the golden shower of wit and virtue, he had ready for him, 
whom he wished to court on the morrow, new wit and virtue with another stamp. Of this 
kind of meanness he never seems to decline the practice, or lament the necessity ; he 
considers the great as entitled to encomiastic homage, and brings praise rather as a tribute 
than a gift, more delighted with the fertility of his invention, than mortified by the prostitu- 
tion of his judgment. It is indeed not certain, that on these occasions his judgment much 
rebelled against his interest. There are minds which easily sink into submission, that look 
on grandeur with undistinguishing reverence, and discover no defect where there is elevation 
of rank and affluence of riches. 

With his praises of others and of himself is always iutermingled a strain of discontent 
and lamentation, a sullen growl of resentment or a querulous murmur of distress. His works 
are undervalued, his merit is unrewarded, and “ he has few thanks to pay his stars that he 
was bom among Englishmen.” To his critics he is sometimes contemptuous, sometimes 
resentful, and sometimes submissive.* The writer who thinks his works formed for duration* 


• Hi« satire was evidently dreaded, as appears in The Cavahefs Litany, printed in 1682 . 

“ From dining with Bethel and supping with Clayton, 

From a lash icith fhe quill of saiiricall Dryden, 

From a high-mettled WTxig that was kick’d at Low-Laytoiw 
Libera nos, &c.”— T. 
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mistakes his interest when he mentions his enemies. He degrades his own dignity by 
showing that he was affected by their censures, and gives lasting importance to names, 
which, left to themselves, would vanish from remembrance. From this principle Dryden did 
not often depart ; his complaints are for the greater part general ; he seldom pollutes his 
pages with an adverse name. He condescended indeed to a controversy with Settle, in 
which he perhaps may be considered rather as assaulting than repelling ; and since Settle is 
sunk into oblivion, his libel remains injurious only to himself. 

Among answers to critics, no poetical attacl^, or altercations, are to bo included ; they 
are like other poems, effusions of genius, produced as much to obtain praise as to obviate 
censure. These Dryden practised, and in these he excelled. 

Of Collier, Blackmore, and MUboume, he has made mention in the Preface of his Pablos 
To the censure of Collier, whose remarks may he rather termed admonitions than criticisms, 
he makes little reply ; being, at the age of sixty-eight, attentive to better things than the 
claps of a playhouse. He complains of Collier’s rudeness, and the " horse-play of his raillery 
and asserts, that “ in many places he has perverted by his glosses the meaning ” of what ho 
censures ; but in other thi^ he confesses that he is justly taxed ; and says with great calm- 
ness and candour, “ I have pleaded guilty to all thoughts or expressions of mine that can be 
truly accused of obscenity, immorality, or profaneness, and retract them. If he be my enemy, 
let triumph j if he be my friend, he wiU he glad of my repentance.” Yet as our best 
dispositions are imperfect, he left standing in the same hook a reflection on Collier of great 
asperity, and mdeed of more asperity than wit. 

Blackmore he represents as made his enemy by the poem of Absalom and Achitofhd, 
which “he thinks a little hard upon his fanatic patrons ; ” and charges him with borrowing 
the plan of his AhK^t from the Preface to Juvenal, “though he had,” says he, “the baseness 
not to acknowledge his benefactor, but instead of it to traduce me in a libel.” 

The libel in which Blackmore traduced him was a Satire upon Wit ; in which, having 
lamented the exuberance of false wit and the deficiency of true, he proposes that all wit 
should be re-coined before it is current, and appoints masters of assay who shall reject all 
that is light or debased : — 

’Tis true, that when the coarse and worthless dross 
Is purged away, there will be mighty loss ; 

Ev’n Congiove, Soutlioin, manly Wycheily, 

■When tliuH relined will grievous suflerers bo. 

Into the melting pot when Diyden cornos, 

What horrid btencli will rise, what noisome fumes! 

How will lie shrink, when all his lewd allay 
And wicked mixture bhall be purged away 1” 

Thus stands the passage in the last edition ; but in the original there was an abatement 
of the censure, beginning thus : — 


“ But what remains will be so pure, ’twill boar 
Th’ oxamuiatioii of the most severe.” 

Blackmore, finding the censure resented, and the civility disregarded, ungenerously 
omitted the softer part. Such variations discover a writer who consults his passions more 
than his virtue ; and it may be reasonably supposed that Dryden imputes his enmity to its 
true cause. 

Of Milboume he wrote only in general terms, such as are always ready at the call of 
anger, whether just or not : a short extract will he sufficient. “ He pretends a qua/Tol to 
me, that I have fallen foul upon priesthood : if I have, I am only to ask pardon of good 
priests, and am afraid his share of the reparation will come to little. Let him be satisfied 
that he shall never be able to force himself upon me for an adversary ; I contemn him too 
much to enter into competition with him. 
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for the rest of those who have written against me, they are such scoundrels that 
they deserve not the least notice to be taken of them. Blackmore and Milboume are only 
distinguished from the crowd by being remembered to their infamy.” 

Dryden indeed discovered, in many of his writings, an affected and absurd malignity to 
priests and priesthood, which naturally raised him many enemies, and wliich was sometimes 
as unseasonably resented as it was exerted. Trapp is angry that he calls the sacriheer in the 
Georgies “ The Holy Butcher : ” the translation is indeed ridiculous ; but Trapp’s ^ger 
arises from his zeal, not for the author, but the priest ; as if any reproach of the follies of 
Paganism could be extended to the preachers of truth. 

Dryden’s dislike of the priesthood is imputed by Langbaine, and I think by Brown,”^ to a 
repulse which he suffered when he solicited ordination ; but he denies, in the Preface to his 
Tables, that he ever designed to enter into the Church ; and such a denial he would not 
have hazarded, if he could have been convicted of falsehood. 

Malevolence to the clergy is seldom at a great distance from irreverence of religion, and 
Dryden affords no exception to this observation. H!is writings exhibit many passages, which, 
with all the allowance that can be made for characters and occasions, are such as piety would 
not have admitted, and such as may vitiate light and unprincipled minds. But there is no 
reason for supposing that he disbelieved the religion which he disobeyed. He forgot his duly 
rather than disowned it. His tendency to profaneness is the effect of levity, negligence, and 
loose conversation, with a desire of accommodating himself to the corruption of the times, by 
venturing to be wicked as far as he durst. When he professed himself a convert to Popeiy, 
he did not pretend to have received any new conviction of the fundamental doctrines 
of Christianity. 

The persecution of critics was not the worst of his vexations : he was much more disturbed 
by the importunities of want. His complaints of poverty are so frequently repeated, either 
with the dejection of weakness sinking in helpless misery, or the indignation of merit claiming 
its tribute fi'cm mankind, that it is impossible not to detest the age which could impose on 
such a man the necessity of such solicitations, or not to despise the man who could submit 
to such solicitations without necessity. 

Whether by the world’s neglect, or his own imprudence, I am afiraid that the greatest 
part of his life was passed in exigencies. Such outcries were surely never uttered but in 
severe pain. Of his supplies or his expenses, no probable estimate can now be made. 
Except the salary of the Laureat, to which King James added the office of Historiographer, 
perhaps with some additional emoluments, his whole revenue seems to have been casual ; 
and it is well known that he seldom lives frugally who lives by chance. Hope is always 
liberal ; and they that trust her promises, make little scruple of revelling to-day on the 
profits of the morrow. 

Of his plays the profit was not great ; and of the produce of his other works veiy little 
intelligence can be had. By discoursing with the late amiable hlr. Tonson, I could not find 
that any memorials of the transactions between his predecessor and Dryden had been 
preserved, except the following papers : — 

“ I do hereby promise to pay John Dryden, Esq., or order, on the 25th of March, 1699, 
the sum of two hundred and fifty guineas, in consideration of ten thousand verses, which the 

* See also a Poem in Defence of the Church of England, in opposition to the Hind and Panther. Fol. Lond. 1688. 

“ Friend Bayes ! I fear this fable, and these rime^ 

Were thy dull penance for some former crimes, 

When thy free muse her o-wn brisk language spoke. 

And, unbaptized, disdain'd the Christian yoke. 

“ The Spanish Fiyer not thought himself revenged. 

Until thy style, as irell as faith, irexe changed. 

Out CloureJi le/us^jl *\ee aiders ; whence I find 
Her call d the Pouther, that of Rome the JSfiwd."— T. 
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said Jolm Dryden, Esq., is to deliver to me Jacob Tonson, when finished, whereof seven 
thousand five hundred verses, more or less, are already in the said Jacob Tonson’s possession. 
And I do hereby farther promise, and engage myself, to make up the said sum of two hundred 
and fiffcj guineas three hundred pounds sterling to the said John Dryden, Esq., his executors, 
adm inis trators, or assigns, at the beginning of the second impression of the said ten 
thousand verses. 

*‘In witness whereof I have hereunto set my hand and seal, this 20th day ot 
March, 1698-9. “Jacob Tonson.” 

Sealed and delivered, being first duly stampt, pursuant 
to the Acts of Parliament for that purpose, m the 
presence of 

“Ben. Portlock, 

Will. Congreve.’ 

“JW«rc7i 24, lODS. 

“Received then of Mr. Jacob Tonson the sum of two hundred sixty-eight pounds fifteen 
shillings, in pursuance of an agreement for ten thousand verses, to be delivered by mo to tho 
said Jacob Tonson, whereof 1 have fdready delivered to him about seven thousand five 
hundred, more or leas j he the said Jacob Tonson being obliged to make up the foreaaid sum 
of two hundred sixty-eight pounds fifteen shillings three hundred pounds, at the beginning oi 
the second impression of the foresaid ten thousand verses. 

“ I say, received by me, 

“JouN JDbyben.” 

“ WitTbess^ Charles Dryden.’’ 

Two hundred and fifty guineas, at 1^. Is. Qd, is 268?. 15s. 

It is manifest, from the dates of this contract, that it relates to the volume of Fables, 
which contains about twelve thousand verses, and for which therefore tho payin(uii must 
have been afterwards enlarged. 

I have been told of another letter yet remaining, in which he desires Tonson to bring him 
money, to pay for a watch which he had ordered for Ms son, and which tho maker would not 
leave without the price. 

The inevitable consequence of poverty is dependence. Dryden had probably no rornurso 
in bis exigencies but to his bookseller. The particular character of Tonson I do not know ; 
but the general conduct of traders was much less liberal in those times than in our own : 
their views were narrower, and their manners grosser. To tho nicrcantilo raggedn()HH of that 
race, the delicacy of the poet was sometimes exposed. Lord Boliugbrokc, who in his youth 
had cultivated poetry, related to Dr. King, of Oxford, that one day, when he visited Dryden, 
they hear(^ as they were conversing, another person entering the house. “This,” said 
Dryden, “is Tonson. You will take care not to depart before he goes away ; for I have not 
completed the sheet which I promised him ; and if you leave mo unprotected, I must sulfcr 
all the rudeness to wMch his resentment can prompt his tongue.” 

■What rewards he obtained for his poems, besides the payment of tho bookseller, cannot 
be known. Mr. Derrick, who consulted some of his relations, was informed that liis Fables 
obtained five hundred pounds from the Duchess of Ormond ; a present not unsuitable to the 
magnificence of that splendid family ; and he quotes Moyle, as relating that forty pounds 
were paid by a musical society for the use of Alexander's Feast. 

In those days the economy of government was yet unsettled, and the payments oC the 
Exchequer were dilatory and uncertain : of this disorder there is reason to believe that tlio 
Laureat sometimes felt the effects ; for, in one of Ms Prefaces, he complains of those, who 
bemg entrusted with the distribution of the Prince’s bounty, sufier those that depend upon it 
to languish in penury. 

Of his petty habits, or slight amusements, tradition has retained little. Of the only two 
men whom I have found to whom he was personally known, one told me, that at the house 
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whicli lie frequented, called Will’s Coffee-house, the appeal upon any literary dispute was 
made to him ; and the other related, that his armed chair, which in the winter had a settled 
and prescriptive place by the fire, was in the summer placed in the balcony, and that he 
called the two places his winter and his summer seat. This is all the intelligence which his 
two survivors afforded me. 

One of his opinions will do him no honour in the present age, though in his own time, at 
least in the beginning of it, he was far from having it confined to hrmgp.lf He put great 
confidence in the prognostications of judicial astrology. In the Appendix to the Life of 
Congreve is a narrative of some of his predictions wonderfully fulfilled ; but I know not the 
writer’s means of information, or character of veracity. That he had the configurations of 
the horoscope in his mind, and considered them as influencing the affairs of men, he does not 
forbear to hint ; — 

« The utmost malice of the stars is past.— 

Now frequent trvnea the happier lights among, 

And higltrraised Jove, from his dark prison freed, 

Those weights took off that on his planet hung, 

Will gloriously the new-laid works succeed.” 

He has elsewhere shown his attention to the planetary powers ; and in the prefe,ce to 
his Eables has endeavoured obliquely to justify his superstition by attributing the same to 
some of the ancients. The latter, added to this narrative, leaves no doubt of his notions 
or practice. 

So slight and so scanty is the knowledge which I have been able to collect concerning 
the private life and domestic manners of a man whom every English generation must 
mention with reverence as a critic and a poet. 

DRYDEN may he properly considered as the father of English criticism, as the writer 
who first taught us to determine upon principles the merit of composition. Of our former 
poets, the greatest dramatist wrote without rules, conducted through life and nature by a 
genius that rarely misled, and rarely deserted him. Of the rest, those who knew the 
Laws of propriety had neglected to teach them. 

Two Arts of Emflish Poetry were written in the days of Elizabeth by Wehh and 
Puttenham, from which something might he learned, and a few hints had been given by 
Jonson and Cowley; but Dryden’s E^ay on Brarmtic Poetry was the first regular and 
valuable treatise on the art of writing. 

He who, having formed his opinions in the present age of English literature, turns back 
to peruse this dialogue, will not perhaps find much increase of knowledge, or much novelty 
of instruction ; hut he is to remember that critical principles were then in the hands of a 
few, who had gathered them partly from the ancients, and partly from the Italians and 
French. The structure of dramatic poems was then not generally understood. Audiences 
applauded by instinct ; and poets perhaps often pleased by chance. 

A writer who obtains his full purpose loses himself in Ms own lustre. Of an opinion 
which is no longer doubted, the evidence ceases to be examined. Of an art universally 
practised, the first teacher is forgotten. Learning once made popular is no longer learning ; 
it has the appearance of something which we have bestowed upon ourselves, as the dew 
appears to rise from the field which it refreshes. 

To judge rightly of an author, we must transport ourselves to his time, and examine 
what were the wants of his contemporaries, and what were his means of supplying them. 
That which is easy at one time was dMcult at another. Dxyden at least imported his 
science, and gave his country what it wanted before ; or rather, he imported only the 
materials, and manufactured them by his own skill. 

The Dialogue on the Drama was one of his first essays of criticism, written when he was 
yet a timorous candidate for reputation, and therefore laboured with that diligence which he 
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might allow himself somewhat to remit, when liis name gave sanction to his ])os](ii<nia, and 
his awe of the public was abated, partly by custom, and partly by success. It will not be 
easy to find, in all the opulence of our language, a treatise so artfully variegated with 
successive representations of opposite probabilities, so enlivened with imagoiy, so brightonod 
with illustrations. His portraits of the English dramatists are wrought with gi’cat H})irit 
and diligence. The account of Shakspeare may stand as a pcipctual model of (jU(;oniiasti<i 
criticism ; exact without minuteness, and lofty without exaggeration. Tho praise lavished 
by Longinus, on the attestation of the heroes of Marathon, by Domostlujiies, failcH away 
before it. In a few lines is exhibited a chai'acter so extensive in its comproheiiHion, and so 
curious in its limitations, that nothing can be added, diminished, or rcforme<l ; nor (jau llu^ 
editors and admirers of Shakspoare, in all their emulation of reverence, boast ol* much moro 
■ than of having diffused and paraphrased this epitome of excellence ; of having chaiig(;(l 
Dryden’s gold for baser metal, of lower value, though of greater bulk. 

In this, and in all his other essays on the same subject, the criticism of Drydcui is tho 
criticism of a poet ; not a dull collection of theorems, nor a rude detection of faults, whicdi 
perhaps the censor was not able to have committed; but a gay and vigorous disscvl-ation, 
where delight is mingled with instruction, and where the author proves his right of judgiuciit 
by his power of performance. 

The different manner and effect with which critical knowledge may be convi‘y(V(l, was 
perhaps never more clearly exemplified than in the performances of Rymer and Dry den. It 
was said of a dispute between two mathematicians, “ malim cum Scaligero errare, quam cum 
Clavio rect^ sapere that “it was more eligible to go wrong with one, than right with Uui 
other.” A tendency of the same kind every mind must feel at the perusal of Liyihm’s 
prefaces and Eymer’s discourses. With Dryden we are wandering in quest of Truth ; whom 
we find, if we find her at all, dressed in the graces of elegance ; and, if we miss her, tho 
labour of the pursuit rewards itself : we are led only through fiugance and flowers. Itymor, 
without taking a nearer, takes a rougher way ; every step is to be made through thorns ami 
brambles ; and Truth, if we meet her, appears repulsive by her mien, and ungraceful by 
her habit. Dryden’s cnticism has the majesty of a queen ; Rymer’s has the ferocity of 
a tyrant. 

As he had studied with great diligence the art of Poetry, and enlarged or rectified his 
notions, by experience perpetually increasing, he had his mind stored with principles and 
observations ; he poured out his knowledge with little labour ; for of labour, notwithstanding 
the multiplicity of his productions, thei'e is sufficient reason to suspect that ho was not a 
lover. To write con amorCj with fondness for tho employment, with perjjetual touches and 
retouches, with unwillingness to take leave of his own idea, aaid an unweaiicd 2)ursuit of 
unattainahle perfection, was, I think, no part of his character. 

His criticism may he considered as general or occasional. In his general prcce 2 )ta, 
which depend upon the nature of things, and the structure of the human mind, he may 
doubtless be safely recommended to the confidence of the reader ; but hig occasional and 
particular positions were sometimes interested, sometimes negligent, and sometimes capri- 
cious, It is not without reason that Trapp, speaking of the praises which he bestows on 
Palamon and Arcite, says, “Hovimus judicium Drydeni de poemato quodam Chauceri, 
pulcliro sane illo, et admodum laudando, nimhum quod non modo vere G 2 )icum sit, Me(i 
Iliada etiam atque .^Eneada cequet, imo superet. Sed novimus codem tempore viri illius 
maximi non semper accuratissimas esse censuras, nec ad severissimam criticcs nonnam 
exactas : illo judice id plerumque optimum est, quod nunc pros manibus habet, et in quo 
nunc oceupatur.” 

He is therefore by no means constant to himself. His defence and desertion of dramatic 
rhyme is generally known. Spence, in his remarks on Po2)e’s Odyssey, 2Jroduccs what he 
thinks an unconquerable quotation from Dryden’s preface to the iEneid, in favour of 
translatinsr an epi- noem into blank verse ; but he forgets tliat when his author attempted 



LIFE OF DRTDEK 


the Iliadj some years afterwards, he departed from his own decision, and translated into 
rhyme. 

When he has any objection to obviate, or any licence to defend, he is not very scrupulous ; 
about what he asserts, nor very cautious, if the present purpose be served, not to entangle • 
himself in his own sophistries. But, when all aits are exhausted, like other hunted animals, ' 
he sometimes stands at bay j when he cannot disown the grossness of one of his plays, he 
declares that he knows not any law that prescribes morality to a comic poet. ! 

His remarks on imcient or modem writers are not always to be trusted. His parallel of ' 
the versification of Ovid with that of Claudian has been very justly censured by Sewel.* 
His comparison of the first line of Virgil with the first of Statius is not happier. Virgil, 
he says, is soft and gentle, and would have thought Statius mad, if he had heard him 
thundering out 

“ Qu8s superimposito moles geminata colosso.” 

Statius perhaps heats himself, as he proceeds, to exaggeration somewhat hyperbolical ; 
but undoubtedly Virgil would have been too hasty, if he had condemned him to straw for 
one sounding line. Dryden wanted an instance, and the first that occurred was impressed 
into the service. 

What he wishes to say, he says at hazard ; he cited Gorhuduc^ which he had never seen ; 
gives a false account of Chapman’s versification ; and discovers, in the preface to his Fables, 
that he translated the first book of the Iliad without knowing what was in the second. 

It wdll be difiScnlt to prove that Dr}"den ever made any great advances in literature. As 
having distinguished himself at Westminster under the tuition of Busby, who advanced his 
scholars to a height of knowledge very rarely attained in grammar-schools, he resided 
afterwai'ds at Cambridge ; it is not to be supposed, that his skill in the ancient languages ' 
was deficient, compared with that of common students; but his scholastic acquisitions i 
seem not proportionate to his opportunities and abilities. He could not, like Milton or 
Cowley, have made his name illustrious merely by his learning. He mentions but few books, 
and those such as lie in the beaten track of regular study ; from which if ever he departs, he 
is in danger of losing himself in unknown regions. 

In his Dialogue on the Drama^ he pronoimces with great confidence that the Latin 
tragedy of Medea is not Ovid’s, because it is not sufiiciently interesting and pathetic. He 
might have determined the question upon surer evidence ; for it is quoted by Quintilian as 
the work of Seneca ; and the only line which remains in Ovid*s play, for one line is left us, 
is not there to be found. There was therefore no need of the gravity of conjecture, or the 
discussion of plot or sentiment, to find what was already known npon higher authority than 
such discussions can ever reach. 

Bis literature, though not always free from ostentation, will be commonly found either 
obvious, and made his own by the art of dressing it ; or superficial, which, by what he gives, 
shows what he wanted ; or erroneous, hastily collected, and negligently scattered. 

Yet it cannot be said that his genius is ever unprovided of matter, or that his fancy 
languishes in pennry of ideas. Hia works abound with knowledge, and sparkle with illus- 
trations. There is scarcely any science or faculty that does not supply him with occasional 
images and lucky similitudes ; every page discovers a mind very widely acquainted both 
with art and nature, and in full possession of great stores of intellectual wealth. Of him 
that knows much it is natural to suppose that he has read with diligence : yet I rather believe 
that the knowledge of Diyden was gleaned from accidental intelligence and various con- 
versation, by a quick apprehension, a judicious selection, and a happy memory ; a keen 
appetite of knowledge and a powerful digestion ; by vigilance that permitted nothing to 
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pass without notice, and a habit of reflection that suffered nothing useful to be lost. A mind 
like Dryden*s, always curious, always active, to which every understanding w«is proud to bo 
associated, and of which every one solicited the regard, by an ambitious dis2>lay of hiuiaelf, 
had a more pleasant, perhaps a nearer way to knowledge than by the silent progress of 
solitary reading. I do not suppose that he despised books, or intentionally neglected tlujm ; 
but that he was carried out, by the impetuosity of his genius, to more vivid and S2)oe(ly 
instructors ; and that his studies were rather desultory and fortuitous than constant and 
systematical. 

It must be confessed that he scarcely ever appears to want book-learning but when lie 
mentions books ; and to him may be transferred the praise which he gives his master 
Charles : — 


His conversatioB, wit, and parts, 

His knowledge in tlie noblest useful arts, 
Were such, dead authors could not give, 

But habitudes of those that live ; 

Who, lighting him, did greater lights locelve; 

He drain’d from all, and all they knew, 

His apprehensions quick, his judgment true ; 

That the most leam’d with shame confess 
His knowledge more, his reading only less.” 


Of all this, however, if the proof he demanded, I will not undertake to give it : the 
atoms of probability, of which my opinion has been formed, lie scattered over all his works ; 
and by him who thinks the question worth his notice, his works must be perused with voiy 
close attention. 

Criticism, either didactic or defensive, occupies almost all his prose, except those pages 
which he has devoted to his patrons ; but none of his prefaces were ever thought tedious. 
They have not the formality of a settled style, in which the first half of the sentence betrays 
the other. The clauses are never balanced, nor the periods modelled : every word soonis to 
drop by chance, though it falls into its proper place. Nothing is cold or languid : the whole 
is airy, animated, and vigorous ; what is little, is gay ; what is great, is splendid. He may 
be thought to mention himself too frequently ; but, while he forces himself upon our cstocin, 
we cannot refuse him to stand high in his own. Eveiy thing is excused l)y the 2)lay of 
images, and the sprightliness of expression. Though all is easy, nothing is feeble ; thougli 
all seems careless, there is nothing harsh ; and though, since his ejirlier works more than a 
century has passed, they have nothing yet uncouth or obsolete. 

He who writes much will not easily escape a manner, such a recurrence of particular 
modes as may be easily noted. Diyden is always another and the same ; he docs not exhibit 
a second time the same elegances in the same form, nor appears to have any ai-t other than 
that of expressing with clearness what he thinks with vigour. His style could not easily 
be imitated, either seriously or ludicrously ; for, being always equable and always varied, 
it has no prominent or discriminative characters. Tlie beauty who is totally free from 
disproportion of parts and features cannot be ridiculed by an overcharged resemblance. 

From his prose, however, Dryden derives only his accidental and secondary praise ; the 
veneration with which his name is pronounced by every cultivator of English litoraturo, is 
paid to him as he refined the language, improved the sentiments, and tuned the numbers of 
English Poetry. 

After about half a century of forced thoughts, and rugged metre, some advances towards 
nature and harmony had been already made by "Waller and Denham ; they had shown that 
long discourses in rhyme grew more pleasing when they were broken into couplets, and that 
verse consisted not only in the number but the arrangement of syllables. 

But though they did much, who can deny that they left much to do ? Their works were 
not many, nor were their minds of very ample comprehension. More examines of more 
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modes of composition were necessaiy for the establishment of regularity, and the introduction ' 
of propriety in word and thought. 

Every language of a learned nation necessarily divides itself into diction scholastic and i 
popular, gi*ave and familiar, elegant and gross : and from a nice distinction of these dllierent j 
parts arises a great part of the beanty of style. But, if we except a few minds, the favourites | 
of nature, to whom their own original rectitude was in the place of rules, this delicacy of 
selection was little known to our authors ; our speech lay before them in a heap of confusion ; 
and every man took for every purpose what chance might offer him. 

There was therefore before the time of Diyden no poetical diction, no system of words at 
once refined fr*om the grossness of domestic use, and fr’ee from the hai’shness of terms 
appropriated to particular arts. "Words too familiar, or too remote, defeat the purpose of a 
poet. From those sounds which we hear on small or on coarse occasions, we do not easily 
receive strong impressions, or delightful images ; and words to which we are neaily strangers, 
whenever they occur, draw that attention on themselves which they should transmit to 
things. 

Those happy combinations of words which distinguish poetry fr*om prose had been rarely 
attempted : we had few elegances or flowers of speech ; the roses had not yet been plucked 
from the bramble, or different colours had not been joined to enliven one another. 

It may be doubted whether Waller and Denham could have overborne the prejudices 
which had long prevailed, and which even then were sheltered by the protection of Cowley. 
The new versification, as it is called, may be considered as owing its establishment to 
Dryden ; fr’om whoso time it is ai)pai-ent that English poetry has had no tendency to rehipse 
to its former savageness. 

The afiiuence and comprehension of our language is very illustriously displayed in our 
poetical translations of Ancient Writers ; a work which the French seem to relinquish in 
despair, and which we were long unable to perform with dexterity. Ben Jonson thought it 
necessary to copy Horace almost word by word ; Feltham, his contemporary and adversary, 
considers it as iudispensably requisite in a translation to give line for line. It is said that 
Sandys, whom Dryden calls the best versifier of the last age, has struggled hard to comprise 
every book of the English Metamorphoses in the same number of verses with the original. 
Holyday had nothing iu view but to show that he understood his author, with so little regard 
to the gi’andeur of his diction, or the volubility of his numbers, that his metres can hardly i 
be called verses ; they cannot be read without reluctance, nor wiU the labour alwaj^ be } 
rewarded by understandiug them. Cowley saw that such copiers were a servile race ; he j 
asserted his libei’ty, and spread his wings so boldly that he left his authors. It was reseiwed 
for Diyden to fix the limits of poetical liberty, and give us just rules and examples of 
translation. 

When languages are formed upon different principles, it is impossible that the same 
modes of expression should always he elegant in both. While they run on together, the 
closest translation may be considered as the best ; but when they divaidcate, each must take 
its natural course. Where correspondence cannot be obtained, it is necessary to be content 
with something equivalent. “ Translation, therefore,” says Dryden, “is not so loose as 
paniphrase, nor so close as metaphrase.” 

All polished languages have different styles ; the concise, the diffuse, the lofty, and the 
humble. In the proper choice of style consists the resemblance which Diyden principally 
exacts from the translator. He is to exhibit his author s thoughts in such a dress of diction 
as the author would have given them, had his language been English : rugged magnificence 
is not to be softened ; hyperbolical ostentation is not to be repressed ; nor sententious 
affectation to have its pomt blunted. A translator is to be like his author ; it is not his 
business to excel him. 

The reasonableness of these rules seems sufficient for their vindication ; and the effects 
produced by observing them were so happy, tliat I know not whetlier they were^ever oppose;] 

i 
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but by Sir Edward Sberbumej a man whose learning was greater than his powers of poetry, 
and who, being better qualified to give the meaning than the spirit of Seneca, has introduced 
his version of three tragedies by a defence of close translation. The authority of Horace, 
which the new translators cited in defence of their practice, he has, by a judicious explana- 
tion, taken fairly from them ; but reason wants not Horace to support it. 

It seldom happens that all the necessary causes concur to any great effect : will is 
wanting to power, or power to will, or both are impeded by external obstructions. The 
exigencies in which Dryden was condemned to pass his fife are i*easonably supposed to have 
blasted his genius, to have driven out his works in a state of immaturity, and to have 
intercepted the full-blown elegance which longer growth would have supplied. 

Poverty, like other rigid powers, is sometimes too hastily accused. If the excellence of 
Dryden’s works was lessened by his indigence, their number was increased ; and I know 
not how it will be proved, that if he had written less he would have written better ; 
or that, indeed, he would have undergone the toil of an author, if he had not been solicited 
by something more pressing than the love of praise. 

But, as is said by his Sebastian, 

What had been, is unknown; what is, appears. ’ 

We know that Dryden’s several productions were so many successive expedients for his 
support ; his plays were therefore often borrowed ; and his poems were almost aU occasional. 

In an occasional performance no height of excellence can be expected from any mind, 
however fertile in itself, and however stored vdth acquisitions. He whoso work is geiieivil 
and arbitrary has the choice of his matter, and takes that which his inclination and his 
studies have best qualified him to display and decorate. He is at liberty to delay his 
publication tiU he has satisfied Ms friends and himself, till he has reformed his first 
tlioughts by subsequent examination, and polished away those faults which the precipitance 
of ardent composition is likely to leave beliind it. Yh-gil is related to have poured out a 
great number of lines in the morning, and to have passed the day in reducing them to fewer. 

The occasional poet is cii’cumscribed by the narrowness of Iiis subject. Whatever can 
I happen to man has happened so often that little remains for fancy or invention. Wc have 
been all born ; we have most of us been maiTied ; and so many have died before txs, that our 
deaths can sup2)ly but few materials for a i)oet. In the fate of princes tho public lias an 
interest ; and what happens to them of good or evil, the poets have always consiilcrcd as 
business for the Muse. But after so many inauguratory gratulations, nuptial hymns, and 
funeral dirges, he must be Mghly favoured by nature, or by fortune, who says anything not 
said before. Even war and conquest, however splendid, suggest no new images ; the 
triumphant chariot of a victorious monarch can be decked only with those ornaments 
that have graced his predecessors. 

Hot only matter bub time is wanting. Tho poem must not be delayed till the occasion is 
forgotten. The lucky moments of animated imagination cannot be attended ; elegances and 
illustrations cannot be multiplied by gradual accumulation ; the composition must be de- 
spatched, wMle conversation is yet busy, and admii'ation fresh ; and haste is to he made, lost 
some other event should lay hold upon mankind. 

Occasional compositions may however secure to a writer the praise both of learning and 
fibcility ; for they cannot be the effect of long study, and must be furnished immediately from 
the treasures of the mind. 

The death of Cromwell was the first public event which called forth Dryden’s jiooiieal 
powers. His heroic stanzas have beauties and defects; the thoughts aro vigorous, and, 
though not always proper, show a mind replete with ideas ; the numbers are smooth ; and 
the diction, if not altogether correct, is elegant and easy. 

Davenaiit was perhaps at this time his favourite author, though Goudibort never appears 
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to have heen popular ; and from Davenant he learned to please his ear mth the stanza of 
four lines alternately rhymed. 

Dryden very early foimed his versification ; there are in this early production no traces 
of Donne’s or Jonson’s ruggedness ; but he did not so soon free his mind from the ambition 
of forced conceits. In his verses on the Bestoration, he says of the King’s exile : — 

“ He, toss’d fey Fate — 

Could taste no s-reets of youth’s desired age, 

But found his life too true a pilgrunage.” 

show how virtue and wisdom are increased by adversity, he makes this 

Well might the ancient poets then confer 
On Night the honour'd name of cownsdlorj 
Since, struck with rays of prosperous fortune felind, 

We light alone in dark afflictions find.” 

His praise of Monk’s dexterity comprises such a cluster of thoughts unallied to one 
another, as will not elsewhere he easily found : — 

"’Twas Monk, whom Providence design’d to loose 
Those real bonds false freedom did impose. 

The blessed saints that watch’d this turning scene 
Did from their stars with joyfiil wonder lean, 

To see small dues draw vastest weights along, 

Not in their hulk, hut in their order strong. 

Thus pencils can by one alight touch restore 
Smiles to that changed face that wept before. 

With ease such fond chimteias we pursue, 

As fancy frames, for fancy to subdue : 

But, when ourselves to action we betake, 

It shuns the mint like gold that chemists make. 

How hard was then his task, at once to he 
What in the body natural we see ! 

Man’s Architect distanctly did ordain 

The charge of muscles, nerve^ and of the brain, 

Through viewless conduits spirits to dispense 
The springs of motion from the seat of sense j 
’Twas not the hasty product of a day, 

But the well-ripen’d fruit of wise dday. 

He, like a patient angler, ere he strook, 

Would let them play awhile upon the hook. 

Our healthful food the stomach labours thus, 

At first embracing what it straight doth crush. 

Wise leeches will not vain receipts obtrude, 

While growing pains pronounce the humours crude 
Deaf to complaints, they wait upon the HI, 

Till some safe crisis authorise their skill.” 


And afterwards, to 
remark : — 


He bad 
mythology. 


not yet learned, indeed he never learned well, to forbear the improper iise of 
After havmg rewarded the heathen deities for their care, 


" With Alga who the sacred altar strows ? 

To all the sea-gods Charles an offering owes ; 

A feuU to thee, Portuuus, shall he slain ; 

A ram to you, ye Tempests of the Main.” 

He tells ns, in the language of Beligion : — 

" Prayer storm’d the skies, and ravish’d Charles from thenc^ 

As Heaven itself is took by violence.” 

And afterwards mentions one of the most awful passages of Sacred History. 
Other conceits there are too curious to be quite omitted \ as, 

II 

d2 


'• For by example most we sinn’d feefore, 

And, glass-like, clearness mix’d with frailty feoxe.’ 
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How far lie "was yet from thinking it necessary to found his sentiments on natiu’e, appears 
from the extravagance of his fictions and hyperholes : — 

The winds, that never moderation knew, 

Afraid to blow too much, too faintly blow ; 

Or, out of breath with joy, could not enlarge 
Their straiten’d lungs.— 

It IS no longer motiou cheats your view ; 

As you meet it, the land approacheth you ; 

The land returns, and in the white it wears, 

The marks of penitence, and sorrow bears.” 

I know not whether this fancy, however little be its value, was not borrowed. A French 
poet read to Malherbe some verses, in which he represents Prance as moving out of its ])lace 
to receive the king. “ Though this,” said Malherbe, was in my time, I do not remember it.” 

His poem on the Goronation has a more even tenor of thought. Some lines deserve to he 
quoted : — 

You have already quench’d sedition’s brand ; ' 

And zeal, that bum’d it, only warms the land ; 

The jealous sects that durst not trust their cause, 

So far from theur own will as to the laws, 

Him for their umpire and their synod toke, 

And their appeal alone to Csesar make.” 

Here may he found one particle of that old versification, of which, I believe, in all his 
works, there is not another : — 

“ Nor is it duty, or our hope alone, 

Creates that joy, but taHl fruition ” 

In the verses to the Lord Chancellor Clarendon, two years afterwards, is a conceit so 
hopeless at the first view, that few would have attempted it ; and so successfully laboured, 
that though at last it gives the reader more perplexity than pleasure, and seems hardly 
worth the study that it costs, yet it must be valued as a proof of a mind at once subtle and 
comprehensive : — 

“ In open prospect nothing bounds our eye, 

Until the earth seems join’d unto the sky . 

So in this hemisphere our utmost view 
Is only bounded by our king and you ; 

Our sight is limited where you arc join’d, 

And beyond that no faither heaven can find 
So well your vh'tuos do with lud agree, 

That though your orbs of diffcicut greatness be, 

Yet both arc for each other’s use disposed, 

Ilia to enclose, and yours to bo enclosed. 

Nor could another in your room have been, 

Except an emptinoss had come between.” 

The comparison of the Chancellor to the Indies leaves all resemblance too far behind it : — > 

** And as the Indies were not found before 
Those rich perfumes which from the happy shore 
The winds upon their balmy wings convey’d, 

Whose guilty sweetness first tlioir woilcl betray’d * 

So by your counsels wo are brought to view 
A new and uudiscover’d world in you.” 

There is another comparison, for there is little else in the poem, of which, though perhaps 
it cannot be explained into plain prosaic meaning, the mind perceives enough to be delighted, 
and readily forgives its obscurity, for its magnificence ; — 

“ How strangely active are the arts of peace, 

Whose restless motions less than wars do cease 
Peace is not freed from labour, but from noise; 

And war moro foicc, but not more pains employs. 
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Such is the mighty swiftness of your mind, 

That, like the Earth’s, it leaves oar sense behind ; 

While you so smoothly turn and roll our sphere, 

That rapid motion does but rest appear. 

For, as in Nature’s swiftness, with the throng 
Of flying orbs while ours is borne along, 

All seems at rest to the deluded eye, 

Moved by the soul of the same harmony; 

So, carried on by your unwearied care. 

We rest in peace, and yet in motion share.” 

To this succeed four lines, which perhaps afford Dryden’s first attempt at those pene- 
trating remarks on human nature, for which he seems to haye been peculiarly formed : 

“ Let envy then those crimes within you see, 

From which the happy never must be fiee; 

Envy, that docs with misery reside, 

The joy and the revenge of ruin’d pride.” 

Into this poem he seems to have collected all his powers ; and after this he did not often 
bring upon his anvil such stubborn and unmalleable thoughts ; but, as a specimen of his 
abilities to unite the most unsociable matter, he has concluded with lines of which I 
not myself obliged to tell the meaning : — 

“ Yet unimpair’d with labours, or with time. 

Your age but seems to a new youth to climb. 

Thus heavenly bodies do our time beget, 

And measure change, hut share no part of it: 

And still it shall without a weight increase, I 

Like this new year, whose motions never cease. 

For smee the glorious course you have begun 
Is led by Charles, as that is by the sun, 

It must both weightless and immortal prove, 

Because the centre of it is above.” 


In the Annus Mirdbilis he returned to the quatrain, which from that time he totally 
quitted, perhaps from experience of its inconvenience, for he complains of its difficulty. This 
is one of his greatest attempts. He had subjects equal to his abilities, a' great naval war, 
smd the Fire of London. Battles have always been described in heroic poetry; but a 
sea-fight and artillery had yet something of noveliy. Hew arts are long in the world before 
poets describe them; for lliey borrow every thing from their predecessors, and commonly 
derive very little fr'om nature or fi'om life. Boileau was the first French writer that had 
ever hazarded in verse the mention of modem war, or the effects of gunpowder. We, who 
are less afraid of novelly, had already possession of those dreadful images. Waller had 
described a sea-fight. Udilton had not yet transferred the invention of fire-arms to the 
rebellious angels. 

This poem is written with great diligence, yet does not folly answer the expectation 
raised by such subjects and such a writer. With the stanza of Davenant he has sometimes 
his vein of parenthesis, and incidental disquisition, and stops his narrative for a wise remark. 

The general fault is, that he affords more sentiment than description, and does not so 
much impress scenes upon the fancy, as deduce consequences and make comparisons. 

The initial stanzas have rather too much resemblance to the first lines of Waller’s 
poem on the war with Spain ; perhaps such a beginning is natural, and could not be avoided 
without affectation. Both Waller and Dryden might take their hint from the poem on the 
civil war of Eome, " Orbem jam totum,” &c. 

Of the King collecting his navy, he says : — 

“ It seems, as every ship their sovereign knows, 

TTir awful summons they so soon obey : 

So hear the scaly herds when Proteus blows, 

And so to pasture follow through the sea.” 
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It would not be bard to believe that Bryden bad written tbe two first lines seriously, and 
tbat some wag bad added tbe two latter in burlesque. Wbo would expect tbe lines that 
immediately follow, wbicb are indeed perhaps indecently hyperbolical, but certainly in a , 
mode totally different ? i 

“ To see this fleet upon the ocean move, I 

Angels drew wide the curtains of the skies ; ' 

And Heaven, as if there wanted lights above, 

For tapers made two glaring comets rise.” ' 

I 

The description of tbe attempt at Bergen will afford a very complete specimen of the 
descriptions in this poem : — 

“ And now approach’d their fleet from India, fraught 
With all the riches of the rising sun : 

And precious sand from Southern climates brought, 

The fatal regions where the war begun. 

" Like hnntad castors, conscious of their store, 

Their way-laid wealth to Norway’s coast they bring 
Then first the North’s cold bosom spices bore, 

And winter brooded on the Fastem spiing. 

" By the rich scent we found our perfumed prey, 

Which, flank’d with rocks, did close in covert lie ; 

And round about their murdering cannon lay, 

At once to threaten and invite the eye. 

" Fiercer than cannon, and than rocks more hard, 

The English undertake th’ unequal war ; 

Seven ships alone, by which the port is barr’d, 

Besiege the Indies, and all Denmark dare. 

These fight like husbands, hut like lovers those ; 

These fain would keep, and those more faiu enjoy : 

And to such height their frantic passion grows, 

That what both love both hazard to destroy ; 

“ Amidst whole heaps of spices lights a ball, 

And now their odoims aim’d against tliem fly; 

Some preciously by shatter’d porcelain fall, 

And some by aromatic splinters die : 

” And though, by tempests of the prize bereft, 

In heaven’s inclemency some ease wo find ; 

Our foes we vanquish’d by our valour left, 

And only yielded to the seas and wind.” 

In this maimer is tbe sublime too often mingled with tbe ridiculous. The Dutch aoc‘lc a 
shelter for a wealthy fleet : this surely needed no illustration ; yet they must fly, n<;t like 
all tbe rest of mankind on tbe same occasion, but ^^like bunted castors and they niigdit 
with strict propriety be bunted, for we winded them by our noses— their peifumes betrayed 
them. Tbe hushand and the lover^ though of more dignity than the castor, arc images loo 
domestic to mingle properly with tbe horrors of war. Tbe two quatrains tbat follow are 
worthy of tbe author. 

Tbe account of tbe different sensations with which the two fleets retired, when the night 
parted them, ia one of tbe fairest flowers of English poetry ; — 

" The night comes on, we eager to pursue 

The comhat still, and they ashamed to leave ; 

Till the last streaks of dying day withdrew, 

And douhtful moonlight did our rage docoivo, 

“ In th’ English fleet each ship resounds with joy, 

And loud applaui>e of their groat leader’s fame ; 

In fiery dreams the Dutch they still destroy, 

And, slumbering, smile at the imagined flame. 

^ Not so the Holland fleet, who, tired and done, 

Stretch'd on their decks, like weary oxen lie ; 

Faint sweats all down their mighty members nm ; 

Vast bulks, which little souls but ill supply. 
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“ In dreams they fearfixl precipices tread, 

Or, shipxneck’d, labour to some distant shore; 

Or, in dark churclxes, -walk among the dead; 

They wake with horror, and dare sleep no more*” 

It is a general rule in poetry, that all appropriated terms of art should he sunk in 
general expressions, because poetry is to speak an universal language. This rule is still 
stronger with regard to arts not liberal, or confined to few, and therefore far removed firom 
common knowledge ; and of this kind, certainly, is technical navigation. Yet Dryden was ot 
opinion, that a searfight ought to he described in the nautical language ; “ and certainly, ” 
says he, “as those, who in a logical disputation keep to general tenns, would hide a fallacy, 
so those who do it in poetical description would veil their ignorance.” 

Let us then appeal to experience ; for by experience at last we leam as well what will 
please as what will profit. In the battle his terms seem to have been blown away ; but he 
deals them liberally in the dock : — 

“ So here some pick out bullets from the side, 

Some drive old oc^um through each scam and nft : 

Their left hand does the calLmg-iron guide, 

The rattling mallet with the right they lift 

“ With boiling pitch another near at hand, 

From friendly Sweden biought, the scams biStops; 

Which, well laid o’er, the salt-sea waves withstind, 

And shake them from the rising beak in drops. 

“ Some the gnIPd ropes with dawby marling bind, 

Or ceie-clutli masts with strong tarpawhag coats ; 

To try new shiouJs one mounts into the wind, 

And one below their ease or stifEuesa notes." 

I suppose there is not one term which every reader does not wish away. 

His digression to the original and progress of navigation, with his prospect of the 
advancement which it shall receive from the Koyal Society, then newly instituted, may be 
considered as aH example seldom equalled of seasonable excursion and artful return. 

One line, however, leaves me discontented; he says, that, by the help of the philo- 
sophers, 

“ Instructed ships shall sail to quick commerce, 

By which remotest regions are allied.” — 

Which he is constrained to explain in a note “by a more exact measure of longitude.” It 
had better become Dryden’s learning and genius to have laboured science into poetry, and 
have shown, by explaining longitude, that verse did not refuse the ideas of philosophy. j 

His description of the Fire is painted by resolute meditation, ont of a mind better formed j 
to reason than to feel. The conflagration of a city, with all its tumults of concomitant 
distress, is one of the most dreadful spectacles which this world can offer to human eyes ; j 
yet it seems to raise little emotion in the breast of the poet ; he watches the flame coolly 
from street to street, with now a reflection, and now a simile, till at last he meets the King, 
for whom he makes a speech, rather tedious in a time so busy ; and then follows again the 
progress of the fire, j 

There are, however, in this part some passages that deserve attention ; as in the | 

bemnninff 

® ° « The diligence of trades and noiseful gain, ; 

And luxury, moie late, asleep were laid : ' 

All was the night’s ; and m her silent reign 
No sound the rest of nature did invade. 

In this deep quiet” 

The expression “ All was the night’s ” is taken from Seneca, who remarks on Tiigil^s line, * | 

“ Omnia noctis erant, placida composta quiete,” j 

that he might have concluded better, j 

“ Omnia noctis erant. 
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Tlie following quatrain is vigorous and animated : — 

“ The ghosts of traitors from the bridge descend, 

With hold fanatick spectres to rpjoice; 

About the fire into a dance they hcnd, 

And sing their sabbath notes with feeble voice.” 

j His pred ction of the improvements which shall be made in the new city is elegant and 
I poetical, and with an event which poets cannot always boast has been happily verified. The 
I poem concludes with a simile that might have better been omitted. 

Dryden, when he wrote this poem, seems not yet fully to have formed his versification, 

1 or settled his system of propriety. 

Prom this time he addicted himself almost wholly to the stage, “ to which,” says he, my 
genius never much inclined me,” merely as the most profitable market for poetry. By 
writing tragedies in rhyme, he continued to improve his diction and liis numbers. According 
to the opinion of Hai’te, who had studied his works with great attention, he settled his 
principles of versification in 1676, when he produced the play of A%re%g Zebe ; and accord- 
ing to his own account of the short time in which he wrote Tyrannic Love^ and the State of 
Innoceme^ he soon obtained the full effect of diligence, and added facility to exactness. 

Ehyme has been so long banished from the theatre, that we know not its effects upon tlie 
passions of an audience ; but it has this convenience, that sentences stand more independent 
on each othei', and striking passages are therefore ejisily selected and retained. Thus the , 
desei'iption of Night in the Indian Empeiror^ and the rise and fall of empire in the j 

of Granada^ are more frequently repeated than any lines in All for Love, or Don Sebastian. 

To seai’ch his plays for vigorous sallies and sententious elegances, or to fix the dates of 
any little pieces which he wrote by chance or by solicitation, wore labour too tedious and 
minute. 

His dramatic labours did not so wholly absorb his thoughts, but that he promulgated the 
laws of translation in a preface to the English EJpistles of Ovid ; one of which ho translated 
himself, and another in conjunction with the Earl of Mulgrave. 

Absalom and AchitopJiel is a work so well known, that particular criticism is superfiuous. 

If it be considered as a poem political and controversial, it will be found to comprise all the 
excellences of which the subject is susceptible ; acrimony of censure, clegjineo of ju’aiHC, 
artfiil delineation of characters, variety and vigour of sentiment, hai)py turns of languago, 
and pleasing hai'mony of numbers ; and all these raised to such a height a,s can scarcely bo 
found in any other English composition. 

It is not, however, without faults ; some lines are inelegant and improj)or, and too 
many are in’eligiously licentious. The original structure of the poem was dt'TiujLivc^ ; 
allegories drawn to great length will always break; Charles could not run continually 
parallel with David. 

The subject had likewise another inconvenience : it admitted liLtlo imagexy or dcHc.i*i|)- 
tion ; and a long poem of mere sentiments easily becomes tedious ; though all the parts arc 
forcible, and every line kindles new rapture, the reader, if not relieved by the iutcr 2 >ositiou 
of something that sooths the fancy, grows weary of admiration, and defers the rosfc. 

As an approach to the historical truth was necessary, the action and catastrophe were 
not in the poet’s power ; there is therefore an unpleasing disproportion betwoon the 
beginning and tho end. We are alarmed by a faction formed of many sects, various iu th(iir 
principles, but agreeing in their purpose of mischief, formidable for their nunil)ors, and 
strong by their supports ; while the King’s friends are few and weak. Tho chiofH on cilh(‘r 
part ai*e set forth to view : but when expectation is at the height, the King makes a 
speech, and — 

“ Henceforth a series of nev times hegan.” 

Who can forbear to think of an enchanted castle, with a wide moat and lofty “battlements, 
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walls of mju'Lle and gates of brass, wbicb vanisLes at once into air, when the destined kni''rbt i 
blows bis bom before it ? 

In tbe second part, written by Tate, there is a long insertion, wbicb, for its poignancy of ' 
satire, exceeds any part of tbe former. Personal resentment, though no laudable motive to ; 
satire, can add great force to general principles. Self-love is a busy prompter. j 

The Iledd, written upon tbe same principles with Absalom and Acldtophel, but upon a 
narrower plan, gives less pleasure, though it discovers equal abilities in tbe writer. Tbe 
superstructure cannot extend beyond tbe foundation ; a single character or incident cannot 
furnish as many ideas, as a series of events, or multipbcity of agents. This poem, therefore, 
since time has left it to itself, is not much read, nor perhaps generally understood ; yet it 
abounds with touches both of humorous and serious satire. The picture of a man whose 
propensions to mischief are such, that his best actions are but inability of wickedness, is very 
skilfully delineated and strongly coloured : — 

“ Power was Ws aim ; but, thrown from that pretence, 

Tbe wretcb turn’d loyal in hib own defence, 

And malice leconciled him to his prince. 

Him, in the anguish of his soul he served : 

Rewarded faster sail than he deserved. 

Behold him now exalted into trust ; 

His couusels oft convenient, seldom just j 
Ev’n in the most sincere advice he gave, 

He had a gradgmg still to be a knave. 

The frauds he learu’d in his fanatiuk years. 

Made him uneasy m his lawful gears, 

At least as little honest as he could, 

And like white witches, nuschicvou*>ly good. 

To this first bias, longiuglv, he leans, 

And rather would be gicat by wicked means.’' 

The Threnodia^ which, by a teim I am afraid ueither authoiised nor amilogical, he calls 
AugustdLis^ is not among his happiest productions. Its fii'st and obvious defect is the 
iiTogularity of its metre, to which the ears of that age, however, wei-e accustomed. TYhat is 
worse, it has neither tenderness nor dignity ; it is neither magnificent nor pathetic. He 
seems to look round him for images which he cannot find, and what he has he distorts by 
endeavouring to enlarge them. “He is,” he says, “petrified with giief;” but the miuble 
sometimes relents, and trickles in a joke. 

“ Tbe sons of art all med’emes tried. 

And every noble remedy applied j 
With emulation each essay’d 
His utmost skill; nay^ moie, tht>y play'd; 

Was never losing game with better conduct play’d.” 

He had been a little inclined to merriment before, upon the prayers of a nation for their 
dying sovereign ; nor was he seiious enough to keep Heathen fables out of his religion : — 

“ With him the innumerable crowd of armed prayers 
Knock’d at the gates of heaven, and knock’d aloud; 

The first wellrmmning j ude petMoners 
All for his life asbail’d the throne, 

All would have hiihed the skies by offering up their own. 

So gieat a thiong not heaven itbolf could bar, 

’Twas almost home by force as in the giants toar. 

The prayers, at least, for his repiieve, were heard ; 

His death, hke Hezekiah’s, was deferr’d.” 

There is throughout the composition a desire of splendour without wealth. In the 
conclusion he seems too much pleased with the prospect of the new reign to have lamented 
his old master with much sincerity. 

He did not miscarry in this attempt for want of skill either in lyric or elegiac poetry. 
His poem on the death of Mrs, KiUegreic is undoubtedly the noblest ode that our language ever 
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has produced. The first part flows with a torrent of enthusiasm. “Fervet immensusque 
ruit.” All the stanzas indeed are not e<iual. An imperial crown cannot be one continued 
diamond ; the gems must be held together by some less valuable matter. 

In his first ode for Cecilia’s day, which is lost in the splendour of the second, there are 
passages which would have dignified any other poet. The first stanza is vigorous and olegaut, 
though the word diapason is too technical, and the rhymes are too remote from one another. 

• From biarmony, firom heavenly liannony, 

Tins univeisal frame tegan; 

When Natuie underneath a heap 
Of jarnng atoms lay, 

And could not heave her head, 

The tuneful voice was heard tiom high, 

‘ Arise, ye more than dead.’ 

Then cold and hot, and moist and dry, 

In order to their stations leap, 

, And Music’s power obey. 

Prom harmony, from heavenly harmony. 

This universal frame began. 

From harmony to harmony 
Through all the compass of the notes it ran. 

The diapason closing full in Man.” 

The concloaon is likewise striking ; but it includes an image so awful in itself, that it can 
owe little to poetry ; and I could wish the anLithesis of jm^ic untuning had found some other 
place. 

“ As from the power of sacred lays 
Tlie spheres began to move. 

And sung the great Creator’s piaise 
To all the bless’d above : 

“ So, when the last and dicadfiil hour 
This crumbhng pageant sliall dovonr, 

The trumpet sliall bo heard on high. 

The dead shall live, the living die. 

And Music shall untune the sky.” 


Of his skill in elegy he has given a specimen in ids Eleomm, of which the following lines 
discover their author ; — 

” Though all these rare endowments of the mind 
Were in a narrow space of life confined, 

The figure was with full perfection crown’d, 

Though not so large an oib, as tnily loimil : 

As when in glory, through the public place. 

The spoils of coiKjuoi’d natnuiH were to })ass, 

And but one day fin* triumph was allow’d, 

The consul was constiain’d his iioinp to ciwd ; 

And bO the swift procession hurried on. 

That all, though not distuiclly, might bo shown ; 

So, in the straiten'd bounds of life confined, 

She gave but glimpses of her glorious nuud; 

And multitudes of virtues pass’d along, 

Each pressing foremost in the mighty throng. 

Ambitious to be scon, and then make room 
For greater raultitudos that wore to come. 

Yet uneniploy’d no minute slipp'd away; 

Moments were preeious in so short a stay. 

Tlie haste of Heaven to have her was so gi eaf^ 

That some were single acts, though each couiplcto ; 

And ovoiy act stood ready to rciioat.” 

This piece, however, is not without its faults : there is so much likeness in the initial 
comparison, that there is no illustration. As a king would be lamented^ Eleonora was 
lamented : — 

“ As, when some groat and gracious monarch dies. 

Soft whispers, first, and mournful murmurs, rise 
Among the sad attendants; tlien tho sound 
Soon gathers voice, and spreads the nows aronnd, 

Through town and country, till tho dreadful blast 
Is blown to distant colonies at last, 
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Who then, perhaps, -were oifering vows in vsun. 

For his long life, and for his happy reign , < 

So slowly, by degices, unwilhng Fame j 

Did matchless Eleonora’s fate proclaim, I 

Till public as the loss the news became.” 

This is little better than to say in praise of a shrub, that it is as green as a tree ; or of a 
brook, that it waters a garden, as a river waters a country. 

Dryden confesses that he did not know the lady whom he celebrates ; the praise being ! 
therefore inevitably general, fixes no impression upon the reader, nor excites any tendency to ! 
love, nor much desire of imitation. Knowledge of the subject is to the poet what durable 
materials are to the architect. 

The Bdigio Laid, which borrows its title from the Beligio Medid of Browne, is almost 
the only work of Dryden which can be considered as a voluntary effusion : in therefore, 
it might be hoped, that the full effulgence of his genius would be found. But unhappily the 
subject is rather argumentative than poetical ; he intended only a specimen of metrical 
disputation : — 

“ And this unpolisb’d rugged verse I chose, 

As fittest for discourse, and nearest prose.” 

This, however, is a composition of great excellence in its kind, in which the ffl-mibflr is 
very properly diversified with the solemn, and the grave with the humorous ; in which metre 
has neither weakened the force, nor clouded the perspicuity of argument ; nor wiU it be easy 
to find another example equally happy of this middle kind of writing, which, though prosaic 
in some parts, rises to high poetry in others, and neither towers to the skies, nor creeps along 
the ground. 

Of the same kind, or not far distant from it, is the Hind and PaMher, the longest of all 
Dryden’s original poems ; an allegory intended to comprise and to decide the controvei’sy 
between the Romanists and Protestants. The scheme of the work is injudicious and incom- 
modious ; for what can he more absurd than that one beast should counsel another to rest 
her faith upon a pope and council 1 He seems well enough skilled in the usual topics of 
argument, endeavours to show the necessity of an infallible judge, and reproaches the Reformers 
with want of unity j but is weak enough to a^, why, since we see without knowing how, we 
may not have an infallible judge without knowing where 1 

The Hind at one time is afraid to drink at the common brook, because she may be 
worried ; hut, walking home with the Panther, talks by the way of the Niceiu Fathers, and 
at last declares herself to be the Catholic Church. 

This absurdity was very properly ridiculed in the Citg House and Country House of 
Montague and Prior; and in the detection and censure of the incongruity of the fiction 
chiefly consists the value of their performance, which, whatever reputation it might obtain 
by the help of temporary passions, seems, to readers almost a century distant, not very 
forcible or animated. 

Pope, whose judgment was perhaps a little bribed by the subject, used to mention this 
poem as the most correct specimen of Dryden’s versification. It was indeed written when he 
had completely formed his manner, and may be supposed to exhibit, negligence excepted, bis 
deliberate and ultimate scheme of metre. 

We may therefore reasonably infer, that he did not approve the perpetual unifoimitj 
which conges the sense to couplets, since he has broken his lines in the initial paragraph. 

“ A milk-white Hind, immortivl and unchanged, 

Fed on the lawns, and m the forest ranged ; 

Without unspotted, innocent within, 

She fear’d no danger, for she knew no sin. 

Yet had she oft; been chased with horns and hounds, 

And Scythian shafts, and many winged wounds 
Aim’d at her heart ; was often forced to fly, 

And doom'd to death, though fated not to die.” 
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These lines are lofty, elegant, and musical, notwithstanding the interruption of tho pause, 
of which the effect is rather increase of pleasure by variety, than offence by ruggedncss. 

To the first part it was his intention, he says, ‘“^to give the majestic turn of heroic poesy 
and perhaps he might have executed his design not unsuccessfully, had not an opportunity of 
satire, which he cannot forbear, fallen sometimes in his way. The character of a Presby- 
terian, whose emblem is the is not veiy heroically majestic : — 

" More haughty thjiu the rest, the wolfish race 
Appear with belly gaunt and famish’d face; 

Never was so deform’d a beast of grace. 

His ragged tail betwixt his legs ho wears, 

Close clapp’d for shame ; but hia rough crest he rears, 

And pricks up his picdestinating eais.” 


His general character of the other sorts of beasts that never go to church, though sprightly 
and keen, has, however, not much of heroic poesy : — 

“ These are the chief ; to number o’er the rest. 

And stand like Adam, naming every beast, 

Were weary work ; nor will tlie Muse describe 
A slimy-born, and sun-begotten tribe, 

Who, far from steeples and thoir sacred sound, 

In fields thoir sullen conventicles found. 

These gross, half-animated lumps I leave; 

Nor can I think what thoughts they can conceive 
But, if they think at all, ’tia sure no higher 
Than matter, put in motion, may aspire ; 

Souls that can scar6e ferment their mass of clay, 

So drossy, so divisible are they, 

As would but serve pure bodies for allay ; 

Such souls as sliaids produce, such beetle things 
As only buzz to heaven with evening wings ; 

Strike in the dark, oifending but by chance : 

Such are the blindfold blows of ignorance. 

They know no being, and but hate a name ; 

To them the Hind and Panther are tho same.” 

One more instance, and that taken from the narrative part, wliore style was more in his 
choice, will show how steadily he kept his resolution of heroic dignity. 

“ For whou the herd, sufficed, did late icpalr 
To ferny heaths and to their forest lair, 

She made a manncily excuse to stay, 

Proffering the Hind to wait her half flic way ; 

That, since tho sky was clear, an hour <if talk 
Might help her to beguile the tedious walk. 

With much gnod-wiU tho motion was embraced, 

To chat awhile on their adventures past; 

Nor had tlic grateful Hind so soon forgot 
Her friend and fellow-sufferer in tho plot. 

Yet, wondoritig how of late sho grow cstrangorl, 

Ilor forehead cloudy and her couutcnanco changed, 

She thought tins hour th’ occasion would presoiit 
To loam her secret cause of discoutoiit, 

Wliich well sho hoped might bo with ease redresH’d, 

Considcnng her a well-bred, civil boast, 

And more a gentlewoman than tho rest. 

After some common talk what rumours ran, 

Tho lady of the spotted muff began.” 

The second and third parts he professes to have reduced to diction more familiar and 
more suitable to dispute and conversation ; the difference is not, however, very cjiHily 
perceived ; the first has familiar, and the two others have sonorous, linos. Tho oritrinal 
incongruity runs through the whole ; the king is now Ccesar^ and now the Zt09t; and the 
name jPan is given to the Supreme Being. 

But when this constitutional absurdity is forgiven, the poem must ho confessed to he 
<witten with great smoothness of metre, a wide extent of Icnowlcdgo, and an abundant 
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multiplicity of images ; tlie controversy is embeUislied with pointed sentencesj diversified 
by illustrations, and enlivened by sallies of invective. Some of the facts to which allusions 
are made are now become obscurej and perhaps there may be many sathical passages 
little understood. 

As it was by its nature a work of defiance, a composition which would naturally be 
examined with the utmost acnmony of criticism, it was probably laboured with uncommon 
attention, and there are, indeed, few negligences in the subordinate pai’ts. The original 
impropriety, and the subsequent unpopularity of the subject, added to the ridiculousness oi 
its first elements, has sunk it into neglect ; but it may be usefully studied, as an example of 
poetical ratiocination, in which the argument suffers little from the metre. I 

In the poem on Birth of the Brince of Wales^ nothing is very remarkable but the [ 
exorbitant adulation, and that insensibility of the precipice on which the king was then | 
standing, which the laureate apparently shared with the rest of the courtiers. A few | 
months cured him of controversy, dismissed him fr-om court, and made him again a play- ; 
wright and translator. I 

Of Juvenal there had been a translation by Stapylton, and another by Holyday ; neither . 
of them is very poetical. Stapylton is more smooth ; and Holyday’s is more esteemed for 
the learning of his notes. A new version was proposed to the poets of that time, and undei*- 
taken by them in conjunction. The main design was conducted by Diyden, whose reputa- 
tion was such that no man was unwilling to sexwe the Muses under him. 

The general character of this translation will be given, when it is said to preserve the 
wit, but to want the dignity, of the original The peculiarity of Juvenal is a mixture of 
gaiety and stateliness, of pointed sentences and declamatory grandeur. His points have not ’ 
been neglected ; but his grandeur none of the band seemed to consider as necessary to be | 
imitated, except Creech^ who undertook the thirteenth satire. It is therefore perhaps possible j 
to give a better representation of that great sathdst, even in those parts which Dryden j 
himself has translated, some passages excepted, which will never be excelled. 

With Juvenal was published Fersius, translated wholly by Diyden. This work, though, 
like all other productions of Dryden, it may have shining parts, seems to have been written 
merely for wages, in an uniform mediocrity, without any eager endeavour after excellence, 
or laborious effort of the mind. 

There wanders an opinion among the readers of poetry, that one of those satires is an 
exercise of the school. Dryden says, that he once translated it at school ; but not that he 
preseived or published the juvenile performance. 

Not long afterwards he undertook perhaps the most arduous work of its kind, a 
translation of Virgil, for which he had shown how weU he was qualified by bis vei'sion of the 
Pollio, and two episodes, one of Nisus and Euryalus, the other of Mezentius and Lausus. 

In the comparison of Homer and Virgil, the discriminative excellence of Homer is eleva- 
tion and compi’eliension of thought, and that of Virgil is grace and splendour of diction. 
The beauties of Homer are therefore difficult to be lost, aud those of Virgil difficult to be 
retained. The massy trunk of sentiment is safe by its solidity, but the blossoms of elocution 
easily drop away. The author, having the choice of his own images, selects those which he 
can best adorn ; the translator must, at all hazards, follow his original, and express thoughts 
which perhaps he would not have chosen. When to this primary difficulty is added the 
inconvenience of a language so much inferior in harmony to the Latin, it cannot be expected 
that they who read the Georgies and the JEneid should be much delighted with any version. 

All these obstacles Dryden saw, and all these he determined to encounter. The expecta- 
tion of his work was undoubtedly great ; the nation considered its honour as interested in 
the event. One gave Tilm the different editions of his author, jinother helped him in the 
subordinate parts. The arguments of the several books were given him by Addison. 

The hopes of the public were not disappointed. He produced, says Pop^ “ the most 
noble and spirited translation that I know in any language.” It certainly excelled wliatever 


had appeared in English, and appears to have satisfied his friends, and, for the most part, 
to have silenced his enemies. Milbourne, indeed, a clergyman, attacked it ; but his outrages 
seem to be the ebullitions of a mind agitated by stronger resentment than bad poetiy can 
excite, and previously resolved not to be pleased. 

His criticism extends only to the Preface, Pastorals, and Georgies ; and, as he professes 
to give his antagonist an oppoitunity of reprisal, he has added his own version of the first 
and fourth Pastorals, and the first Georgic. The world has forgotten his book ; but, since 
his attempt has given Tiim a place in literary history, I will preserve a specimen of his 
criticism, by inserting his remarks on the invocation before the first Georgic, and of his 
poetry, by annexing his own version : 

Ver. 1 . " What makes a plenteous harvest, when to turn 
The fruittul soil, and when to sow the corn. 

It’s uTdudey, they say, to stumble at the threshold; hut what has a plenteous harvest to do 
here? Virgil would not pretend to prescribe rules for that which depends not on the 
husbandman^ care, but the disposition of Heaven altogether. Indeed, the plenteous crop 
spends somewhat on the good method of tillage ; and where the land^s ill manur’d, the corn, 
without a miracle, can he but indifferent; but the harvest may be good, which is its properest 
epithet, tho’ the husbandm/in's shill were never so indifferent. The next sentence is too 
literal, and when to plough had been YirgiVs meaning, and intelligible to every body ; and 
when to sow the corn, is a needless addition^* 

Ver. 3. The care of sheep, of oxen, and of kine, 

And when to geld the lambs, and sheer tho swine. 

would as well have fallen under the cura hum, qui cultus habendo sit pecori, as Mr. D.’s 
deduction of particulars.” 

Ver. 5. “ The birth and genius of the fragal bee 
I sing, Maecenas, and I sing to tiiee. 

But where did experientia ever signify biHh and genius ? or what ground was there for 
such a figure in this place ? How much more manly is Mr. Ogylby’s version ? — 

' What makes rich grounds, in what celestial signs 
’Tis good to plough, and marry elms with vines : 

What best fits cattle, what with sheep agrees, 

And several arts improving frugal bees ; 

I sing, Maecenas.’ 

Which four lines, tho’ faulty enough, are yet much more to the purpose than Mr. D.’s six.” 
Ver. 22. “ From fields and mountains to my song repair. 

Por patrivm linquens nemus, saltusque Lycod — Y ery well explained ! ” 

Ver. 23, 24. “ Inventor Pallas, of the fattening oil, 

Thou founder of the plough, and ploughman’s toil! 

Written as if these had been Pallas^s invention. The ploughman^ s toil ’5 impertinent.” 

Ver. 26. “ The shroud-like cypress I 

Why shrouddihe? Is a cypress, pulled up by the roots, which the sculpture in the last \ 
Eclogue fills Silvanus^s hand with, so very like a shroud? Or did not Mr. D. think of that I 
kind of cypress us’d often for scarves and hatbands at funerals formerly, or for widows" vails, ^ 
If so, ’twas a deep, good thought"" 
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Ver. 26. “ That wear 

The royal honours, and increase the year. 

What’s meant by increasing the year ? Did the gods or goddesses add more months, or days^ 
or 'liQim to it ? Or how can arva tueri signify, to wear rural honours ? Is this to translate, 
or abuse an author ? The next couplet is borrowed from Ogylby, I suppose, because less to the 
purpose than ordinary.” 

Ver. 33. “ The patron of the world, and Rome’s peculiar guard. 

Idle, and none of Yirgil’s, no more than the sense of the precedent couplet; so again, he 
interpolates Virgil with that and the round drdeof the year to guide poioerfid of Uessings, 
which thou strew^st around; a ridiculous Latinism, and an impertinent addition; indeed the 
whole period is but one piece of absurdity and nonsense, as those who lay it with the original 
must find.” 

Ver. 42, 43. “ And Neptune shall resign the fasces of the sea. 

Was he consul or dictator there 1 ” 

“ Aud watery virgins for thy hed shall strive 

Both absurd interpolations^'" 

Ver. 47, 48. " 'Where in the void of heaven a place is free 
Ah "happy D n, were that place for thee! 

But where is that void ? Oi", what does our trandator mean by it ? He knows what O'Tid 
says God did to prevent such a void in heaven; perhaps this was then forgotten: but 
Yirgil talks more sensibly.” 

Ver. 49. “ The scorpion ready to receive thy laws. 

No, lie would not then have gotten out of his way so fast.” 

Ver. 56. “ Though Proserpine affects her silent seat 

WTiat made her then so angry with Asccdaphus, for preventing her return ? She was now 
mused to Patience under the determinations of Fate, rather than/oTwf of her residence^ 

Ver. 61, 62, 63. “ Pity the poetf s and the plonghman’s cares, 

Interest thy greatness in our mean affairs. 

And use thyself betimes to hear our prayers. 

Which is such a wretched perversion of Yirgil’s noble thought as Yicars would have blushed 
at ; but kir. Ogylby makes us some amends by his better lines : — 

0 wheresoe’er thou art, from thence incline, 

And grant assistance to my bold design ! 

' Pity, with me, poor husbandmen’s affairs. 

And now, as if translated, hear our prayers.’ 

This is sense, and to the purpose; the other, poor mistaken stuff 

Such were the strictures of Milboume, who found few abettors, and of whom it may be 
reasonably imagined, that many who favoured his design were ashamed of Lis insolence. 

When admiration had subsided, the translation was more coolly examined, and found, 
like ail others, to be sometimes erroneous, and sometimes licentious. Those who could 
find faults, thought they could avoid them ; and Dr. Brady attempted in blank verse a 
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had appeared m English, and appeal's to have satisfied his friends, and, for tht‘ most part, 
to have silenced his enemies. Milboiirnc, indeed, a clergyman, attacked it ; l)ut Ium outrages 
seem to be the ebullitions of a mind agitated by stronger resentment than bad potitry can 
excite, and previously resolved nut to bo pleased. 

llis criticism extends only to the Preface, Pastorals, and Georgies ; and, as ho ])^of^'^;s^‘s 
to give his antagonist an opportunity of reprisal, he Inus ad<led his own version of the first 
and fourth Pastorals, and the first Georgic. The world lias forgotten his book ; but, since 
his attempt has given him a place in literary histoi'y, I will preserve a specimtni of iiis 
criticism, by inserting his remarks on the invocation before the first C^eorgu^, and of his 
poetry, by annexing his own vei-sion : 

Vor. 1 . “ 'Wlmt inalcos a phniteous harvest, when to turn 
The fruitful soil, and ■when to sow the corn. 

It’s uriluchy, they say, to stumlle at the threshold; hut wliat has a harvest to do 

here? Yirgil would not pretend to prescribe rules for that which depends not on the 
huslaudwmUs care, but the disposition of Heaven altogether. Indeed, the plenteous crop 
«' 't lends somewhat on the yood method of tillage ; and where the lund^s ill manur’d, the corn^ 
without a miracle, can bo but indifferent; but the harvest may bo good^ wliiijh is its projumt 
epithet, tho’ the hmlandmards skill were never so indffereyit. The next smtmre, is too 
literal^ and when to plough had boon Virgil? s meaning, and intelligible to every body ; and 
when to sow the corn^ is a needless addition?^ 

Vor. 3. Tho caro of shcop, of oxon, and of Tdnc, 

And wlioii to gold tUo huubH. and slioor tho swino. 

would as well have fallen under the cura loum^gui cdtus hahendo as M r. T).’h 

deduction of particulars,” 

Vor. 5. “ Tho hlrth and gonitis of tho frugal boo 
I hing, Msuconas, and 1 sing tu theo. 

Bui whore did erperientia ever signify lirth and genius ? or what ground was there for 
such a figure in this place ? How much more manly is Mr. Ogylliy’s version ?— 

‘ What malcos rich grounds, in what celestial signs 
’Tih good to plough, and mairy elms with vines : 

What host fits cattle, wliat with shcop agrooH, 

And several arts improving frugal bees ; 

I slug, Mtoccnas.’ 

Which four linos, tho’ faulty enough, are yet much more to the purpose than Mr. H.’s six.” 

Ver. 22. “ From fields and mountains to my song repair. 

For patTvwm linqu>ens rvemus^ saltusque Lycoei — "V cry well explained 1 ” 

Ver. 28, 24. “ Inventor Pallas, of the fattening oil, 

Thou touudor of tho plough, and ploughman's toill 

Written as if these had been Pallas^s invention. The ploughrmrCs toil ’a impertinent.’* 

Vor. 25. ** Tho shroud-like cypress 

Why shroudrlike ? Is a cypress, pulled up by the roots, whicli the sculpture in the last 
Eclogue fdls ?dilvanuis hand with, so very like a shroud? Or did not Mr. D. tliink of tliat 
kii)d of cypress us’d often for scarves and hatbands at funerals formerly, or for widows vails, &c. ? 
if so, ’twas a deep, good thought?' 
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The royal honours, and muruaso tho year. 

What’s lucaiiL hy incrcadng the year ? Did gods or goddesses add more months^ or davs^ 
or 'honrs to it ? Or how can arm tucri signify, to wear rural honours ? Is this to translate, 
or abim an author ? The next couplet is bonwed from Ogylby, I suppose, because less to the 
2 >urj^me than ordiiuu’y.” 

Ver. 83. “ The patron of the world, and Homo's peculiar guard. 

Me, and none of yirgil’s, no more than the sense of tho precedent couplet; so again, he 
witerpolates Virgil with that and the round circle of the year to guide poioerful of blessings, 
which thou streio^st around; a Latinism, Bisxd. oxi impertinent addition ; indeed the 

whole period is but one piece of absurdity and Twnsense, as those who lay it with the original 
must find.” 

Vor. 42, 43. “ And Neptnno shall rosign the fasces of the sea. 

Was he consul or dictator there ? ” 

“ And watery virgins for thy hed shall strive 

Both alDSurd interpolations.^' 

Vcr, 47, 48. Where in tho void of heaven a place is free 

Ah ha^tj^if D— ~n; were that place /or thee / 

But where is that void ? Or, what docs our translator mean hy it 1 He knows what Ovid 
says Ood did to prevent such a void in heaven ; perhaps this was then forgotten : but 
Virgil talks more sousibly ” 

Vor. 49 ‘‘ The scoriiion roady to roceivo thy laws. 

No, ho would not then have gotten out of his way so fast.” 

Vor. 56. “ Though Proserpine affects her silent seat 

What made her then so angry with A scalaphus, for preventing her return ? She was now 
mused to Patience under the determinations of Fate, rather than fond of her residence'' 

Ver. 61, 62, 63. Pity the poet’s and tho ploughman’s cares, 

Interest thy greatness m our mean affairs, 

And use thyself hetimos to hear our prayers. 

Which is such a wretched perversion of Virgil’s noble thought as Vicars would have blushed 
at ; but Mr, Ogylby makes us some amends by his better lines : — 

0 wheresoe’er thou art, from thence incline, 

And grant assistance to my bold design! 

Pity, with mo, poor husbandmen’s affairs, 

And now, as if translated, hear our prajors.’ 

Tins is sense, and to the purpose; tho other, poor mistaken stuff P 

Such were the strictures of Milboumo, who found few abettors, and of whom it may be 
reasonably imagined, that many who favoured his design were ashamed of his insolence. 

When admiration had subsided, the translation was more coolly examined, and found, 
like Jill others, to he sometimes erroneous, and sometimes licentious. Those who could 
find faults, tliought they could avoid them ; and Dr. Brady attempted in blank veme a 
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translation of tlie -i^lnckl, which, when dragf^cd into the world, did not liv<‘ long (Mioiigh 
to ciy. I have novor soon it ; hut that such a version there is, or luis })oeii, pcnhaiis sonn* old 
caialogno informed me. 

With not much better success, Trapp, when his Tragedy and his rr(’l('(‘fcioiifl hn«l given 
him reputation, attempted another blank version of the iEneid ; to wliich, nol.witlislauding 
the slight regard with which it was treated, he had afterwards pca-scvcraiiee enough to add 
the Eclogues and Georgies. His book may continue in existence (is long as it is th(‘ 
clandestine refuge of sch-oolboys. 

Since the English ear has been accustomed to the moirifluencc of Topic’s numbers, ami 
the diction of poetry has become more si»lcndid, new attempts have been mad(‘ to trajislalo 
Virgil; and all liis works have been attempted by men better (puiUficd to coiihmd with 
Drydon. I will not engage myself in an invidious compiudson, by opi)osing one pa.ssag(‘ i.o 
another ; a work of which there would be no end, and which might be often oliimsive 
without use. 

It is not by comparing line with line that the merit of ginat woiks is to be ('stima,t<Mb 
but by their general effects and ultimate result. It is easy to note a weak lim*, and wril.i^ 
one more vigorous in its place ; to find a lia,ppincss of expression in tlwi original, and 
transplant it by force into the version : but what is given to the parts maybe snbdm'lrd 
from the whole, and the reader maybe weary, though the critic nniy counmMid. IVorks of 
imagination excel by their allui'cmcnt and delight ; by their power of attivu^lhig ajid 
detaining the attention. That book is good in vain, which the reader throws away, lb' 
only is the master, who keeps the mind in pleasing ea 2 )tlvity ; whose pages ar(^ ])enis(‘(l with 
eagerness, and in hope of new pleasure are perused again ; and whoso conclusion is jKir<*niv(‘(l 
with an eye of sorrow, such as the traveller casts upon dtiparting day. 

By his proportion of this predomination I will consent that Drydon should be tim'd : of 
this, which, in opposition to reason, makes Ariosto the darling and the pride of Italy ; of 
this, which, in doliance of criticism, continues Shakqioaro the sovereign ol‘ thi^ drama.. 

His last work was his FaUes^ in which ho gave us the first example of a mrxle of wrii.ing 
which the Italians call rifacimento^ a renovation of ancient writers, hy mo<lernising tlu'ir 
language. Thus the old poem of Boiardo has been newly-dressed by Domoinehi and lierni. 
The works of Giaucer, upon which this kind of rejuvonosccnce Inis been btsstowiMl hy 
3.)ryden, require little criticism. The tale of the Cock seems hardly worth reviva.l ; and th<' 
Htory of Balamon and Arcite^ containing an action unsuitable to tho tinu‘,K in whadi it is 
placed, can hardly be suffered to pass without censure of the hypcrbolica.) cominondation 
which Drydon has given it in tho general Preface, and in a poetical Dedication, a pit'cc 
where his original fondness of remote conceits seems to have revived. 

Of tho three pieces bon'owod from Boccace, may bo defended by l.he C(ih‘brity 

of tho stoxy. Theodore and Honoria^ tliough it contains not much iriora,!, y(jt allbrdcd 
opportunities of sbidking description. And Cijmon was formerly a tale of Kuch reiiiitatioii, 
that at tho revival of letters it was translated into Latin by one of tho BcroahlH. 

Whatever subjects emidoyed his pen he was still improving our measures, and ombcllish- 
ing our language. 

In this volume are interspersed some shoi*t original poems, which, with his prologues, 
of)iloguos, and songs, may be compiised in Congrevo!s remark, that even those, if lie liad 
written nothing else, would have entitled him to the praise of e.xccdlcnce in Ids kind. 

One comixosition must however be distinguished. Tho ode for 8t. Cecilia^ s Dmj^ perhaps 
tho last effort of his poetry, has been always considered as exhibiting the highest lliglit of 
fancy, and the cxactcst nicety of art. This is allowed to stand without a rival. If indeed 
there is any excellence beyond it, in some other of Dryden’s works that excellence must bo 
•found. Compared with the ode on Killigrew, it may be pronounced perhaps superior hi tlio 
wliole, hut without any single part equal to tlio first skmza of the otluir 

It IS said to have cost Drydon a fortnight’s labour ; but it doc'S not want its nogligc'netis ; 
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some of the lines are without correspondent rhymes ; a defect which I never detected but 
after an acquaintance of many years, and which the enthusiasm of the writer might hinder 
him from perceiving. 

His last stanza has less emotion than the former ; but it is not less elegant in the diction. 
The conclusion is vicious ; the music of Timotlieus, wliich raised a mortal to the shies^ had 
only a metaphorical power ; that of Cecilia^ wliich drem an angd down, had a real effect : the 
crown therefore could not reasonably be divided. 

In a general survey of Dryden’s labours, he appears to have a mind very comprehensive 
by nature, and much enriched with acquired knowledge. His compositions are the effects 
of a vigorous genius 'operating upon large materials. 

The power that predominated in bis intellectual operations was rather strong reason than 
quick sensibility. Upon all occasions that were presented, he studied rather than felt, and 
I)roducGd sentiments not such as nature enforces, but meditation supplies. With the simple 
and elemental passions, as they spring separate in the nodnd, he seems not much acquainted ; 
and seldom describes them but as they are complicated by the various relations of society, 
and confused in the tumults and agitations of life. 

What he says of Love may contribute to the explanation of his character : — 

Lovo various minds docs variously inspire: 

It stirs in gentle bosoms gentle fire, 

Like that of incense on the altar laid 
31 ut raging flames tempestuous souls invade; 

A fire which every windy passion blows, 

With pride it mounts, or with revenge it glows.” 

Dryden’s was not one of the g&nUe hosoms / Love, as it subsists in! itself, with no tendency 
but to the person loved, and wishing only for correspondent kindness ; such Love as shuts 
out all other interest, the Love of the Golden Age, was too soft and subtle to put Ihs faculties 
iu motion. Ho hardly conceived it but in its turbulent effei'vescence with some other 
desires ; when it was inflamed by rivalry, or obstructed by difficulties ; when it invigorated 
ambition, or exasperated revenge. 

He is therefore, with all his vaiiety of excellence, not often pathetic ; and had so little 
sensibility of the power of effusions purely natural, that he did not esteem them in others. 
Simplicity gave him no pleasure j and for the first part of his life he looked on Otway with 
contempt, though at last, indeed very late, he confessed that in his play there was Fature, 
which is the chief heawty. 

We do not always know our own motives. I am not certain whether it was not rather 
the difficulty which he found in exhibiting the gemiine operations of the heart, than a servile 
submission to an injudicious audience, that filled his plays with false magnificence. It was 
necessary to fix attention ; and the mind can be captivated only by recollection, or by 
curiosity ; by reviving natural sentiments, or impressing new appearances of things ; 
sentences were readier at Ms call than images ; he could more easily fill the ear with 
splendid novelty, than awaken those ideas that slumber in the heart. 

The favourite exercise of Ms mind was ratiocination ; and, that argument might not be 
too soon at an end, he delighted to talk of liberty and necessity, destiny and contingence ; 
these he discusses in the language of the school with so much profundity, that the terms 
which he uses are not always understood. It is indeed learning, but learning put of place. 

When once he had engaged himself in disputation, thoughts flowed in on either side : he was 
now no longer at a loss ; he had always objections and solutions at command ; “ verbaque pro- 
visam rem” — gave him matter for his verse, and he finds without difficulty vei'se for his letter. 

In Comedy, for wMch he professes himself not naturally qualified, the mirth wMch he 
excites will perhaps not be found so much to arise from any original humour, or peculiarity 
of character nicely distingmshed and diligently pursued, as from incidents and circumstances 
artifices and suiTprises; from jests of action rather than of sentiment. What he had of 
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hrfmorous or passionate, lie seems to have had not from nature, but from other poets ; if not 
always as a plagiary at least as an imitator. 

Next to argument, his delight was in wild and daring sallies of sentiment, in the irregular 
and eccentric violence of wit. He delighted to tread upon the brink of meaning, where 
bght and darkness begin to mingle ; to approach the precipice of absurdity, and hover over 
the abyss of unideal vacancy. This inclination sometimes produced nonsense, which 
he knew; as, 

“ Move swiftly, Snn, and fly a lover’s pace, 

Leave weeks and months behind thee m fhy race. 

Amamel flies 

To guard thee from the demons of the air; 

My flaming sword above them to display, 

All keen, and ground upon the edge of day.” 

And sometimes it issued in absurdities, of which perhaps he was not conscious » 

“ Then we upon our orb’s last verge shall go. 

And see the ocean leaning on the sky; 

From thence our rolling neighbours we shall know, 

And on the lunar world securely pry.” 


These lines have no 
another book, 


meaning ; but may we not say, in imitation of Cowley on 

"*Tls so like Sfijwe ’twill serve the turn as well? ” 


This endeavour after the grand and the new produced many sentiments either great or 
bulky, and many images either just or splendid 

I am as free as Nature first made man, 

Ere the base laws of seivitude began, 

When wild in woods the noble savage ran. ' 

** — ’Tis but because the Living death ne’er knew, 

They fear to prove it as a thing that ’s new : 

Let me th’ experiment before you try, 

I’ll show you first how easy ’tis to die. 

« — There with a forest of their darts he strove, 

And stood like Oapasims defying Jove, 

With his broad sword the boldest beating down/ 

While Fate grew pale lest he should win the town, 

, And turn’d the iron leaves of his dark book 

To make new dooms, or mend what it mistook. 

“ —I beg no pity for this monldering clay ; 

For if you give it burial, there it takes 
Possession of your earth; 

If burnt, and scatter’d in the air, the winds 
That strew my dust diffuse my royalty, 

. And spread me o'er your clime, for where one atom 

Of mine shaU light, know there Sebastian reigns.” 


Of these quotations the two first may he allowed to he great, the two latter only tumid. j 
Of such selection there is no end. I will add only a few more pasbages ; of which the ! 
fii-st, though it may perhaps he quite clear in prose, is not too obscure for poetry, as the 
meaning that it has is noble ; — 


“ No, there is a necessity in Fate, 

Why shll the brave hold man is fortunate ; 

He keeps his object ever full in sight ; 

And that assurance iK'hls him firm and right, 

True, ’tis a naiTow way that leads to bliss, 

But right before there is no precipice ; 

Fear makes men look aside, and so their footing miss.” 


Of the images which the two following citations afford, the first is elegant, the second 
magnificent ; whether either be just, let the reader judge ; — 
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“ What precious drops are these. 

Which silently each othei^s track pursue. 

Bright as young diamonds in their infeut dew? ” 

“ Resign your castle 

— Enter, brave Sir; for, when you speak the word, 

The gates shall open of their own accord ; 

The genius of the place its Lord shall meet, 

And bow its towery forehead at your feet,” 

These bursts of extraTagance Drydea calls the “ Dalilahs ” of the Theatre ; and O'vyns 
that many noisy lines of Maximin and Alrmnsor call out for vengeance upon him ; “but I 
knew,” says he, “that they were bad enough to please, even when I wrote them.” There is 
surely reason to suspect that he pleased himself as well as his audience ; and that these, like 
the harlots of other men, had his love, though not his approbation. 

He had sometimes faults of a less generous and splendid kind. He makes, like almost 
all other poets, very frequent use of mythology, and sometimes connects religion and fable too 
closely without distinction. 

He descends to display his knowledge with pedantic ostentation ; as when, in translating 
Virgil, he says, “tack to the larboard” — ^and “ veer starboard and talks in another work, 
of “ virtue spooning before the wind.” — His vanity now and then betrays his ignorance : — 

“ They Nature’s king through Nature’s optics view’d ; 

Reversed, they view’d him lessen’d to their eyes.” 

He had heard of reversing a telescope, and unluckily reverses the object. 

He is sometimes unexpectedly mean. When he describes the Supreme Being as moved 
by prayer to stop the Fire of London, what is his expression ? 

"A hollow crystal pyramid he takes, 

In firmamental waters clipp’d above. 

Of this a broad extinguisher he make^ 

And hoods the flames that to their quarry strove.” 

"When he describes the Last Day, and the decisive tribunal, he intermingles this image : — 

** WTien rattling hones together fly, 

From the four quarters of the sky.” 

It was indeed never in his power to resist the temptation of a jest. In his Elegy on 
Cromwell : — 

No sooner was the Frenchman’s cause embraced, 

Than the UglU Jfonsieur the grewe Don outweigh’ d ; 

His fortune turn'd the scale ” 

He had a vanity, unworthy of his abilities, to show, as may be suspected, the rank of the 
company with whom he lived, by the use of Erench words, which had then crept into 
conversation ; such as fraicJieur for coolness, fougw for turhdence, and a few more, none of 
which the language has incorporated or retained. They continne only where they stood 
first, perpetual warnings to fiiture innovators. 

These are his faults of affectation ; his faults of negligence are beyond redtaL Such is 
the unevenness of his compositions, that ten lines are seldom found together without some- 
thing of which the reader is ashamed. Dryden was no rigid judge of his own pages ; he 
seldom struggled after supreme excellence, but snatched in haste what was within his reach ; 
and when he could content others, was himself contented. He did not keep present to his mind 
an idea of pure perfection ; nor compare his works, such as they were, with what they in%ht 
be made. He knew to whom he should be opposed. He had more music than Waller, more 
vigour than Denham, and more nature than Cowley ; and from his contemporaries he was 
in no danger- Standing therefore in the highest place, he had no care to rise by contending 
with himself ; but, while there was no name above Ms own, was wi l l i ng to enjoy feme on 
the easiest terms. 
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He was no lover of labour. What he thought sufficient, he did not stop to make better ; 
and allowed himself to leave many parts unfinished, in confidence that the good lines would 
overbalance the bad. What he had once written, he dismissed from his thoughts ; and I 
believe there is no example to be found of any correction or improvement made by him after 
publication. The hastiness of his productions might be the effect of necessity ; but his 
subsequent neglect could hardly have any other cause than impatience of study. 

What can be said of his versification will be little more than a dilatation of the praise 
given it by Pope : — 

“ Waller was smootli ; but Dryden taught to join 
The varying verse, the full resounding line, 

The long majestic march, and energy divine.” 

Some improvements had been already made in English numbers ; but the full force of 
our language was not yet felt ; the verse that was smooth was commonly feeble. If Cowley 
had sometimes a finished line, he had it by chance. Dryden knew how to choose the flowing 
and the sonorous words ; to vary the pauses, and adjust the accents ; to diversify the 
cadence, and yet preserve the smoothness of his metre. 

Of Triplets and Alexandrines, though he did not introduce the use, he established it. 
The Triplet has long subsisted among us. Dryden seems not to have traced it higher than 
to Chapman’s Homer ; but it is to be found in Phaer’s Virgil, written in the reign of Maiy ; 
and in Hall’s Satires, published five years before the death of Elizabeth. 

The Alexandrine was, I believe, first used by Spenser, for the sake of closing his stanza 
with a fuller sound. We had a longer measure of fourteen syllables, into which the iEneid 
was translated by Phaer, and other works of the ancients by other writers ; of which 
Chapman’s Hiad was, I believe, the last. 

The two first lines of Phaer’s third AEneid wiU exemplify this measure : — 

“ Wlien Asia’s state was overthrown, and Prirm’s kingdom stout, 

All guiltless, by the power of gods above "was rooted out.” 

As these lines had their break, or ccesu7'a, always at the eighth syllable, it was thought in 
time commodious to divide them ; and quatrains of lines, alternately consisting of eight and 
six syllables, make the most soft and pleasing of our lyric measures ; as, 

“ Relentless Time, destroying power^ 

Which stone and brass obey, 

Who giv’st to ev’ry flying hour 
To work some new decay.” 

In the Alexandrine, when its power was once felt, some poems, as Drayton’s Polyollion^ 
were wholly written ; and sometimes the measures of twelve and fourteen syllables were 
interchanged with one another. Cowley was the first that inserted the Alexandrme at 
pleasure among the heroic lines of ten syllables, and from him Dryden professes to 
have adopted it. 

The Triplet and Alexandrme are not universally approved. Swift always censured them, 
and wrote some lines to ridicule them. In examining their propriety, it is to be considered 
that the essence of verse is regularity, and its ornament is variety. To write verse, is to 
dispose syllables and sounds harmonically by some known and settled rule ; a rule however 
lax enough to substitute s im i li tude for identity, to admit change without breach of order, 
and to relieve the ear without disappointing it. Thus a Latin hexameter is formed from 
dactyls and spondees differently combined ; the English heroic admits of acute or grave 
syllables variously disposed. The Latin never deviates into seven feet, or exceeds the 
number of seventeen syllables : bxit the English Alexandrine breaks the lawful bounds, and 
surprises the reader with two syllables more than he expected. 

The effect of the Triplet is the same ; the ear has been accustomed to expect a new 
rhyme in every couplet ; but is on a sudden surprised with three rhymes together, to which 
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tlie reader could not accommodate his voice, did he not obtain notice of the change from the 
braces of the margins. Surely there is something unskilful in the necessity of such 
mechanical direction. 

Considering the metrical art simply as a science, and consequently excluding all casualty 
we must allow that Triplets and Alexandrines, inserted by caprice, are interruptions of that 
constancy to which science aspires. And though the variety which they produce may very 
justly be desired, yet, to make poetry exact, there ought to be some stated mode of 
admitting them. 

But till some such regulation can be formed, I wish them stiU to be retained in their 
present state. They are sometimes convenient to the poet. Benton was of opinion, that 
Dryden was too liberal, and Pope too sparing, in their use. 

The rhymes of Dryden are commonly just, and he valued himself for his readiness in 
finding them ; but he is sometimes open to objection. 

It is the common practice of our poets to end the second line with a weak or grave 
syllable : — 

“ Together o’er the Alps methinks we flj, 

Fill’d with ideas of Mr Italy.” 

Dryden sometimes puts the weak rhyme in the first : — 

" Laugh all the powers that favour tyranny, 

And aU the standing army of the sky.” 

Sometimes he concludes a period or paragraph with the first line of a couplet, which 
though the French seem to do it without irregularity, always displeases in English poetry. 

The Alexandrine, though much his favourite, is not always very diligently fabricated by 
him. It invariably requii-es a break at the sixth syllable ; a rule which the modem French 
poets never violate, but which Diyden sometimes neglected : — 

“ And with paternal thunder vindicates his throne.” 

Of Dryden’s works it was said by Pope, that he “ could select from them better specimens 
of every mode of poetry than any other English writer could supply.” Perhaps no nation 
ever produced a writer that enriched his language with such a variety of models. To him 
we owe the improvement, perhaps the completion of our metre, the refinement of our 
language, and much of the correctness of our sentiments. By him we were taught “ sapere 
et fan,” to think naturally and express forcibly. Though Davies has reasoned in rhyme 
before him, it may be perhaps maintained that he was the first who joined jirgument with 
poetry. He showed us the true bounds ot a translator’s liberty. What was said of Rome, 
adorned by Augustus, may be applied by an easy metaphor to English poetry embellished 
by Dryden, “lateiitiam invenit, mannoream reliquit.” He found it brick, and he left 
it marble. 

The invocation before the Georgies is here inserted from Mr Milboume’s version, that 
according to his own proposal,* his verses may be compared with those which he censures. 

What makes the lidiest beneath what signs 
To ploughjexA when to match yonr elms and vines; 

What care with and what with Tierds agrees, 

And alL the management of frugal 
I sing, Maecenas ! Ye immensely clear, 

Vast orbs of light, which guide the rolling year: 

Bacchus, and mother <7#*res, if by yon 
We fatt’ning com for hungry mast pursue, 
taught by yn, n p Hud the cluster press’d, 

And thin cold ft/ earns with sprigMlg juice refresh’d; 


• It is laughable enough to read John Dnnton’s appreciation of Milbonme’s poetical talents : “ Most other perfeetiona 
are so far from matching his, they deserve not to he menlion’d. His trandatwns are fin^ and true; his preaching 
sublime, and rational ; and he ’s a first-raU poet I Dunton’s Life and Errors, &c., p. 462. T. 
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Ye favms, the present nwnem of the field, 

Wood nymphs and/ai^ns, your kind assistance yield ; 

Your gifts I sing : and thou, at whose fear’d stroke 
Prom rending earth the fiery cowraer broke, 

G-reat Neptime, 0 assist my artful song ! 

^nd thou to whom the woods and groves belong, 

Whose snowy heifers on her flow’ry plains 
In mighty herds the Ooean laU msintains! 

Tan, happy shepherd, if thy cares divine. 

E’er to improve thy ifanafus incline, 

Leave thy Lyocaan -mod and native grove, 

And with thy lucky smiles onr work approve; 

Be Pallas too, sweet oil’s inventor, kind; 

And he who first the crooked design’d, 

Sylmnua, god of all the woods, appear, 

Whose hands a new-drawn tender cypress hear I 
Ye gods and goddesses, who e’er with love 
Would guard onr pastures and our fields improve. 

Ye, who new plants fiom unknown lands supply. 

And with condensing clouds obscure the sky, 

And drop them softly thence In fruitful showers ; 

Assist my enterpnse ye gentle powers ! 

And thou, great Osesarl though we know not yet 
Among what gods thou ’It fix thy lofty seat ; 

Whether thou ’It he the kind tutelar god 

Of thy own J^ome, or with thy awfiil nod 

Guide the vast world, while thy great band shall hear 

The fruits and seasons of the turning year, 

AndT thy bright brows thy mother^s myrtles wear; 

Whether thon ’It all the boundless ocean sway. 

And seamen only to thyself shall pray; 

ThvXe, the fairest island, kneel to thee, 

And, that thou may^st her son by marriage he, 

Tethys will for the happy purchase yield 
To make a dowry of her wat’ry field : 

Whether thou ’It add to Heaven a tynghter sign. 

And o’er the summer mmths serenely shine ; 

Where between Cancer and ErigcnSf 
There yet remains a spacious room for thee ; 

Where the hot Seor^on, too, his aim dechnes, 

And more to thee than half his arch resigns; 

Whate’er thon ’It be ; for sure the realms below 
No just pretence to tiiy command can show : 

No such ambition sways thy vast desires. 

Though Greece her own Myavan FuMs admires. 

And now, at last, contented Proserpine 
Can all her mother’s earnest prayers decline. 

Whate’er thou 'It be, O guide our gentle course ; 

And with thy smiles onr hold attempts enforce ; 

With me th’ unknowing rustic^ wants relieve, 

And, though on earth, our sacred vows receive I ” 

Mb. Drtden, haviog received from Rymer Ms Eem/irh on the Tragedies of the last Age^ 
wrote observations on tbe blank leaves; wMcb, having been in the possession of Mr. Garrick^ 
are by his favour communicated to the public, that no particle of Dryden may be lost. 

“That we may less wonder why pity and terror are not now the only springs on which 
our tragedies move, and that Shakspeare may be more excused, Rapin confesses that the 
French tragedies now all run on the tend/re; and gives the reason, because love is the passion 
wMch most predominates in our souls, and that therefore the passions represented become 
insipid, nnless they are conformable to the thoughts of the audience. But it is to be 
concluded, that this passion works not now amongst the French so strongly as the other two 
did amongst the ancients. Amongst us, who have a stronger genius* for writing, the 
operations from the writing are much stronger ; for the raising of Shakspeare’s passions is 
more from the excellency of the words and thoughts, than the justness of the occasion ; and, 
if he has been able to pick single occasions, he has never founded the whole reasonably : yet, 
by the genius of poetry in writing, he.has succeeded. 

“Rapin attributes more to the dictio, that is, to the words and discourse of a tragedy, than 
Aristotle has done, who places them in the last rank of beauties ; perhaps only last in order*, 
because they are the last product of the design, of the disposition or connection of its paa*ts 



LIFE OF DETDEH. 

of the characters, of the maimers of those characters, and of the thoughts proceeding from 
those manners. Eapin’s words are remarkable : ’Tis not the admirable intrigue, the 
surprising events, and extraordinary incidents, that make the beauty of a tragedy ; ’tis the 
discourses, when they are natural and passionate ; so are Shakspeare's. 

" The parts of a poem, tragic or heroic, are, 

" 1. The fable itself 

“2. The order or m a n n er of its contrivance, in relation of the parts to the whole. 
g “ 3. The manners, or decency, of the characters, in speaking or acting what is proper for 
them, and proper to be shown by the poet. 

“4. The thoughts which express the maimers 

“ 5. The words which express those thoughts. 

“In the last of these Homer excels Virgil ; Virgil all the other ancient poets ; and 
Shakspeare all modem poets. 

“ For the second of these, the order : the meaning is, that a fable ought to have a 
beginning, noiddle, and an end, all just and natural ; so that that part, c. which is in the 
middle, could not naturally be the beginning or end, and so of the rest : ^ depend on one 
another, like the links of a curious chain. If terror and pity are only to be raised, certainly 
this author follows Aristotle’s rules, and Sophocles’ and Euripides’ example ; but joy may 
be raised too, and that doubly, either by seeing a wicked man punished, or a good man at 
last fortunate ; or perhaps indignation, to see wickedness prosperous and goodness depressed ; 
both these may be profitable to the end of a tragedy, reformation of manners ; but the last 
improperly, only as it begets pity in the audience ; though Aristotle, I confess, places 
tragedies of this kind in the second form. 

“He who undertakes to answer this excellent critique of Mr. Eymer, in behalf of our 
English poets against the Greek, ought to do it in this manner : either by yielding to Mm 
the greatest part of what he contends for, wMch consists in this, that the e. the design 

and conduct of it, is more conducing in the Greeks to those ends of tragedy, which Aristotle 
and he propose, namely, to cause terror and piiy ; yet the granting this does not set the 
Greeks above the English poets. 

“ But the answerer ought to prove two things : first, that the feble is not the greatest 
master-piece of a tragedy, though it be the foundation of it. 

“ Secondly, that other ends as suitable to the nature of tragedy may be foimd in the 
English, wMch were not in the Greek. 

“ Aristotle places the fable first ; not ^ 2 £oad sed quoad fuTidameTitwm, : for a 

.able never so movingly contrived to those ends of his, pity and terror, will operate nothing 
on our affections, except the characters, manners, thoughts, and words, are suitable. 

“ So that it remains for Mr. Eymer to prove, that in aU those, or the greatest part of them, 
we are inferior to Sophocles and Euripides ; and this he has offered at, in some measure ; 
but, I think, a little partially to the ancients. 

“ For the fable itselJ^ ’tis in the English more adorned with episodes, and larger than in the 
Greek poets ; consequently more diverting. For, if the action be but one, and tliat plain, 
without any counterturn of design or episode, i. e. underplot, how can it be so pleasing as the 
English^ wMch have both underplot and a turned design, which keeps the audience in expecta- 
tion of the catastrophe ? whereas in the Greek poets we see through the whole design at firsh 

“For the characters, they are neither so many nor so various in Sophocles and Euripides 
as in Shakspeare and Flet(ier ; only they are more adapted to those ends of tragedy wMch 
Aristotle commends to us, pity and terror. 

“The manners flow from the characters, and consequently must partake of their advantages 
and disadvantages. 

“ The thoughts and words, wMeh are the fourth and fifth beauties of tragedy, are certainly 
more noble and more poetical in the English than in the Greek, wMch must be proved by 
comparing them somewhat more equitably than Mr. Bymer has done. 
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After all, we need not yield that the English way is less conducing to move pity and 
terror, because they often show virtue oppressed and vice punished ; where they do not both, 
or either, they are not to be defended. 

"And if we should grant that the Greeks performed this better, perhaps it may admit of 
dispute, whether pity and terror are either the prime, or at least the only ends of tragedy. 

" ’Tis not enough that Aristotle had said so ; for Aristotle drew his models of tragedy 
from Sophocles and Euripides ; and if he had seen ours, might have changed his mind. And 
chiefly we have to say, (what I hinted on pity and terror, in the last paragraph save 
one,) that the punishment of vice and reward of virtue are the most adequate ends of 
tragedy, because most conducing to good example of life. Now, pity is not so easily raised 
for a criminal (and the ancient tragedy always represents its chief person such) as it is for an 
innocent man ; and the suffering of innocence and punishment of the offender is of the 
nature of English tragedy : contrarily, in the Greek, innocence is unhappy often, and the 
offender escapes. Then we are not touched with the sufferings of any sort of men so much 
as of lovers ; and this was almost unknown to the ancients : so that they neither 
administered poetical justice, of which Mr. Rymer boasts, so well as we ; neither ]mew they 
the best common-place of pity, which is love. 

" He therefore unjustly blames us for not buUding on what the ancients left us ; for it seems, 
upon consideration of the premises, that we have wholly finished what they began. 

" My judgment on this piece is this : that it is extremely learned, but that the author 
of it is better read in the Greek than in the English poets ; that all writers ought to study 
this critique, as the best account I have ever seen of the ancients ; that the model of 
tragedy he has here given is excellent and extremely correct ; but that it is not the only 
model of all tragedy, because it is too much circumscribed in plot, characters, &c., and, lastly, 
that we may be taught here justly to admire and imitate the ancients, without giving them 
the preference with this author, in prejudice to our own country. 

"■Want of method in this excellent treatise makes the thoughts of the author sometimes 
obscure. 

“ His meaning, that pity and terror are to be moved, is, that they are to be moved as 
the means conducing to the ends of tragedy, which are pleasure and instruction. 

“ And these two ends may be thus distinguished. The chief end of the poet is to please ; 
for his Immediate reputation depends on it. 

" The great end of the poem is to instruct, which is performed by making pleasure the 
vehicle of that instruction ; for poesy is an art, and all arts are made to profit. Rajpin. 

“ The pity, which the poet is to labour for, is for the criminal, not for those or him whom he 
has murdered, or who have been the occasion of the tragedy. The terror is likewise in the 
punishment of the same criminal ; who, if he be represented too great an offender, will not 
be pitied ; if altogether innocent, his punishment will be unjust. 

" Another obscurity is, where he says, Sophocles perfected tragedy by introducing the 
third actor : that is, he meant three kinds of action : one company singing, or speaking ; 
another playing on the music ; a third dancing. 

" To make a true judgment in this competition betwixt the Greek poets and the English, 
in tragedy : 

" Conrider, first, how Aristotle has defined a tragedy. Secondly, what he assigns the end 
of it to be. Thirdly, what he thinks the beauties of it. Fourthly, the means to attain the 
end proposed. 

" Compare the Greek and English tragic poets justly, and without partiality, according 
to those rules. 

"Then, secondly, consider whether Aristotle has made a just definition of tragedy ; of 
its parts, of its ends, and of its beauties ; and whether he, having not seen any others but 
those of Sophocles, Euripides, &c., had or truly could determine what all the excellencies of 
tragedy are, and wherein they consist. 
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“Next, show in what ancient tragedy was deficient : for example, in the nan’owuess of 
its plots, and fewness of pei-sons ; and try whether that be not a fault in the Greek poets ; 
and whether their excellency was so great, when the variety was visibly so little ; or whether 
what they did was not very easy to do. 

“ Then make a judgment on what the English have added to their beauties : as, for 
example, not only more plot, but also new passions ; as, namely, that of love, scarcely touched 
on by the ancients, except in this one example of Phaedra^ cited by Mr. Eymer ; and in that 
how short they were of Fletcher ! 

“Prove also that love, being an heroic passion, is fit for tragedy, which cannot be 
denied, because of the example alleged of Phaedra ; and how far Shahspeare has outdone 
them in friendship, &c. 

“ To return to the beginning of this enquiry ; consider if pity and terror be enough for 
tragedy to move : and I believe, upon a true definition of tragedy, it will be foxmd that its 
work extends farther, and that it is to reform manners, by a deHghtfiil representation of 
human life in great persons, by way of dialogue. If this be true, then not only pity and 
terror are to be moved, as the only means to bring us to virtue, but generally love to virtue, 
and hatred to vice ; by showing the rewards of one, and punishments of the other ; at least, 
by rendering virtue always amiable, though it be shown unfortunate ; and vice detestable, 
though it be shown triumphant. 

“ If, then, the encouragement of virtue and discouragement of vice be the proper emls of 
poetry in tragedy, pity and terror, though good means, are not the only. For all the 
passions, in their turns, are to be set in a ferment ; as joy, anger, love, fear, are to be used as 
the poet’s common-places ; and a general concernment for the principal actors is to be raised, 
by making them appear such in their characters, their words, and actions, as will interest 
the audience in their fortunes. 

“And if, after all, in a larger sense, pity comprehends this concernment for the good, and 
terror includes detestation for the had, then let us consider w’hether the English have not 
answered this end of tragedy as well as the ancients, or perhaps better, 

“ And here Mr. Eymer’s objections against these plays are to be impartially weighed, that 
we may see whether they are of weight enough to turn the balance against our countrymen. 

“ ’Tis evident those plays, which he arraigns, have moved both those passions in a high 
degree upon the stage. 

“ To give the gloiy of this away from the poet, and to place it upon the actors, seems 
unjust. 

“ One reason is, because whatever actors they have found, the event has been the same ; 
that is, the same passions have been always moved ; which shows that thi-ve is something of 
force and merit in the plays themselves, conducing to the design of raising these two passions : 
and suppose them ever to have been excellently acted, yet action only adds grace, vigour, and 
more life upon the stage ; but cannot give it wholly where it is not first. But, secondly, 
I dare appeal to those who have never seen them acted, if they have not found these two 
passions moved within them ; and if the general voice will carry it, Mr. Eymer’s prejudice 
win take off his single testimony. 

“ This, being matter of fact, is reasonably to be established by this appeal ; as, if one man 
says it is night, when the rest of the world conclude it to be day, there needs no farther 
argument against him, that it is so. 

“ If he urge, that the general taste is depraved, his arguments to prove this can at best 
but evince that our poets took not the best way to raise those passions ; but experience 
proves against him^ that those means which they have used, have been successful, and have 
produced them. 

“ And one reason of that success is, in my opinion, this : that Shakspeare and Fletcher 
have written to the genius of the age and nation in which they lived ; for though nature, as 
he objects, is the same in all places, and reason too the same ; yet the climate, the age, the 
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disposition of the people, to whom a poet writes, may he so different, that wliat pleased the 
Greeks would not satisfy an English audience. 

" And if they proceed upon a foundation of truer reason to please the Athenians, than 
Shakspeare and Fletcher to please the English, it only shows that the Athenians were a 
more judicious people ; but the poet’s business is certainly to please the audience. 

“ Whether our English audience have been pleased hitherto with acorns, as he calls it, or 
with bread, is the next question ; that is, whether the means which Shakspeare and Fletcher 
have used, in their plays, to raise those passions before named, be better applied to the ends 
by the Greek poets than by them. And perhaps we shall not grant him this wholly : let it 
be yielded that a writer is not to run down witli the stream, or to please the people by their 
usual methods, but rather to reform their judgments, it still remains to prove that our 
theatre needs this total reformation. 

‘^The faults, which he has found in their design are rather wittily aggravated in many 
places than reasonably urged ; and as much may be returned on the Greeks by one who were 
as witty as himself. 

‘‘ They destroy not, if they are granted, the foundation of the fabric ; only take away 
from the beauty of the symmetry ; for example, the faults in the character of the king, in 
King and No-king, are not, as he calls them, such as render him detestable, hut only imper- 
fections which accompany human nature, and are for the most part excused by the violence 
of his love ; so that they destroy not our pity or concernment for him : this answer may be 
applied to most of his objections of that kind. 

“ And Hollo committing many murders, when he is answerable hut for one, is too severely 
arraigned by him ; for, it adds to onr horror and detestation of the criminal j and poetic 
justice is not neglected neither ; for we stab him in our minds for every offence which he 
commits ; and the point, which the poet is to gain on the audience, is not so much in the 
death of an offender as the raising an horror of his crimes. 

“ That the criminal should neither be wholly guilty, nor wholly innocent, but so partici- 
pating of both as to move both pity and terror, is certainly a good rule, but not perpetually 
to be observed ; for that were to make all tragedies too much alike ; which objection he 
foresaw, but has not fully answered. 

“ To conclude, therefore ; if the plays of the ancients are more correctly plotted, ours 
are more beautifully written. And, if we can raise passions as high on worse foundations, 
it shows our genius in tragedy is greater ; for in all other parts of it the English have 
manifestly excelled them.” 


The original of the following letter is preserved in the Library at Lambeth,* and was 
kindly imparted to the public by the Rev. Dr. Vyse ; t 

Copy of cm Original Letter from John Dryden, Bag. to his Sons in Italy , from a MS, in the 
Lamleih Library, marleed No. 933, p. 56. 

(Superscribed) « ^ illustrissimo Sig*® 

“ Carlo Diyden Camariere 

“Pranca per Mantoua. “ d’Houore A.S.S. «In Boma. 

“ Leab Sops, " Sept, the 3rd, <wr style. 

“ Being now at Sir William Bowyer’s in the country, I cannot write at large, because I 
find myself somewhat indisposed with a cold, and am thick of hearmg, rather worse than 

* In the same library is a mannscript copy of Dryden’s Mcui-Flemoe, which has been collated for the present edition 
of his poems. T. 

t With.this incomparable production, as Mr. Malone has justly remarked, Johnson’s exquisite parallel of Drydeu and 
Pope, in the life of the latter poet, should be read; in ivlnch “the superionty of ^luus, tlut power which constitutes a 
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IK 

I was in town. I am glad to find, by your letter of July 26 tli, your style, that you 
are both in bealtb; but wonder you should think me so negligent as to forget to 
give you an account of the ship in which your parcel is to come. I have written 
to you two or three letters concerning it, which I have sent by safe hands, as I told 


poet; that quality Trithout which judgment is cold and knowledge is inert; that energy which collects, combines 
amplifies, and animates;” is, “ with some hesitation,” attributed to Dryden. 

“ He professed to have learned his poetry from Dryden, whom, whenever an opportunity was presented, he praised 
through his whole life with unvaried liberality; and perlwps his character may receive some illustration, if he he compared 
with his master. 

'* Integrity of understanding and nicety of discernment were not allotted in a less proportion to Dryden than to Pope. 
The rectitude of Dryden’s mind was sufficiently shown by the dismission of his poetical prejudices, mid the rejection of 
unnatural thoughts and rugged numbers. But Dryden never desired to apply all the judgment that he had- He wrote, 
and professed to write, merely for the people ; and when he pleased others, he contented himself. He spent no time in 
struggles to rouse latent powers ; he never attempted to make that better which was already good, nor often to mend what he 
must have known to be faulty. He wrote, as he tells us, with very little consideration; when occasion or necessity called 
upon him, he poured out what the present moment happened to supply, and, when once it had passed the press, ejected it 
from his mind ; for, when he had no pecuniary interest, he had no fu^er solicitude. 

“ Pope was not content to satisfy ; he desired to excel, and therefore always endeavoured to do his best ; he did not court 
the candour, but dared the judgment of his reader, and, expecting no indulgence from others, he showed none to himself. 
He examined lines and words with minute and pnnctiUous observation, and retouched every part with inde&tigable 
diligence, till he had left nothing to he forgiven. 

“ For this reason he kept his pieces very long in his hands, while he consideredand reconsidered them. The only poems 
which can be supposed to have been written with such regara to the times as might hasten their publication, were the 
satires of ‘ Thirty-eight ; ’ of which Dodsley told me that they were brought to him by the author, that they might be 
fairly copied. ‘ Almost every line,’ he said, ‘ was then written twice over ; I gave him a clean transcript, which he sent 
some time afterwards to me for the press, with almost every line written twice over a second time.’ 

His declaration, that his care for his works ceased at their publication, was not strictly true. His parental attention 
never abandoned them : what he foimd amiss in the first edition, he silently corrected in those that followed. He appears 
to have revised the ‘Iliad,’ and freed it from some of its imperfections; and the ‘Essay on Criticism ’ received many 
improvements after its first appearance. It will seldom be found that he altered without adding clearness, elegance, or 
vigour. Pope had perhaps the judgment of Dryden; hut Dryden certainly wanted the diligence of Pope. 

“ In acquired knowledge, the superiority must be allowed to Dryden, whose education was more scholastic, and who 
before he became an author had been allowed more time for study, with better means of information. His mind has a 
larger range, and he collects his images and illustrations firom a more extensive circumference of science. Dryden knew 
more of man in his general nature, and Pope in his local manners. The notions of Dryden were formed by comprehensive 
speculation, and those of Pope by minute attention. There is more dignity in the knowledge of D^den, and more 
certainty in that of Pope. 

“ Poetry was not the sole praise of either; for both excelled likewise in prose; but Pope did not borrow his prose from 
his predecessor. The style of Dryden is capricious and varied; that of Pope is cautious and uniform. Dryden observes 
the motions of his own mind ; Pope constrains his mind to his own rules of composition. ^ Dryden is sometimes vehement 
and rapid; Pope is always smooth, uniform, and gentle. Dryden’s page is a natural fidd, rising into inequalitie*^ and 
diversified by the varied exuberance of ahundant vegetation; Pope’s is a velvet lawn, diaven by the s<ythe, and levelled 
by the roller. 

“Of genins, that power which constitutes a poet; that qndity without which judgment is cold, and knowledge is 
inert; that energy which collects, combines, amplifies, and animates; the superiority must; with some hesitation, be 
allowed to DrydeiL It is not to be inferred, that of this poetical vigour Pope had only a little, because Dryden had more ; 
for every other writer since Milton must give place to Pope ; and even of Dryden it must be said, that, if he has brighter 
paragraphs, he has not better poems. Drydeu’s performances were always hasty, either excited by some external 
occasion, or extorted by domestic necessity ; he composed without consideration, and published without correction. What 
his mind could supply at call, or gather in one excursion, was all that he sought, and all that he gave. The dilatory 
caution of Pope enabled him to condense his sentiments, to multiply his images, and to accumulate aU that study might 
produce, or chance might supply. If the flights of Dryden, therefore, are higher, Fope continues longer on the wmg. 
If of Dryden’s fire the blaze is brighter, of Pope’s the heat is more regular and constant. Dryden often surpasses 
expectation, and Pope never falls below it Dryden is read with Sreqnent astonishment, and Pope with peipetnal delight 

“ This parallel will, I hope, when it is well considered, be found jnst ; and if the reader should suspect me, as I 
suspect myself of some partial fondness for the memory of Dryden, let him not too hastily condemn me ; for meditation 
and enquiry may, perhaps, show him the reasonableness of my determination.” 

To this fine parallel may be added, from a work of great merit, entitled, the Progress of Satire, the following acute 
estimate of Dryden's satirical powers. 

“ Nearly at the same period (with Boilean) after some momentary gleams, and strong flashes in the horizon, Satire 
arose in England. When I name Dryden, I comprehend every varied excellence of onr poetry. In harmony, strength, 
modulation, rhythm, energy, he first displayed the fall power of the English language. My business with him, at present, 
is only as a Satirist. I will be brief: I speak to the inteltigent. He was the first poet who hronght to perfection what I 
would term, ‘the Allegory of Satire.’ Pahles, indeed, and apologues, and romances, have always been the most ancient 
modes of reproof and censure. It was the peculiar happiness of Dryden, to give an eternal sense and interest to subjects 
which are transitory. He placed his scene on the ground of actoal history. The reader of every age has an interest in 
the delineation of characters and names which have been familiar to him from his earliest years. He is already prepared 
and feels a predilection for the subject. This accommodation of ancient characters to existing persons, has a pecnliar 
force in the age to which it is addressed ; and posterity reads with delight, a poem founded on pristine story, and iSnstiated 
by the records of modem times. Dryden’s power of satire has been generally acknowledged in his Mao-Ilecooe; hut his 
masterpiece is that wonderful and unequalled performance, Absalom and Achitophel. He presents to ns an hercnc subject 
in heroic numbers— a weh-constmcted aUegory, and a forcible appeal to onr best feelings and pasrions. He petots the 
honors of anarchy, sedition, rebellion, and democracy, with the pendl of Dante, or of Michael Angelo; and be aives the 
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you, and doubt not but you have them before this can arrive to you. Being out ol 
town, 1 have forgotten the ship’s name, which your mother will enquire, and put it 
into her letter, which is joined with mine. But the master’s name I remember : he is 
called Mr. Bnlph Thorp ; the ship is bound to Leghorn, consigned to Mr. Peter and 
Mr. Thomas Ball, merchants. I am of your opinion, that by Tonson’s means almost all 
our letters have miscarried for this last year. But, however, he has missed of his 
design in the Dedication, though he had prepared the book for it : for, in every figure ot 
iEneas he has caused him to be drawn like King William, with a hooked nose. After my 
return to town, I intend to alter a play of Sir Robert Howard’s written long since, and 
lately put into my hands ; ’tis called The Conquest of China hy the Tartars, It will cost me 
six weeks study, with the probable benefit of an hundred pounds. In the meantime I am 
writing a song for St. Cecilia’a Feast, who, you know, is the patroness of music. This is 
troublesome, and no way beneficial ; but I could not deny the Stewards of the Feast, who 
came in a body to me to desire that kindness, one of them being Mr, Bridgeman, whose 
parents are your mother’s friends. I hope to send you thii’ty guineas between Michaelmas 
and Christmas, of which I will give you an account when I come to town. I remember the 
council you give me in your letter ; but dissembling, though lawful in some cases, is not my 
talent ; yet, for your sake, I will struggle with the plain openness of my nature, and keep 
in my just resentments against that degenerate order. In the mean time, I flatter not 
myself with any manner of hopes, but do my duty, and suffer for God’s sake ; being assured, 
before hand, never to be rewarded, though the times should alter. Towards the latter end 
of this month, September, Charles will begin to recover his perfect health, according to his 
nativity which, casting it myself, I am sure is true, and all things hitherto have happened 
accordingly to the very time that I predicted them ; I hope at the same time to recover 
more health, according to my age. Remember me to poor Harry, whose prayers I earnestly 
desire. My Yirgil succeeds in the world beyond its desert or my expectation. You know 
the profits might have been more ; but neither my conscience nor my honour would suffer 
me to take them : but I never can repent of my constancy, since I am thoroughly persuaded 
of the justice of the cause for which I suffer. It has pleased God to raise up mafiy friends 
to me amongst my enemies, though they who ought to have been my friends are negligent of 
me. I am called to dinner, and cannot go on with this letter, which I desire you to excuse ; 
and am 

‘‘Your most affectionate father, 

“JOHN DRYDEN.” 


speeches of his heroes, -with the strength, propriety, and correctness of Virgil. It is Satire in its highest form ; hut it is 
Satire addressed to the few. It is not adapted to the general effect of tins species of poetry. In my opinion, Diyden has 
not the style and manner of Horace, or Juvenal, or Persuis, or Boileau. Pope called him ‘ unhappy^ from the looseness 
of the age in which he lived, lie has enthusiasm, majesty, severity, gravity, strength of conception, and boldness of 
imagery. But spnghtliness, gaiety, and easy hadimqe, an occasional playfulness, so necessary to the general effect of 
satirical poetry, were all wanting to him. Perhaps his genius was too sublime. He could uot^ or he would not, descend 
to the miuutise which are often required, the anecdotes, and the passing traits of the time. His satire had an original 
character. It was the strain of ArcMlochus, sounding from the lyre of Alcssus.” T 
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Must noble Hastings immaturely die, 

7he honour of his ancient family, 

^ * There is some fancy in this Poem, hnt many of the 
lines are very had, and the images too gross, both in design 
and expression, to have escaped our author in his riper 
years. However, he was not quite eighteen when he 
wrote it; and, hy reprinting it, the reader may trace the 
process of that genius which afterwards arrived at such 
suhUmity. The nobleman herein lamented, was styled 
Henry Lord Hastings, son to Ferdinand, Earl of Hunting- 
don. He died before his father, in 1649, being then in h^ 
twentieth year. He had, from nature and education, a 
most amiable disposition, a strong judgment, and so 
refined a taste, that, according to Collins’s Peerage, not 
less than ninety-eight elegies were composed on his death. 
Derbigs. 

^ Derrick should have added, that Collins expressly men- 
tions these elegies as printed in ‘^Lachrymee Mvxarwn, the 
Tears of the Muses, expressed in elegies written by divers 
arsons of nobility and worth, upon the death of the most 
opeful Henry, Lord Hastings, eldest [only] son of the 
Bight Honourable Ferdinando, Earl of Huntingdon, heir- 
general of the high-born Prince George, Duke of Clarence, 
brother to King Edward IV.” [Collected and set forth by 
K. B.l But as the LadirynuB Mysarum contains only thirty- 
six megies, it is clear that the figures 98 in Collins are 
eironeous, and a mere error of the press. Maloke. 

On examining the Lachrymee Musamm, it should seem 
that Mr. Collins was led into an error concerning the 
number of elegies on the death of Lord Hastings, by 
glancing his eye on the Table of Contents, in which the 
last elegy has a reference to p. 98; which he hastily sup- 
posed was the number of elegies in the book. 

Ver. 1. Must noble Hastingsl It is a mortifying circum- 
stance to be compelled to begin these notes with a censure 
of the very first piece of our admired poet. But it is im- 
possible not to be hiut by the fiilse, unnatural thoughts, 
by tlie forced and far-sought conceits, by the rugged and 
inharmonious numbers, and the perpetual aim and desire 
to be witty, with which this Elegy so much abounds, that 
we wonder he could ever rise so high after so unpromising 
a beginning. One well-known sentence characterises his 
works : “ Ubi ben^ nemo melius, ubi male nemo pejus.” 
The person he lamented was Henry Lord Hastings, son to 
Ferdinand, Earl of Huntingdon, who died before his father, 
1649. He was ancestor of the last Earl of Huntingdon, to 
whom Dr. Akenside addressed an Ode, of a very different 
cast from the verses before ns, full of true Grecian spirit 
and sentiments, and in a style of peculiar force and energy. 
This nobleman win he long lamented hy aU his friends 
and acquaintance, of whom 1 had the honour to he one, 
for the elegance of his manners, his pleasing afiahility, 
his extensive knowledge of men and things, the variety 
and vigour of Ms wit and conversation, enlivened hy many 
enrions facts and anecdote^ Ms acenrate taste in aU parts of 
polite literature, and his universal candour and benevolence. 

The character of Aspasia, written by Congreve, m the 
Tatler No. 72 is meant for Lady E. Hastu^ She was 


Beauty and learning thus together meet. 

To bring a binding for a wedding sheet 1 
Must virtue prove death’s harbinger? must sh^ 
With him expiring, feel mortality] 

Is death, sm’s wages, grace’s now ] shall art 
Malce us more leamec^ only to depart ] 

If merit he disease ; if virtue dealii ; 

To he good, not to he ; who ’d then bequeath 
Himself to discipline ] who ’d not esteem 
Labour a crime ? study self-murther deem ] 

Our noble youth now have pretence to he 
Dunces securely, ignorant healthfully. 

Bare linguist, whose worth speahs itself whose 
praise ^ 

Though not his own, all tongues besides do raise. 

daughter of Theophilus Hastings, seventh Earl of Hiin- 
tin^on. Her fiither came to the honours and estate of 
that family in 1665. So that three poets, Dryden, Con- 
greve, and Akenside, celebrated the Hastings. Dr. Joseph 
Wabtox. 

Ver. 4. a winding for a wedding sheet f] In this 

as also in verse 93, the poet alludes to the melan- 
choly (dicumstance of Lord Hastings’s death having taken 
place on the day preceding that wMch, previously to his 
illness, had appointed for the celebration of his 

marriage. The lady to whom he was betrothed was the 
daughter of a very celebrated physician, Sir Theodore 
Mayeme, whose skill was in vain exerted to save his in- 
tend^ son-in-law from that malignant disorder, the small- 
pox. “Pridie sponsalium (proh Hymenffielj ftinere luit 
immature^” says his epitaph. See also the following 
verses of Andrew Marvel, in the collection already 
quoted: — 

" The gods themselves cannot their joy conceal, 

But draw their veils, and their pure beams reveal j 
Only they drooping Hymen®us note, 

VTio, for sad purple, tears his saffron coat, 

And trails Ms torches th’row the starry hall, 

Reversed, for his darlings funeraL 
And .^scnlapins, who, ashamed and stem, 

Himself at once condemneth and Mayera; 

Like some sad chymiat, who, prepared to reap 
His golden harvest sees his glasses leap ; 

For how immortal must their race have stood. 

Had Mayem once been mix’d with Hastings’ blood 

* X" ♦ * * 

But what could he, good man, although he mix’d 
An herbs, and them a thousand ways infused,” &c. 

The elegy in wMch these verses occur, is 1^ fiu- the best 
in the collection, if we except that of our author. Malose. 

Ver. 15. Rare linguist,'] On this topic Sir Aston Cokayn% 
in his elegy on Lord Hastings, thus expatiates 

“ His few, but well-spent years, had masterid aj 
The liberal arts and his sweet tongue could aa 
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Than “whom great Alexander may seem less ; 

Who conquer’d men, but not their languages. | 
In his mouth nations spake , his tongue might be 
Interpreter to Greece, France, Italy. ^ 

Hia native soil "was the four parts o’ the earth ; 

AH Europe ivas too naiTOw for his birth. 

A young apostle ; and, with reverence may 
I speak ’t, inspir^ with gift of tongue, as they.^ 
Hature gave him, a child, what men in vain ^ 
Oft strive, by art ihough farther’d, to obtain. 

His body was an orb, his sublime soul 
Did move on virtue’s and on learning’s pole: 
Whose regular motions better to our view. 

Than Archimedes’ sphere, the heavens did shew. 
Graces and virtues, languj^es and arts, ^ 

Beauty and learning, fill’d up all the parts. 
Heaven’s gifts, which do like Mling stars appear 
Scatter’d in o^ers ; all, as in their sphere. 

Were fix’d, conglobate m his soul ; and thence ^ 
Shone through his body, with sweet infiuence ; 
Letting their glories so on each limb fall, 

The whole frame render’d was celestial 
Come, learned Ptolemy, and trial make. 

If thou this hero’s altitude canst take : ^ 


Into the ancient dialects; dispense 
Sacied Judea’s amplest eloquence; 

The Latine idiome elegantly true, 

And Greek as rich as Athens ever kne-w : 

The Italian and the French do both confess 
Him perfect in their modem languages.” 

Lachryintz Musai'wm, &c , 1630. 

All these attainments were made at an early age ; for 
Lord Hastings died in his nineteenth (not, as Dei rick has 
it, his twentieth) year, on the 23id of June, 1649, alter an 
illness of only seven days’ duration. Maiosk. 

Ver. 17. Than whom great Alexander may sensi less; 

Who aynqmr'd men, but not their languages^ 

Yet from his letter to his master Arxstotle, recorded hy 
Plutarch and Aulus GdliuSf we are led to conclude that the 
love of conquest was but the second ambition ixiAhxa}idefs 
bouL The letter, as translated by Addism in his Guardiayif 
No. Ill, is as follows : — 

‘^Alexander to Aristnile greeting, — 

“ You have not done well to publish yonr hooks of select 
knowledge ; for what is there now in which I can smpass 
others, if those things which I have been instnicted in are 
communicated to everybody ? For my own part, I declare 
to yon, I would rather excel others in knowledge than 
power. Farewell.*’ 

A living author, who excels in clear and vigorous com- 
position, will, I trust, forgive me if I transcribe a passage 
in defence of the hero of Macedun, from a letter addressed 
by him to the late Dr. Joseph 'VVarton. “ In truth I am 
happy in knowing that yon think as well of the Mace- 
donian as I do. 1 am no favourer of paradoxes, nor wouH 
I write a Richard III. up into a good character, but surely 
it is time that the world shonid leam to distinguish 
between the conquests of an intelligent being and the raves- 
ges of a Tartai, between an Alexander and a Zingis, a 
Timoijr or a Buonaparte. Alexander was a builder, and 
these only demolishers. How small is the proportion of 
the former to the latter, in the histoiy of the world I ” Rev. 
John Waetok. 

Ver. 27. his snbMme sokZ} Dr. Newton has 

placed the accent on the first syllable of sublime in Mil- 
ton’s Mask of Comus, as the accent may seem to be in the 
present instance, . er. 783. 

• The siiblime notion and high mystery — ” 

The word in Milton's and Dryden’s lines may, however, 
be read more gracefully without it Rev. H. J. Todd. 

Ver. 85. Were fix'd, conglobate in his soul;'] This word is 
used in the second book of Lucretius, ver. 158, in the 
same sense. 

“ Sed complexa meant inter se conque globnta.” 

John Waxtok. 

Ver. 86. sweH mjluence ;] Canst thou bind the 

sioeet influences of the Pleiades? Job xxxviii. 31. Jons 
Wartos. 


But that transcends thy skill ; thrice happy all. 
Could we but prove thus astronomical. 

Lived Tycho now, struck with this ray, which 
shone 

More bright i’ the morn, than others beam at noon_. 
He ’d take his astrolabe, and seek ont here ** 
What new star ’twas did gild our hemisphere. 
Replenish’d then with such rare gifts as these. 
Where was room left for such a foul disease ? 

The nation’s sin hath dmwn that veil, which 
shrouds 

Our day-spring in so sad benighting clouds. “ 
Heaven would no longer trust its pledge; but thus 
Recall’d it ; rapt its Ganymede from us. 

Was there no milder way but the small-pox, 

The very filthiness of Pandora's hox'^ 

So many spots, hke nseves on Venus’ soil, ^ 
One jewd set off with so many a foil ; 

Blisters with pride swell’d, whleh through ’s flesh 
did sprout 

I Like rose-bud% stuck i’ the lily skin about. 


Ver. 58. ihe small-pox,] An obvious occasion is 

bore offered of paying a small tribute to Dr. J enner, whose 
able researches have so essentially contributed to check 
ravages of this dieadful disease, the small-pox. To 
him, thei^ore, we may apply the words of the poet : 

“ 0 1 qui seenndo natus ApoIIine 
Incumbis arti Pajonia, studens 
Arcana Natura?, giavemquo 
More novo prohibcic morbum, 

Jennere, ktndes an sileam tnas ’ 

Hlc s«Epe mectnn dran meditorgemea?. 

Inter meorum funera, qneisdiu 
Vixi snperstes, quot reneno 
Fceta gravi, macuhsque tetris, 

Primis in «evi vinbus abstulit 
Infesta febris, lingua valet parinn 
Narrare, qind debes supremo 
Quanta Dko tibi danda Ians est, 

Furore quod non anti domabili 
Tot dira Pestis qu» peperit mala. 

In gentis humame levamen, 

Te medico superata cessit, 

Te mater ambit filiolo cavens 
Ut tuto ab atra corpore sit lue; 

Innupta te virgo, decentes 
Smt memori sine labe malse.’* 

See the late Christopher Ansteyfe “ Ad Edvardora Jen- 
ner, MJ). Carmen Alcaienm.” John Wartow. 

Yer. 58. Zile rose-huds, stuchi' the lily skin about.] “Of 
bis school performances,” (says the great Johnson, in his 
Life of Dryden,) “has appeared only a poem on the death 
of Lord Hasting, composed with gi-eat ambition of such 
conceits as, notwithstanding the reformation begun by 
Waller and Denham, tlie example of Cowley still kept in 
repntation. Lord Hastings died of the small-pox, and his 
poet has made of the pustules, firsl^ rose-huds, and then 
gems; at last exalts them into stars; and says, 

*■ No comet need foretel his change drew on, 

Whose corpse might seem a constellation.’ ” 

Perhaps it may appear at first sight surprising, that Dr, 
Busby should patiently bear such thonghts as pervade the 
whole of this poem on Lord Hastings; but our surprise 
ceases when we read the following jndiCTOus observation 
of Quintilian, which could not escape the penetration of 
that gieat master, who consequently showed the indulgence 
here recommended to the exuberant imagination of a 
youthful poet. 

“ Ne iUnd quidem quod admonemus indignum est, in- 
getda pueiorum nimia interim eTncndationis severitate 
deficere. Nam et desperant, et dolent, et novissim^ ode- 
runt: et, quod maxime nocet, dum omnia timent, mhil 
conantur. Quod etiam rusticls notnm est, qni frondibus 
j tenens non pntant adhibendam ease falcem, quia reformi- 
dare ferrom videntur, et cicatneem nondum pati posse. 
Jucundus ergo turn maximfe debet esse pra&ceptor, nt quse 
alloqni natura sunt aspeia,molli mann leniantnr : landare 
aliqna, ferre qiisedam, mu tare etiam, reddita cur id 
I ratione; illnminare interponendo aliquid sui.” — Quintihan, 
I Inst. Orat. lib. ii. John Wartos, 



TO JOHN HOBDESDON. 


Each little pimple had a tear in it, 

To wail the fault its rising did commit : 

Which, rebel like, with its own lord at strife. 
Thus made an insurrection ’gainst his life. 

Or were these gems sent to adorn his skin, 

The cabinet of a richer soul within ? 

No comet need foretel his change drew on, 
Whose corpse might seem a constellation. 

0 I had he died of old, how great a strife 
Had been, who from his death should draw their 
life** 

Who should, by one rich draught, become what- 
e’er 

Seneca, Cato, Numa, Csesar, were 1 ^ 

Leam’i virtuous, pious, great ,* and have by this 
An universal metemp^chosis. 

Must all these aged fires in one funeral 
Expire all die in one so young, so small 1 
WTio, had he hved his life out, his great feme 
Had swoll’n ’bove any Greek or Roman name. 

But hasty winter, with one blast, hath brought 
The hopes of autumn, summer, spring, to nought. 
Thus fades the oak i’ the sprigs i’ the blade the 
com; 

Thus without young, this Phoenix dies, new bom. 
Must then old three-legg’d grey-beards with their 
gout, SI 

Catarrhs, rheums, aches, live three ages out ^ 
Time’s ofSils, only fit for the hospital ! 

Or to hang antiquaries’ rooms withal ! 

Must drunkards, lechers, spent with sinning; live 
With such helps as broths, possets, physic give?* 
None live, but such as- should die? shall we 
meet 

With none but ghostly fathers in the street? 

Grief makes me rail ; sorrow will force its way ; 
And showers of tears tempestuous sighs best lay. 


The tongue may fed ; hut overflowing ej es | 

WiU weep out lasting streams of elegies.' 

But thou, 0 viigin-widow, left alone, 

Now thy belov^ heaven-ravidi’d spouse Is gone, 
Whose skilful sire in vain strove to apply » 
Med’eines, when thy balm was no remedy, 

With greater than Platonic love, 0 wed 
His soul, though not his body, to thy bed : 

Let that make thee a mother ; bring thou forth 
The ideas of his virtue, knowledge, worth ; 
Transcribe the original in new copies ; give 
Hastings o’ the better part : so shnn be live 
In *s nobler half ; and the great grandsire be 
Of an heroic divine progeny : 

An issu^ which to eternity ^ad last, 

Yet but the irradiations which he cast. 

Erect no mausoleums : for his best 
Monument is his spouse’s marble breast* 

Ver. 92. sireama of dtfUs^ In a ver 7 scarce little 

volume, entitled LaehryrtuB Musamvi, London, printed by 
T. N., 1650, communicated to me by ^Ir. Beed, of Staple 
Inn, are tbiriy-Bix Elegies, in Greek, Latin, and English, 
on the death of this nobleman. Of these, twenty-six are 
in English, two in Greek, and eight in Latin. The con- 
cluding copies are this by Dryden, and the Latin copies 
by Cyril w yche, Edward Campion, Thomas Adams, Ralph 
Montague, all Westminster s^olars. The Greek copies 
are signed Joannes Harmarus, Oxoniensis, and 

C. W. M. Mcerens posnit. Most of these arc written with 
the same false taste which pervades the poem now before 
us. J. WiLBTOJT. 

Ver- 93. But Guru, 0 virgisi-vridow^ So in another elegy 
on liord Hastings, by “Jo. Benyoi^ Hosp. Lincoln.” 

“ Thy love writes maid, yet is half widoto too.” 

USLOSE. 

* The verses on Lord Hastings in the “ Lachrymsa Mu- 
sarum,” are subscribed “ Johannes Dryden. Scholse Westm. 
alumnus.” — It appears, from a note of the editors, that 
they were sent at a late period in the year (1649), after a 
great part of the book was printed of^ and when it was 
just ready for publicatloiL Maloxb, 


TO HIS mimD THE AUTHOR, JOHN HODUESHON, 

02T EDS DIVCTE EPIGRAMS.* 


Thou hast inspired me with thy soul, and I 
Who ne’er before could ken of Poetry, 

Am grown so good proficient, I can lend 
A line in commendation of my friend. 

Yet ’tis but of the second hand ; if ought 
There be in this, ’tis from thy fency brought. 
Good thie^ who dar’st, Prometheus-like, aspire. 
And fill thy poems with celestial fire ; 

♦ Mr. Hoddesdon’s poetical efiusions were published hi 
8vo, 16W, under title of “ Sion and Parnassus ; or. Epi- 
grams on several texts of the Old and New Testament” 
To this book is prefixed the author's engraved portrait, 
“ABtat. 18.” by which it appears that he and Dryden were 
nearly of the same age. Haloke. 

These commendatory verses, whidi are subscribed 
** J. Dryden, of Tiln. C.,” are here printed the origi- 
nal edition, which was obligingly communicated by Mr. 
Malone. Jomr Waetox, 


Enliven’d by these sparks divine, their rays 
Add a bright lustre to thy crown of bays. 

Young eaglet, who thy nest th\is soon forsook, 

So lofty and divine a course hast took 
Aft aU admire, before the down he^n 
To peep, as yet, upon thy smoother chin ; 

And, Tnoki-ng heaven thy aim, hast had the grace 
To look ilie sun of righteousness i’ th’ feee. 

What may we hope, if thou go’st on thus fest, 
Scriptures at first ; enthus i a s m s at last ! 

Thou kftftf. commenced, betimes, a saint; go on. 
Mingling diviner streams with Helicon ; 

That they who view what l^igrams here be. 

May learn to make like, in just pr^ of thee 
Reader, I *ve done, nor longer will withhold 
Thy greedy eyes ; looking on this pme gold ^ I 
Thou It know adulterate copper, which, like this . 
Will only serve to be a foil to his. 

b 2 i 


THE DEATH OP OLIVER CROMWELL. 


HEEOIC STAJSrZAS ON THE DEATH OE OLIVER CROMWELL. 

WETETEN AFTER HIS FUNERAL.* 


I. 

And now *tis time ; for tlieir of&cious haste. 

Who would before have home him to the sky. 
Like eager Romans, ere all rites were past, 

Did let too soon the saered eagle fly. 

ii. 

Though our best notes are treason to his flime, ® 
Joiu’d with the loud applause of pubHe voice ; 
Since Heaven, what praise we offer to his name, 
Hath render’d too authentic by its choice. 

ni. 

Though in his praise no arts can liberal be. 

Since they, whose muses have the iiighest 
flown, 

Add not to his immortal memory, 

But do an act of friendship to their own : 

TV. 

Yet ’tis our duty, and our interest too, 

Such monuments as we can build to raise; 

Lest all the world prevent what we should do, ^ 
And claim a title in him by their praise. 

* “ The death of Cromwell was the first public event 
which called forth Dryden’s poetical powers. His heroic 
stanziis have beauties and defects *, the thoughts are vigo- 
rous, and though not always proper, shew a mind replete 
with ideas; the nnmhers are smooth, and the diction, if 
not altogether correct, is elegant and easy. 

“ Davenant seems at this time to have been his favourite 
author, though Grondihert never appears to have been 
popular; and from Daveoaut he learned to please his ear 
v Itli the stanza of four lines alternately rhymed.” John- 
son’s Life of Dryden. Johk Waktom. 

Yer. 1. Arid noio His time ;] We are not to wonder that 
Dryden, after thispanegyno on Cromwell, should live to be 
ap^inted poet laiireat to Charles II., any moie than that 
Dr. Sprat, after a similar panegyric, should live to write the 
History of the Eye-house Plot, and become Bishop of 
Kochester. Men were dazzled with the uncommon talents 
of the Protector, ** who wanted nothing to raise him to 
heroic excellence, bnt virtue they were struck with his 
intrepidity,— his iudiist^,— his insight into all characters, 
— his secrecy in his projects, and his successes, beyond all 
hope and expectation, in the cour.se of human affairs. The 
most manly and nervous of all Waller’s poems, are the 
Stanzas to Cromwell, which are far superior to the poem on 
his death, (though that excels this of Dr3"den,) and on the 
War with Spain. ’Tis observable that Miltou never 
addrest any poem to Cromwell; but only one admliable 
sonnet, in which, not like a mean flatterer, he assumes the 
tone of an adviser, and cautions him against the avarice 
and the encroachments of the Presbyterian clergy, whom 
he calls “hireling wolves.” The University ot Oxfoid, 
notwithstanding its ancient loyalty, sent him a volume of 
Latin verses, on his making peace witli the Dutch: in 
which collection are to be found the names of C'reic, Meujj 
ffodolphm, South, Locke, and £usby. Dr, J. Waetox. 

Ver. 3. LiJce eager Bomans, &c.] It was usual to conceal 
an eagle on the top of the funeral pile, destined to receive 
the dead body of the Roman imperator. When the pile 
was set on fii'e, the bird was set at liberty, and mounting 
into the air, was supposed by the common people to carry 
with it to lieaven the soul of the deceased. Djbsbicx. 


V. 

How sball I tbea begin, or where conclude. 

To draw a fame so tnily circular ? 

For in a round wbat order can be sbow’d. 

Where all the ‘parts so equal perfect are] 

VI. 

His grandeur he derived from Heaven alone ; 

For he was great, ere fortune made him so : 
And wars, like mists that rise against the sun, 
Made him but greater seem, not greater gi*ow. 
vn. 

ITo borrow’d bays bis temples did adora, 25 
But to our crown be did fresh jewels bring ; 
Kor was his vii’tue poison’d soon as bom, 

With the too eaidy thoughts of being king. 

vin. 

Fortune (that easy mistress to the young, 

1 But to her ancient servants coy and hard) 

Him at that age her favourites rank’d among, 
When she her best-loved Pompey did discard. 

zx. 

He, private, mark’d the fault of others' sway, 

And set as sea-marks for himself to shun": 

Hot like rash monarchs, who their youth betray 
By acts their age too late would wish undone. 

X. 

And yet dominion was not his design ; 

We owe that blessing, not to him, but Hoavon, 
Wbach to fair acts unsought rewai'ds did join ; 
Rewards, that less to than us were given. 

Yer 17. Bow sTiall I ihen begirij or where conclude,'] He 
probably had in his mind the foilo-vriug passage of Theocii- 
tus, in his panegyric on Ptolemy, ver. 9. 

"IScty if 'arcXu$iy9fcy i?iV,r6uMt iyBStv, 

Uettrrx/yU, nrec^eoyrof »S 7 jy, nreOiy 6(701* 

T/ zrgxroy xetret^tSeS j J OHK W ARTOir. 

Yer. 20. Where aU the parts so equal perfect are f] In- 
stead of equally perfect. Such slight inaccuracies Dryden's 
fervid genius little regarded. Johk Waetok. 

Yer. 23. Afid wais^ Woe, mists that rise against the sun. 
Made hm lut greater seem, not greater grow.} 

A sublime thought, which reminds ua of the passage in 
Milton; although he applies the same appearance of 
nature, the sun rising through a mist, in a different 
manner. 

“ As when the sun, new risen, 

Looks through the horizontal misty air, 

Shorn of Ms beams.” Par. Lost, bk. i. I.b96. 

** But herein will I imitate the sun, 

Who doth permit the base c ontaglous clouds 
To smother up his beauty from the world ; 

That when he please again to he himself, 

Being wanted, he may be more wondei’d at, 

By breaking through the foul and ugly mists 
Of vapours, that did seem to strangle him.” 

Shale. MenryIV, Act 1. Sc 2. Johk Wautoit. 

Ver. 36. JBy acts their age too late would wish undmk^ 
Infectum volet esse, dolor quod suaserit et men^. Hor. I, 
Ep. ii. 1. 60. Johk Wabtok. 
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XI. 

I Our fonner diicfs, like sticklers of tlie war, 

First sought to inflame the paiiiies, then topoise : 
The quarrel loved, but did the cause abhor ; 

And did not strike to hurt, but make a noise 

XII. 

War, our consumption, was their gainful trade * 
We inwtu'd bled, whilst they prolong’d our pain; 
He fought to end our fighting, and essayed 
To staunch the blood by breathing of the vem. 

xnr. 

S-wdffc and resistless through the land he pa^, 
Like that bold Greek who did the East subdue. 
And made to battles such heroic haste, 

As if on wings of victory he flew. 

XIV. 

He fought secure of fortune as of fiuue : 

Still, by new maps, the island might be shown. 
Of conquests, which he strew’d where’er he came. 
Thick as the galaxy with stars is so'wru ^ 

XV. 

Hispalms, though under weights they didnot stand. 
Still thnved ; no winter could his laui’els fiide : 
Heaven in his portrait show’d a workman’s hand. 
And drew it perfect, yet without a shade. ® 

XVI. 

Peace was the prize of all his toil and care;, 

Which war had banish’d, and did now r^ore : 
Bologna’s walla thus mounted in the air. 

To seat themselves more surely than befora 
xvn. 

Her safety rescued Ireland to him owes ; ® 

And treacherous Scotland to no inter^ true, 
Yet blest that fiite which did his arms dispose 
Her land to civilise, as to subdue. 

xvnr. 

Nor was he like those stars which only shine. 
When to pale marines they storms poHend : 
He had his calmer influence, and his mien 
iJid love and majesty together blend. 

xix. 

’Tis true, his countenance did imprint an awe; 

And naturally all souls to his did bow. 

As wands of divination downward draw, ^ 

And point to beds where sovereign gold doth 
grow. 

Ver 48. To staunch the blood hy breathing of the lein^ 
The loyalists supposed that hy this line Diydeu meant to 
allude toCromvreirs murder ofhts Sovereign. Thus in “ Tlie 
LaureaV’ or “ Jack Squahb's History in a little dra^aTi, 
Down to his evening, from his early daivn,** ver. 21 — ^26. 

“ Nay, Imd our Charles, hy heaven’s severe deciee, 

Been found, and murther’d in the roy?-! tree, 

Even thou hadst praised the fact; his father slain, 
Thou call’ St but gently breathing of a vein.” 

Maloxv. 

Ver. 56 gaJas^y toi&i stars is sown.] Lueietius, 

lih.il’. vei 44. 

— Lumine consent arva.” Jonx TT abtcx 
V er. 63. Bologna's v>alls thus mffvatUA in the <zi>, 

To seat ^emselves more surely than be/ore'\ 

It is said that at the siege of Bologna, in 1512, a mine 
blew up that part of the wall of the church of Sancta Maria 
del Baracano, on which stood a miraculous image of the 
' blessed Virgin. Though it was carried so high, that both 
I armies could see one another through the breach, yet it fell 
flguin exactly into its place, so that it was impossible to see 
1 H here it had been beparated. Deubick. 


XX. 

When past all offerings to Feretrian Jove, 

He 3ilars deposed, and arms to gowns made 
yield ; 

Successftil councils did him Esoon approve 
As fit for close mtngues, as open field. * 

XXI. 

To suppliant Holland he vouchsafed a peace^ 

Our once bold rival of the British main. 

Now tamely glad her unjust claim to cease, 

And buy our friendship with her idol, gain. 

xxn. 

Fame of the asserted sea through Europe blown, 
jJJhde Prance and Spain ambitious of his 
love ; 86 

Each knew that side must conquer he would own ; 
And for him fiercely, as for empire, strove. 

xxnn 

No sooner was the Frenchman’s cause embraced, 
Than the light Monsieur the grave Don out- 
weigh’d : 9* 

His fortune turn’d the scale where’er *twas cast ; 
Though Indian mines were in the other laid. 

xxrv. 

When absent, yet we conquer’d in his right : 

For though some meaner artist’s s^n were 
shown 

Ver. 86. Made France and Spain ambitious of his love ;] 
The 9th of March, 1661, died at Vmcennea, Can^iul 
Mazaxin, at upwards of fifty years of age. Cardinal 
Biehelieu lived nearly the same number of years. They 
had governed France successively as prime ministers, 
each of them nearly eighteen years, with much the same 
kind of authority that the Grand Viziers exercise among 
the Turks. Both were ambitious; Kazarin was more 
timid, more designing, more subtle, pliant; and unsteady; 

I Biehelieu was more resolute, more warm, had greater 
parts, was more obstinate, and more fixed and determined. 
Kazarin’s genius for business was more limited : he was 
better acquainted with the foibles of mankind, and knew 
well bow to keep them in saispense. Eichelien, with more 
extensive talents, was better versed in business, and xnain- 
tained bis power by awing some, and amnsing others with 
hopes. Mazarin had a greater knack at speeching, aud 
was more happily formed to please the ladies : Richelieu 
wonld much sooner gain the confidence of a man ; and he 
persuaded more hy deeds than words. It is said that 
on 3Iarch 17, 1653, Monsieur Bonrdeaux, the ambassador 
extraordinary, sent by Mazarin from the King of France to 
Cromwell, made his public entry, and on the way had his 
audience at the Banqnetmg-hoa.se, TVMtehall; when he 
extolled the virtues of his Highness, begs his friendship, 
and says that the Divine Providence, after so many calantir 
ties, could not deal more favourably with these nations, or 
cause them to forget their miseries, with greater satis- 
faction, than by submitting them to so just a government. 
Cromwell gained an entire ascendant even over the artfiil 
; Mazarin. In the treaty the Protector’s name was inserted 
before that of the King. Thuiloe, voL iii. p. 103, Dr, J. 
Wartox. 

Ver. 91. Bis fortune] Cromwell, it is said, appeared pre- 
cisely at a time when he conld succeed. Under Elizabeth 
he would have been hanged ; under Charles II. ridiculed. 
He appeared when England was disgusted with Kings, 
and his son Richard when they were equally disgusted 
with Protectors, Some men owe their fame and eminence 
to the circumstances of the age in which they happened to 
live ; to the taste of their particnlar times ; to the exi- 
gencies of the state ; to the enemies they found to combat, 
and to other favourable circumstances and events. But 
the following great men would have been great in all ages, 
and in all countries -.—Horner, Hippocrates, Epaminondas, 
Philip, Aristotle, Archimedes, Scipio, Virgil, Horace, 
Cmsar, Hannibal, Mango-Copac, Confucias, Mahomet II., 
Cen-antes, Cortez, Kepler, Copernicus, Bacon, Newton, 
ilarlborough, Moline, Fontenelle, Turenne, Macliiavel, 
Milton, Montecucoli, Dante, and Columbus, Dr, J. 
\Vabtox. 
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In mingling colonrs, or in placing light ; 

Yet stm the fair designment was his own. 

XX.V. 

For from all tempers he could service draw; 

The worth of each, with its alloy, he knew, 
And, as the confident of Nature, saw 

How she complexions did divide and brew. 

XXVI. 

Or he their single virtues did survey. 

By intuition, in his own large breast. 

Where all the rich ideas of them lay. 

That were the rule and measure to the rest. 

XXVIl. 

When such heroic virtue heaven sets out, 

The stars, like commons, sullenly obey ; 
Because it drains them when it comes about. 

And therefore is a tax they seldom pay. 

xxvui. 

From this high spring our foreign conquests flow, 
Which yet more glorious triumphs do por- 
tend ; 

Since their commencement to his arms they owe, 
If springs as high as fountains may ascend. 

XXIX. 

He made us freemen of the continent, 

Whom Nature did like captives treat hefoi'e; 
To nobler preys the English lion sent, 

And taught him flrst in Belgian walks to roar. 

XXX. 

That old unquestion’d pirate of the land, 

Proud Rome, with dread the fate of Dunkirk 
heard; 

And trembling wish’d behind more Alps to stand. 
Although an Alexander were her guard. ^ 

XXXI. 

By his command we boldly cross’d the Hnc, 

And bravely fought where southern stars arise; 

Yer. 96. desipment] He has borrowed this word 

from Speufaer, F. Q. ii. xi. 10. 

“ ’Gainst which the second troupe dessiffnment makes : ” 
That is, plot. Dryden, however, nses it simply for design 
or plan. It should he added, that dessignmcnt is the read- 
ing of Spenser’s second edition; as the first reads, without 
perspicuity, assignment. Todu. 

Yer. 113. Se made ns fieemen\ We may he said to have 
been made freemen of the continent by the taking of Dun- 
kirk, which was wrested from the Spaniards hy the united 
forces of France and England, and delivered up to the 
latter in the beginning of 1668. Drbrick. 

Ver. 120. Although an AlerandeA At this tirpe 
ander VII. sat in the papal chair. DiiRiucJc. 


We traced the far-fetch’d gold unto the mine, 
And that which bribed our fathers made our 
prize. 

xxxn. 

Such was our prince ; yet own’d a soul above ^ 
The highest acts it could produce to show : 
Thus poor mechanic arts in public move, 

Whilst the deep secrets beyond practice go* 

xxxni. 

Nor died he when his ebbing fame went less, 

But when fresh laurels courted him to live : 

He seem’d but to prevent some new success. 

As if above what triumphs earth could give. 

XXXIV. 

His latest victories still thickest came, 

As near the centre motion doth increase ; 

Till he, press’d down by his own weighty name, 
Did, hke the vestal, under spoils decease. ^ 

XXXV. 

But first the ocean as a tribute sent 
The giant prince of all her watery herd ; 

And the isle, when her protecting gemus went, 
Dpon his obsequies loud sighs conferr’d. 

xxxvr, 

No civil broils have siuce his death arose, 

But faction now by habit does obey ; 

And wars have that respect for his repose, 

As winds for halcyons, when they breed at sea. 

XXXVII. 

His ashes in a peaceful urn shall rest, 

His name a great example stands, to show 
How strangely high endeavours may bo blest, 
Where piofy and valour jointly go, 

Yer. 136. Tdl he, presid down, hy his oion roeighlfy name^ 
Not Tmhke Livy, who, desenbing the progi ess of the city 
of Romoj says, “ Quse ah exigius perfecta initiis, eo cre- 
verit ut jam magnitiidine lahoret sua.” John Wakton. 

Yer. 145. His ashes in a peaceful um slutll rest,"] Our 
poet’s prophetical capacity here failed, for we read in the 
accurate memoirs of the Protectorate-House of OromweH, 
by Mark Noble, F.S.A.— “He was elected Protector De-i 
cember 12, 1653, and inaugurated again, with more state, 
June 20, 1667 ; and died peaceably in his bed (vom out by 
excessive fatigne of mind and body, by grief in domestic 
misfortunes, and his load of debts), at his palace at White- 
hall, upon bis auspicious September 3, 16^; and was 
buried with more than regal pomp, in the sepulchre of our 
monarchs ; from whence, at the Restoration, his body was 
dragged to, and exposed upon, the gallows at Tyburn, the 
trunk tbiown into a hole beneath it, and his head set npop 
a pole at Westminster-hall,” — ^Noble’s IW^emoirB, vol. i« 
p. 145. John Wabicw 
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ASTR^A REDUX. 


[ ON THE EAPPY BESTORATIOK iJiTD BBTUBN OF HIS SJlCKBO HAJBSTY CHABLBS II 1660. 


Jam redit et Virgo, redeimt Satumia regna, — Visa. 

The last great age jforetold by sacred rhjane* 
Benews its finish’d course; Saturman times 
Boll round agaiiu 


Now with a general peace the world was blest, 
While ours, a world divided from the rest, 

A dreadful quiet felt, and worser far 
Than arms, a sullen interval of war : 

Thus when black clouds draw down the labouring 


Ere yet abroad the winged thunder flie^ 

An horrid stillness first invades the ear, 

And in that silence we the tempest fear. 

The ambitious Swede, like restless billows toss’d. 
On this band gaining wbat on that he lost, “ 
Though in his life he blood and ruin breathed. 
To his now guideleas kingdom peace bequeath’d. 
And Heaven, that seem’d regardless of our fat^ 
For France and Spain did miracles create ; 

Such mortal quarrels to compose in peace, ^ 
As nature bred, and interest did increase. 

We sigh’d to hear the fair Iberian bride 
Must grow a lily to the lily’s side;, 

Whn^ our cross stars denied us Charles his bed. 
Whom our first flames and virgin love did wed. 
For his long absence Church and State did groan ; 
Madness the pulpit, faction seized the throne ; ^ 


Ver. 1. yiw taieh a ffenmzl'] Waller^ as well as Diyden, 
altered his sentiments, and changed his notes, on the 
Bestoration ; and when the King hinted to him the inf^ 
riority of his second poem to the former, answered, “ Poets, 
sir, succeed better in fiction than in truth.’’ What notice | 
Charles tool: of ‘Drydfin’s Astrma we are ignorant. Dr. J. | 
Waeton. I 

Ver. 7. An horrid silence first uivad^s Qt/S «ir,] See 
Thomson’s impending storm in Summer, v. 1116. 

“ A hading silence reigns, 

Dread through the dun expanse ; save the dull sound 
That from the mountain, previous to the storm, 

Bolls o’er the muttering earth, disturbs the fioud, 

And shakes the forest-leaf without a bieath.” 

John Wabton 

Ibid. An horrid stillness first invades the ear. 

And in that silence lae the tempest /ear.] This dis- 
tich was laid hold of by the wits of the times, and among 
others by Capt. Alexander Eadclr^ in his News from Hell, 
who ridicules it thus: 

^^Laureatj who was both leam’d and florid, 

Was damn'd long since for dlence hori id: 

Nor had there been such clutter made, 

But that this silence did invade: 

Invade f and so 't might well— that ’s clear : 

But what did it invade ♦ an earl’ Dlkricb:- 

Ver. 19. denied us Chailes his Bed,] Original 

edition. Todd, 

Vej:. 22. Madness the pulpiQ From the numerous ser- 
mons preached before the Parliament, particularly from 
to 1650, a vanety of curious examples might he 


Experienced age in deep despair was lost, 

To see the rebel thrive, the loyal cross'd : 

Youth, that with joys had unacquainted been, ^ 
Sivied gray hairs that once good days had seen : 
We thought our sires, not with their own content, 

I Had, ere we came to age, onr portion spent. 

Nor could our nobles hope their bold attempt, 
Who ruin’d crowns would coronets exempt. *» 
For when, by their derigning leaders taught 
To strike at power which for themsehes they 
sought, 

The vulgar, grill’d into rebellion, arm’d ; 

Their blood to action by the prize was warm’d. 
The sacred purple then and scarlet gown, ® 
Like sanguine dye, to elephants was shown. 

Thu^ when the bold Typboeus scaled the sky, 
And forced great Jove firom his own heaven to fly, 
(What king, what crown from treason’s reach is fi-ee. 
If Jove and Heaven can violated be 1 ) ■* 

The lesser gods, that shared his prosperous state, 
All sufier’d in the exiled Thunderer’s frte. 

The rabble now such freedom did enjoy. 

As winds at sea, that use it to destroy: 

Blind as the Cyclop, and as wild as h^ ^ 

They own’d a lawless savage liberty. 

Like that our painted ancestors so prized, 

Ike empire’s arts their breasts had cavilised. 

How great were then our Charles his woes, who thus 
Was forced to suffer for himself and us ! 

He, toss’d by fate, and hurried up and down. 

Heir to his father’s sorrows, with his crown, 

adduced to prove the justupss of Dryden’s assertion. And 
who can wonder at this assertion, when he is told that noti- 
fications of the following kind were affixed on walls and 
door-posts : On such a day such a brewer's clerk exercisetk ; 
such a taylor expoundtth; such a waterman taiduth!'’ 
See the Preface to Featleys Dippers Dipt^ 4to, lft47. For 
a minute account of the ravings and rantings of many of 
tlie preachers before the Parliament, the reader is referred 
to a collection of extracts from their discourses, entitled 
Evangelium Armatum, printed soon after the Bestoration ot 
King Charles II. Todd. 

Ver. 46. They avnid a latoless'] “Perhaps,” says Swli^ 
vol.x.p 188, “in my own thoughts, I prefer a well-insti- 
tut^ common-wealth before a monarchy; and 1 know 
several others of the same opinion. Now, if on this pre- 
tence I should insist on liberty of conscience, form conven- 
ticles of republicans, and print hooks, preferring that sort 
of government, and condemning what is established, the 
magistrate would with great justice hang me and my 
disciples.” Dr. J. Waeton. 

Ver. 49. Mov great ta&re then our Chaiies his wws,] 
Original edition, and rightly so printed for the sake th« 
metre. Todd. 
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Could taste no sweets of youths desired age ; 

But found his life too true a pilgrimage. 
Uuconquer’d yet in that forlorn estate, 

His manly courage overcame his fate. 

His wounds he took, like Romans, on his breast, 
Which, by his virtue, were with laurels dress’d. 
As souls reach heaven wHle yet in bodies peni^ 
So did he live above his banishment. 

That sun, which we beheld with cozen’d eyes 
Within the water, moved along the skies. 

How easy ’tis, when destiny proves kind. 

With full-spread sails to run before the wind * 
But those tiiat ’gaiast stiff gales laveering go, . 
Must be at once resolved, and skilful too. 

He would not, like soft Otho, hope prevent, 

But stay’d and suffer’d fortune to repent. 

These virtues Galba m a stranger sought. 

And Piso to adopted empire brought. ^ 

How shall I then my doubtful thoughts express, 
That must his suffermgs both regret and bless 
For when his early valour Heaven had cross’d ; 
And all at Worcester but the honour lost ; 

Forced into exile from his rightful throne, 

He made all countries where he came his own ; 
And, viewing monarchs’ secret arts of sway, 

A royal factor for his kingdoms lay. 

Thus banish’d David spent abroad his time, 

When to he God’s anointed was his crime ,* ^ 

And, when restored, made his proud neighboni:S 
rue 

Those choice remarks he from his travels drew. 
Kor is he only by affliction shown 
To conquer others’ realms, hut rule his own ; 
Recovering hardly what he lost before, 

His right endears it much ; his purchase more. 


Inured to suffer ere he came to reign. 

No rash procedure will his actions stain : 

To business ripen’d by digestive thought. 

His future rule is into method brought : 

As they who first proportion understand. 

With easy practice reach a master’s hand 
Well might the ancient poets then confer 
On Night the honour’d name of Counsellor, ^ 
Since struck with rays of prosperous fortune blind, 
We light alone m dm?k afflictions find 
In such adversities to sceptres train’d, 

The name of Great his famous grandsire gain’d; 
Wrho yet a king alone in name and right, 

With hunger, cold, and angry Jove did fight ; 
Shock’d by a Covenanting League’s vast powers, 
As holy and as catholic as ours : 

Till fortune’s fruitless spite had made it known, 
Her blows not shook but riveted his throne. 

Some lazy ages, lost m sleep and ease, 

No action leave to busy chroniples : 

Such, whose supine felicity but makes 
In story chasms, in epoches mistakes ; 

O’er whom Time gently shakes his wings of down, 
Till with his silent sicHe they are mown. 

Such is not Charles his too too active age, 

Which, govern’d by the wild distemper’d rage 
Of some black star infecting all the skies. 

Made him at his own cost hke Adam wise. 
Tremble ye nations, who secure before, 

Laugh’d at those arms that ’gainst ourselves we 
bore ; 

Roused by the lash of his own stubborn tail. 

Our lion now will foreign foes assail 
■\7ith alga who the sacred altar strews ? 

To all the sea-gods Charles an offering owes : ^ 


Ver. 57. J31s wounds he toolc, like Homans, on Ms hreast^ 
My reader v^ill not be displeased with the following cita- 
tion firom .^Shan’s Yarious History, lib. 12, cap. 21. “ The 
matrons of Lacedaemon, when they received tlie news tl at 
their sons were slain in battle, were accustomed to go forth 
to inspect their wounds, both before and liehin4 , and when 
they found the greater number was before, tliey conducted 
the bodies of their children to the monuments of their 
ancestors with great solemnity, and a kind of stem piide 
in their countenances; but if they perceived any wounds 
behind, weeping and blushing for shame, they depaned 
with the utmost seciecy, leaving the dead bodies to be 
interred in the common sepulchre, or earned them away by 
stealth to be privately buried at home.” 

To which we may add these spirited lines of Tyrtseus, so 
peculiarly applicable at this important juncture. 

Attres IV tt^ejMX'uiri mo'W (ptXoy aiXirt 
Aarv « 3CCU Xasoo? xett wrEg’ tv^kutra^'" 
n«XXce frtfvoio xeu ofjupaAotaoxgf 

K«/ Oufyixoi srjflffUsv 
Tflv Z* ok.t)pVMVTcu fjtir Hot tjif 

A^yetkta iroBu 'rewa xixr,Zt 

“Now fall’n, the noblest of the van, he dies! 

His city by the beauteous death renowuM; 

His low-bent father markiner, where he lies, 

The shield, the breast-plate, hackt by many a wound. 

The young, the old, alike commingling tears, 

His country’s heavy grief bedews the grave; 

And all his race in veidant lustre wears 
Fame’s n cheat wreath, transmitted i^m the brave.” 

Polwhele’s Tianslation. 

John Waeton. 

Yer. 78. A royal factor for his Tcingdoma layi\ Oiigina 
edition, thetr kingdoms. Todd. 

Yer 86. ffis right endears^ “It is remarkable,” says 
Aigarotti, “that no gi'cat people is governed by families 
that have been originally natives. China is governed by 
Tailars ; the Euplirates, the Nile, Orontes, G-reece. Epirus, 
by Tuiks. It is not an English race that governs Eugland* 
it JB a German family that has succeeded a Dutch piince’ 


’ he succeeded a Scotch family, which had succeeded a 
I family of Anjou, which had succeeded a Norman family, 
which had driven away a Saxon family,” Dr. J. Wabton, 
Yer. 101. Shoots d hy a Covenanting Zeaywe] Original 
edition Todd. 

Yer. 108. in epoches jwwtafces/] Original edition. 

Todd. 

Yer. Ill Charles his too too active age,] Original 
i edition. Derrick prints 

“ Such 18 not Charted too too active age.” 

See also before, ver. 49. Too too active age, was an 
ancient formula! y. So m H, Pan ot’s Spnnges for Wood- 
cockSf 12mo. London, 1613, Epigiam 133 ,lib.l. 

“ ’tis knowne her iesting’s too too evill.” 

And oven in pmse, as in Penrl’s Exhortation vnto the 
CouerTimcrsj d.c. of Woles, 1588, p.61. “ The case is too too 
manifest.” Too too for ea;c«(“din^ is also used in the Lan- 
cashire dialect. I venture to add part of P. Pletcheris 
well-drawn character of Lasciviousness personified, 

Isl, edit. 1633, p 90, 

“ Broad were his jests, wilde his uncivil sport; 

His fashirm too too fond, and loosly light : 

A long love-lock on his left shoulder plight. 

Like to a woman’s hair, well shew’d a woman’s sprite.” 

Todd. 

Ter. 116. who secure lefore,'] Original edition, 

Todd. 

Yer. 117. Effused hy the lash of his own stulibom iazl] 
An Homeric simile. John Wabton. 

Ver. 119 With alga who the sacred altars strewsi 

To all tAe seOf-gods Charles an offetmg oioes: 

A hull to thee, Eortunus, shall he slain, 

A larnb to you, ye tempests of the mam:] 

He had not yet learned, indeed he never learned w^ll, 
to forbear the improper use of mythology. After ha-rifng 
thus rewarded the heathen deities for their care, he tells us 
in the language of religion, 

“Prayer storm’d the skies, and ravish’d Charles from thence: 
As heaven itself is took by violence ” Johnson: 
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A 1)011 to thee, Portunus, shall be slain, 

A lamb to you, ye tempests of the main : 

For those loud storms that did against him roar. 
Have cast his shipwreck’d vessel on the shore. 

Yet as wise artists mix their colour so, ^ 

That by degrees they from each other go : 

Black steals unheeded from the neighb’ring white. 
Without offending the well-cozen’d sight : 

So on us stole our blessed change ; while we 
The effect did feel, but scarce the manner see. *** 
Frosts that constrain the ground, and birth deny 
To flowers that in its womb expecting lie, 

Do seldom their usurping power withdraw. 

But raging floods pursue their hasty thaw. 

Our thaw was mild, the cold not chased away, ^ 
But lost in kindly heat of lengthen’d day. 

Heaven would no baigain for its blessings drive. 
But what we could not pay for, freely give. 

The Prince of Peace would like himself confer 
A gift unhoped, without the price of war : 

Yet, as he Imew his blessing’s worth, took care 
That we should know it by repeated prayer ,* 
Which storm’d the skies, and ravish’d Charles 
from thence, 

As heaven itself is took by violence. 

Booth’s forward valour o^y served to ^ow, j 
He dm-st that duty pay we all did owe : | 

The attempt was fair ; but heaven’s prefix’d hour 
Hot come : so like the watchful traveller 
That by the moon’s mistaken light did rise. 

Lay dowm again, and closed his weaiy eyes. 

’Twas Monk, whom Providence design’d to loose 
Those real bonds false freedom did impose. 


Yer. 145. Soothes forward m6j«r,&c] In 1659, Sir George 
Booth assembled a considerable body of men for the king's 
service in Cheshire, and possessed hfinself of Chester, Chick 
Castle, and several other places, being joined by the Eail of 
Derby, Lord Kilmurray, Sir Thomas Middleton, Major- 
General Egerton, with other loyal gentlemen, who encoun- 
tering with Lambert, general of tiie parliament's forces, 
were entirely routed at 'Winnington Bridge, near North- 
wich, in Cheshire, and most of the principal people made 
prisoners. Dbubick. 

Yer. 151. ^Ttoas Monk, &c.] General (Jeorge Monk had 
the command of the parliament’s army in Scotland at the 
death of Cromwell, whose son Richard he caused to be 
proclaimed Protector, in compliance with their order. He 
shortly afterwards marched with his forces towards London, 
where he managed matters so well as to bring about the 
restoration of the king, without the least bloodshed; for 
which good service he honoured him witli the order of the 
Garter, created him Duke of Albemarle, &c &c , on account 
of his being descended on the mother's side fiom Richard 
Beauchamp, Earl of Albemaile and Warwick. 

In 1666 he was united with the Duke of York, in command 
of the fleet that was sent against the Dutch. A dropsy 
carried him out of tlie world on the Srd day of J anuary, 1679, 
aged seventy-one years. His air was majestic, his counte- 
nance grave ; he was equal in his proceedings ; solid, and 
intrepid in his conduct. He kept the army under strict 
discipline, and set a noble example of virtue to his soldiers, 
being an enemy to drunkenness, blasphemy, and inconti- 
nence. Dbbbiox. 

The indefatigable perseverance, the impenetrable secrecy, 
the art of seizing the proper moment for action, enabled 
Mon<A to bring about the important event of the Restoration. 
He would not trust his own brother with his design, when 
Sir R. Grenville came to consult him on the subject. Not 
that any abilities alone could possibly have given him 
success, if the whole nation, tired and disgusted with the 
ahsiu^ties and the tyrannies of their rulers, had not been 
npe for a change, and united in a wish to recal the heir to 
the crown; so that Monck in reality, according to Mr. 
Walpole, only furnished a hand to the heart of the nation. 
Y’et this general must have been a man of greater talents 
than are usually supposed. After his death, a thin folio 
volume was published, entitled, “ Observations on Military 
and Political Affairs,” written by the Most Honourable 


I The blessed saints that watch’d this taming scene, 
I Did from their stars with joyfiil wonder lean. 

To see small clues draw vastest weights along, 
Hot in their bulk but in their order strong. 

Thus pencils can by one slight touch restore 
Smiles to that changed face that wept before. 
With ease such fond chimaaras we pursue. 

As flmcy firames for fancy to subdue : 

But when ourselves to action we betake, 

It shuns the mint like gold that chemists make. 
How hard was then his task 1 at once to be 
What in the body natural we see 1 
Man’s architect distinctly did ordain 
The charge of muscles, nerves, and of the brain, 
Through viewless conduits spirits to dispense ; 
The springs of motion from the seat of sense. 
’Twas not the hasty product of a day. 

But the well-ripen’d fruit of wise delay. 

He, like a patient angler, ere he strook, 

Would let him play a while upon the hook. 

Our healthful food the stomach labours thus. 

At first embracing what it straight doth cinish. 
Wise leeches will not vain receipts obtrude, 

While growing pains pronoimce the humours 
crude : 

Deaf to complaints they wait upon the ill, 

Till some safe crisis authorise iheir RkiTI. 

Hor could his acts too close a vizard wear. 

To ’scape their eyes whom guilt had taught to 
fear, i** 

And guard with caution that polluted nest. 
Whence Legion twice before was dispossess’d : 
Once sacred house ; which when they enter’d in. 
They thought the place could sanctify a sin ; 

Like those that vainly hoped kind Heaven would 
wink, 

While to excess on martyrs* tombs they drink 
And as devouter Turks first warn their souls 
To pari^ before they taste forbidden bowls : 

So these, when their black crimes they went about, 
First timely charm’d their useless conscience out 
Religion’s name against itself was made ; 

The shadow serv^ the substance to m\ade : 

Like zealous missions, they did care pretend 
Of souls in show, but made the gold their end. 

Th’ incensed powers beheld with scorn from high 
An heaven so far distant from the sky, 

Which durst, with horses’ hoofe that beat the 
ground 

And Tnarfini brass, belie thetbunderis sound. 

Twas hence at lei^h just vengeance thought it fit 
To speed their min by their impious wit ^ 

George Duke of Albemarle. He married a blacksmith’s 
daughter, a vroman of strong sense, -who governed her bus- 
band as Sarah Duchess of Marlborough did the Duke, and 
who is said to have been instrumental in promoong tha 
Restoration. Dr Johnson says, this passage down to verse 
178, contains a cluster of thoughts nnallied to each other, 
not to he elsewhere easily found. Db J. Wabton. 

Yer. 186. TFhiZe to excess on martyri ttmbs, &c.] This 
passage seems to allude to the extravagancies that are often 
committed by the vulgar Roman Catholics upon their pil- 
grimaging to the tombs of saints, where, after having per- 
formed the stated devotions, they too often launch mto the 
most hlameahle excesses, as if they imagined they had now 
fully expiated their former offences, and were at liberty to 
begin a new reckoning. Debeicb:. 

Yer. 187. And as devouter Turks, &c.] The Khoran ha^g 
prohibited the use of wine, when a Turk has a mind to 
indulge himself with the juice of the grape, he wains hi.*, 
soul to retire to some safe comer of his body, where it may 
he secured from the contamination, and consequently not 
liable to the punishment Debricbu 
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Thus Sforz^ cursed with a too fertile brain, 

Lost by his wiles the power his wit did 
Henceforth their fougue must spend at lesser rate, 
Than in its flames to wrap a nation’s fate. 

Suffer’d to live, they are like Helots set, ^ 
A virtuous shame within us to beget. 

For by example most we ainn’d before, 

And glass-like dearness mix’d with fimlty bore. 
But since reform’d by what we did amiss, 

We by our sufferings learn to prize our bliss : 
Like early lovers, whose unpractised hearts 
Were long the may-game of maHcioua arts. 

When once they 6id their jealousies were vain. 
With double heat renew their fires ag^ 

’Twas this produced the joy that hurried o’er 
Such swarms of English to the neighb’ring shore. 
To fetch that prize, by which Batavia made 
So rich amends for our impoverish’d trade. 

Oh had you seen from Schevelin’s barren shore, 
(Crowded with troops, and barren now no more,) 
Afflicted Holland to his farewell bring ^ 

True sorrow, Holland to regret a king 1 
While waiting him his royal fieet did ride. 

And willing winds to their low’rd sails denied. 
The wav’ring streamers, flags, and standart out, ^ 
The merry seamen’s rude but cheerful shout ; 
And last the cannons’ voice that shook the slries. 
And, as it feres in sudden ecstasies. 

At once bereft us both of ears and eyes. 

The Haseby, now no longer England’s shame, 

But better to be lost in Charles his name, 

(Like some unequal bride in nobler sheets) 
Eeceives her lord : the joyful London meets 
The princely York, himself alone a freight ; 

The Swift-sure groans beneath great Gloster’s 
weight : ^ 

Secure as when the halcyon breeds, with these, 
He that was bom to drown might cross the seas. 
Heaven could not own a Providence and take 
The wealth three nations ventured at a stake. 
The same indulgence Charles his voyage bless’d. 
Which in his right had miracles confess’d. 

The winds that never moderation knew, 

Afiuid to blow too much, too feintly blew : 

Ver. 205. they are like Helots, &c ] The Spartans, to 

deter their youth from intemperance, exposed their slaves, 
whom they called Helots, intoxicated with liquor, as public 
objects of derision. They were called Helots from Helos, a 
Laconian town, which heiug taken by the Spartans, they 
made all the inhabitants prisoners of war, and reduced them 
to the condition of slaves. Debbicb:. 

Ver. 207. For by eosampU most toe ainn'd before^ 

And fflas3-liM clearness mix'd with J¥axtty borei\ 
This is another conceit too curious to be omitted without 
censure. Johnson, Life of JDryden. 

John ‘Waeton’. 

Ver. 215.] To Dryden's flattery to Charles II. restored, 
we may apply the words of Tacitus “ Lsetantis, ut ferme 
ad nova imperia, nt gratiam vircsque apud novum princi- 
pem pararet”— Tacit, iii. John TVaeton. 

Ver. 224. And widing winds to their low’rd sails denied.'] 
Original edition. Todd. , 

Ver. 225. fiags, and standart on«,] Original edition. 

Todd. 

Ver. 231. Charles his nanie^ Original edition. 

Todd. 

Ver. 235. The Swift-sure groans beneath great Gloster^s 
weight:] From VirgiU 

“ simnl accipit alveo 

Ingentem JEneam, gemuit suh pondere cymba 
Sutilis.”~iEneid. vi. 412. John Wabtos. 

Ver. 242. The wiiids fftat never moderaUon Taiew, 

Afraid to blow too much, too fain&y him: 

Or, out of breath with joy, could not enlarge 
Thtir straiten'd lungs, or conscious of their charge? 


Or, out of breath with joy, could not enlarge 
Their straiten’d lungs, dr conscious of their 
charge. 

The British Amphitrite, smooth and clear, 

In richer azure never did appear ; 

Proud her returning Prince to entertain 
With the submitted fasces of the main. 

And welcome now, groat monarch, to your own ; 
Behold th’ approaching clifts of Albion : 

It is no longer motion cheats your view, 

As you meet it, the land approacheth you. 

The land returns, and, in the white it wears, 

The marks of penitence and sorrow beai'S. 

But you, whose goodness your descent doth show, 
Your heavenly parentage and eai-thly too ; 

How fer he was yet from thinking it necessaiy to found 
his sentiments on nature, appears from the extravagance of 
his fictions and hyperboles. — Johnson. John Warton. 

Ver. 244. Or, out of bread? Can Dryden have written so 
contemptible a line ? Dr. J. W aeton, 

Ver. 246. The British Amphitnte, smooth and clear, 

In 1 icher azure never did appear ;] 

Here he has his eye on his favourite Virgil, JEneid* 
lib viii.line86. 

" Thy bris efi, fluvium, qnam longa est, nocte tumcntem 
Leniit, et tacit3 refluens ita substitit imd3, 

Mitis ut in motem stagni placidmque paludis 
Stemeret »quor aquis, remo ut luctamen abesset.” 

John Waaton. 

Ver. 250. ATidwelcomenow,] Charles might have been 
restored on any terms, or under any limitations. Instead 
of this, he came In almost without conditions. He obtained 
the most unlimited confidence, before he had taken one step 
to deserve it; and he lived to acquire as absolute an 
authority as his unhappy father had ever possessed— he 
lived to govern wi'hout Parliaments. To point out par- 
ticularly what might have been, or ought to have been 
done on this occasion, might be an invidious task, and 
would far exceed the limits of this discourse. But most 
certainly our ancestors should not have been content with 
less than was actually obtained in a later period; should 
have attempted, at least, to prevent a return of the calami- 
ties they hod suffered; and to form an establishment, which 
might secure them in the most effectual manner, both ft’ora 
tyranny and faction. By neglecting to obtain tins security, 
the men who placed Charles on the throne, exposed both 
church and state to the utmost danger. The returning 
monarch, void of every religious and every moral principle, 
was leady tc sacrifice the 'ate of Europe to the capiice or 
the cunning of a mistress; and studied to subvert the liber- 
ties of his people, not from any reputable principle of am- 
bition or honour, but that he might, without difficulty, and 
without opposition, employ the hands and purses of his lov- 
ing subjects in ministering to his royal pleasures. It was 
not indeed long before his subjects were awakened froiq 
tlielr dream of happiness, but it bad like to have been too 
late. Never was the whole machinery of opposition put iu 
motion with more art and address, and (to say the truth) 
with less restraint from principles of justice and honour. 
Yet all this was found too little. Charles, though obliged to 
give way for a time, was able at last to surmount the 
utmost efforts of his enemies; and had either his life been 
prolonged, or had his successor trodden in the same steps, 
the hberties of Britain were no more.” 

No apology shall be made for the length of this passage, 
so present with solid sense and knowledge of the true con- 
stitution of Great Britain, which is taken from the discourses 
of a man fex above the narrow views of any party; of an 
enlarged mind and manly spirit, enriched with a variety of 
solid learning, which he always imparted in a style pure 
and energetic. Need I name Dr. Balguy? Dr. J. Waeton. 
Ver. 252. It is no longer moUon cheats your view, 

As you meet it, the land approa/dwth you. 

The land returns, and, in the white it wears, 

The marks of penitence and sorrow bears? 

**I know not whether tiiis fancy, however little he its 
vadue, was not borrowed. A French poet read to Malherbe 
some verses, in which he represents France as rising out of 
Its place to receive the King. * Though this,’ said Malherbe, 

' was in my time, I do not remember it,’ Johnson 

John VVaeton. 
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By that same mildness, which, your father’s crown 
Before did ravish, shall secure your own. 

Not tied to rules of policy, you find, ^ 

Revenge less sweet than a foigiving mind. 

Thus, when the Almighty woSd to Moses give 
A sight of all he could behold and hve ; 

A voice before his entiy did proclaim 
Long-sufifeiing, goodness, mercy, in his name. ^ 
Your power to justice doth submit your cause. 
Tour goodness only is above the laws ; 

Whose rigid letter, while pronounced by you. 

Is softer made. So winds that tempests brew. 
When through Arabian groves they take their 
flight, sro 

Made wanton with rich odours, lose their spite. 

And as those lees, that trouble it, refine 
The agitated soul of generous wine : 

So tears of joy, for your returning, spilt, 

Work out, and expiate our former guilt ^ 
Methinks I see those crowds on Dover's strand. 
Who, in their haste to welcome you to land. 
Choked up the beach with their still growing ^ore. 
And made a wilder torrent on the shore : 

While, spurr’d with eager thoughts of past de- 
light, '-SO 

Those, who had seen you, court a second sight ; 
Preventing still your steps, and making haste 
To meet you often, whereso'er you pass'd. i 


Ver. 281. Those, who had seen yoii,\ Among the many 
characters drawn of this prince, that given ns by the Puke 
of Buckingham, who knew liim well, beems to be^rawn with 
accuracy and spirit, with a few sprinklings of paitiality. 

" His understanding was quick and lively in little things, 
and sometimes would soar high enough in great ones, hut 
unable to keep it up writh any long attention or applicarion. 
Witty in all sorts of conversation, and telling a story so 
well, that not out of flattery, but for the pleaswe of hearing 
it, we used to seem ignorant of what he had repeated to us , 
ten times before, as a good comedy will hear the being seen 
often. Of a wonderful mixture, losing all his time, and, till j 
of late, setting his whole heart on the fair sex ; yet neither | 
angiy with rivals, nor in the least nice as to the being | 
beloved ; and while he sacrificed all things to his mistresses, | 
he would use to grudge and be uneasy at their losing a little I 
of it again at play, thougff never so necessary for their 
diversion; nor would he venture five pounds at tennis to j 
those servants, who might obtain as many thousands, either 
before he came thither, or as soon as he left off. Kot false I 
to his word, but fiiU of dissimulalion, and very adroit at it ; 
yet no man easier to be imposed on, for his great dexterity 
was in cozening himself, by gaining a little one way, while 
it cost him ten limes as much another ; and by caressing 
those persons most who had deluded him the ofleiiesi, and 
yet the quickest in the world at spying such a ridicule in 
another. Familiar, easy, and good-natured, but for great 
offences severe and inflexible , also in one week’s absence 
quite forgetting those servants to whose faces he could 
scarcely deny any^ng. In the midst of all his remissness, 
so industrious and indefatigahle on some particular occa- 
sions, that no man would either toil longer, or be able to 
manage it better. He was so liberal as to ruin his affairs 
by it ; for want in a King of England turns things just 
upside down, and exposes a prince to bis people’s mercy. 
Jt did yet worse in him, for it forced him also to depend on 
his great neighbour of France, He had so natural an aver- 
sion to all formality, that with as much wit as most kings 
ever had, and with as maj^tic a mien, yet he could not on 
premeditation act the part of a King for a moment^ either 
At Parliament or Council, either in words or gestures, which 
carried hiTn into the other extreme, more inconvenient of 
the two, of letting all distinction and ceremony fall to the 
ground as useless and foppish. His temper, both of body 
and mind, was admirable; which made bun an easy gene- 
rous lover, a civil obliging husband, a friendly brother, an 
indulgent father, and a good-natured master. If he had 
been as solicitous about improving the faculties of his mind, 
as he was in the management of his bodily health, though, 
alas ! the one proved imahle to make Ms life long, the other 
had not failed to have made It famous." Hr, J . W aston. 


How shall I speak of that tritunphant day, 

When you renew’d th’ e^iring pomp of May i ^ 
(A month that owns an interest in your name : 
You and the flowers are its pecjuliar claim.) 

That star that at your birth shone out so bright, 
It stain’d the duller sun's meridian light, 

Did once again its potent fires renew, 

Guiding our eyes to find and worship you. 

And now Tune’s whiter series is h^un, 

Which in soft centuries shall smoothly run : 
Those clouds, that overcast your mom, shall fly, 
Dispell’d to ferthest comers of the sky. 

Our nation with united interest blest, 

Not now content to poiz^ shall sway the rest 
Abroad your empire shall no limits know, 

But, like the sea, in boundless circles flow. 

Yonr much-loved fleet shall, with a wide command. 
Besiege the petty monarchs of the land : 

And as old Time his ofispring swallow’d down, 
Our ocean in its depths ^ seas shall drown. 

Their wealthy trade from pirates’ rapine free. 

Our merchants shall no more adventurers be : ^ 
Nor in the farthest east those dangers fear. 

Which humble Holland must dissemble here. 
Spain to your gift alone ber Indies owes ; 

For what the powerful takes not he bestows : 

And France, that did an exile's presence fear, 

May justly apprehend you still too near. 

At borne ihe hateful names of parties ceas^ 
And factious souls are wearied into peace. 

The discontented now are only they. 

Whose crimes before did your just cause betray : 
Of those your edicts some reclaim from sins, 

But most your life and blest example wins. 

Oh happy prince whom Heaven hath taught the 
way 

By paying vows to have more vows to pay ! 

Oh happy age ! Oh times like those alone, 

By fate reserved for great Augustus’ throne ! 
■^eu the joint growth of arms and art foreshow 
The world a monarch, and that monarch you. 


Ver. 316. /rotn sins,] Original edition. In Derrick’s 

edition, Jrom sin. Todd. 

Ver. 317. example wins-J 0^ig^nal edition. In Der- 
rick’s edition, example vin. Todd. 

Ver. 320. Oh happy age /] But these days of felicity and 
joy lasted not long. Discontents arose, and many writers 
agMnst the Court appeared. Among the rest was a man of 
a great ftind of wit and learning, of a severe and sarcastic 
turn, and of irreproachable life and conversation. This 
man was Andrew Marvel, who wrote equally well in prose 
and in verse. Swift has done justice to liis Rehearsal 
transposed, from wMch in truth Swift borrowed largely. 
His satires in verse were numerons, particularly,^ To the 
Kmg, Nostradamus's Prophecy, Clarendons House-Warming, 
Eogal Besohitions, Hkdogue between two Horses, Octana and 
Brxtaimia, Though he certainly cannot, as a poet, be in 
general compared, with Dryden, particularly in point of 
numbers, wMch are harsh and rough, yet in all these pieces, 
strong thinking, and strong painting, and capital strokeh of 
satire, appear. The story of his reftising a ]^nsion, ofifer*^ 
him in a polite manner by Lord Danhy, who waited on him 
in person, is well known. If he was grossly abused by 
Parker in Ms Latin commentaries, yet amends were made 
Viim hy an elegant compliment in his Ode to Independency, 
Indeed it was honour enough to Marvel to be joint Latin 
Secretary with Mdton, and to be his confidential friend. 
Marvel cer^inly wrote those fine six Latin lines addressed 
to Christina, Queen of Sweden, printed in the second volume 
of Milton. De. J. Wab,tok. 

I tMnk that Milton, and not Marvel, wrote the verses to 
Christina. Nor am I singular in this opinion- See the 
note on the lines in the sixth volume of the edition ot 
Milton, published in 1801, and in the seventh of that in 
1809. Todd. 
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TO HIS SACKED MAJESTY. 


TO HIS SACRED MAJESTY. 

A. PANEGTBIO OW HIS COEONATIOH. 

In that -wild deluge where the world was drown’d, 
■When life and sin one common tomb had found. 
The first small prospect of a rising hill 
With various notes of joy the ark did fill ; 

Yet when that flood in its own depths was drown’d. 
It left behind it false and slippery ground ; ® 

And the more solemn pomp was still deferr’d, 

Till new-born nature in fresh looks appear’d. 
Thus, royal sir, to see you landed here. 

Was cause enough of triumph for a year : 

Nor would your care those glorious joys repeat. 
Till they at once might be secure and great : 

TiU your kind beams, by their continued stay. 
Had warm’d the ground, and call’d the damps 
away. 

Such vapours, while your powerful influence dries. 
Then soonest vanish when they highest rise. 

Had greater haste these sacred ntes prepared. 
Some guilty months had in your triumphs shared : 
But tins untainted year is ^1 your own ; 

Tour glories may without our crimes be shown. 
We h^ not yet exhausted all our store, 

When you refresh’d our joys by adding more ; 

As heaven, of old, dispensed celestial dew, 

You gave us manna, and still give us new. 

Now our sad ruins axe removed from sight, ^5 
The season too comes fr’aught with new delight ; 
Time seems not now beneath his yeara to stoop, 
Nor do his win^ with sickly feathers droop : 

Soft western winds waft o’er the gaudy spiing, 
And open’d scenes of flowers and blossoms bring, 
To grace this happy day, while you appear, 

Not king of us alone, but of the year. 

All eyes you diw, and with the eyes the heart : 
Of your own pomp yourself the greatest part : 
Loud shouts tile nation’s happiness proclaim, ^ 
And heaven this day is feasted with your name. 
Tour cavalcade the fair spectators view. 

From their high standings, yet look up to you. 
From your brave train each singles out a prey. 
And longs to date a conquest from your ^y. 
Now charged with blessings while you seek repose, 
OflB.cious slumbers haste your eyes to close ; 

vitld deluffe toTisre the world w(ts drown'd^ 
His poem on the Coronatjon has a more uniform tenor 
of thought, says the great Johnson. It is in truth an 
uninterrupted aeries of flattery. 

Fluinina turn lactis, turn flumina nectaris ibant. 

Ver.^ Thomas, Lord Fairfax, -wrote a copy of verses 
on tile horse upon which Charles II. rode at his Coiouation. 
bred and presented by him to the King, notwithstandinir 
Fairfax’s former conduct. Dr. J. Wabton. ** 

jp t’ charged with hleasings wMU ym seek repose. 
As many odoriferous bodies are observed to diffuse 
Finn ^thout sensible diminu- 

J weight; he appears never to have 

Ws? w T nnnt of flattery by his expenses, however 
lavish. He had all the forms of excellence, intellectual 
andww Ms mind, with endless variation ; 

P scattered on the hero of the day the golden 

wished fo 

^ morrow, new wit and virtue of 

to^ d^eehnA^th^' meanness he never seems 

practice, or lament the necessity: he con- 
gfi-at as entitled to encomiastic homage, and 
brings praise ratlier as a tribute tlian a gift,- -more de- 


And glorious dreams stand ready to restore 
The pleasing shapes of all you saw before. 

Next to the sacred temple you are led, 

Where waits a crown for your more sacred head ; 
How justly from the Church that crown is due, 
Preserved from ruin, and restored by you ! 

The grateful choir their harmony employ. 

Not to make greater, but more solemn joy. 
Wrapt soft and warm your name is sent on high. 
As fliames do on the wings of incense fly : 

Music herself is lost, in vain she brings 
Her choicest notes to praise the best of kings : 
Her melting stimns in you a tomb have found, “ 
And lie like bees in their own sweetness d^o^vn’d- 
He that brought peace, all discord could atone. 
His name is music of itself alone. 

Now, while the sacred oil anomts your head, 

And fragrant scents, begun from you, are spread 
Through thelarge dome, the people’s joyful sound. 
Sent back, is still preserved in hallow’d ground ; 
Which, in one blessing mix’d, descends on you ; 
As heighten’d spirits iill in richer dew. 

Not that our Tvashes do increase your store, 

Full of yourself, you can admit no more. 

We add not to yonr glory, but employ 
Our time, like angels, in expressing joy. 

Nor is it duty, or our hopes alone. 

Create that joy, but full fruition : to 

We know those blessings, which we must possess, 
And judge of futoe by past happiness. 

No promise can oblige a prince so much 
Still to be good, as long to have beon such, 

A noble emulation heats your breast, 

And your own fame now robs you of your rest. 
Good actions still must be maintain’d with good. 
As bodies nourish’d with resembling food. 

You have already quench’d sedition’s brand ; 

And zeal, which burnt it, only warms the land 
The jealous sects, that dare not trust their cause, 
So from their own will as to the laws, 

You for their umpire and their synod take, 

And their appeal alone to Csesar make. 

Kind Heaven so rare a temper did provide, 

That guilt, repentmg, might in it confide. 

Among our crimes oblivion may be set ; 

But ’tis our king^B perfection to forget. 

Virtues unknown to these rough northern climes 
From milder heavens you bring -without their 
crimes. ^ 

Your cahimess does no after-storms pro-ride, 

Nor seeming patience mortal anger hide. 

When empire first from famihes did spring. 

Then every father govern’d as a king : 

But you, that are a sovereign prince, allay **** 
Imperial power with your paternal sway. 

From those great cares when ease your soul 
imbends. 

Your pleasures are design’d to noble ends : 

Bom to command the mistress of the seas. 

Your thoughts themselves in that blue empire 
please. 

lighted -with the fertility of his invention than mortified 
by the prostitution of his judgment”— Johnson’s Life of 
Dryden. John Wabton. 

Ver.81. The jealous sects,'] It is finely and acutely 
observed hy Des Cartes, m Fissertatione de Methodo, that 
the Spartan commonwealth flourished so eminently not ao 
much because it -was governed by a body of la-ws, that -weie 
good in themselves, but because ‘*ab uno tantilm legisla- 
tore conditaj, sibi omnes consentiebant, atque in eiindetb 
scopum colliroabant.” Br. J. War-j’on. 



TO THE LOED CHAKCELLOR HYDK 


Hither in summer evenings you repair 
To taste the fraicheur of the purer air : 
Undaunted here you ride, -when winter raves, 


With CiBsar’s heart that rose above the waves. 
More I could sing, but fear my numbers stays ; 
Ko loyal subject dares that courage praise. 

In stately fngates most delight you find, 

Where weU-(&awn battles fire your martial mind. 
What to your cares we owe, is learnt from hence. 
When even your pleasures serve for our defence. 
Beyond your court fl.ows in th’ admitted tide, 
W’biere in new depths the wondering fishes glide: 
Here in a royal bed the waters sleep ; 

When, tired at sea, within this bay they creep. 
Here the mistrustftil fowl no harm suspects, 

So safe ai’e all things which our Tnng protects. 
From your loved Thames a blessmg yet is due. 
Second alone to that it brought in you; 

A queen, near whose chaste womb, ordain’d by 
fate, 

The souls of kings unborn for bodies wait. ^ 
It was your love before made discord cease : 

» Your love is destined to your country’s peace. 
Both Indies, rivals in your bed, provide 
With gold or jewels to adorn your bride. 

This to a mighty king presents rich ore, ^ 
WTiile that with incense does a god implore. 

Two kingdoms wait your doom, and, as you choose. 
This must receive a crown, or that must lose. 
Thus, jfrom your royal oak, like Jove’s of old. 

Are answers sought, and destinies foretold : ^ 

Propitious oracles are begg’d with vows. 

And crowns that ^ow upon the sacred boughs. 
Your subjects, while you weigh the nation’s fate, 
Suspend to both their doubtM love or hate : 
Choose only, sir, that so they may possess, 

With their own peace their children’s happiness. 

Ver. 102. To taste the fraiclieur of the purer air,] 

“ Diyden had a vanity unirorthy of his abilities ; to shew, 
as may be suspected, the lauk of the company with whom 
he lived, by the use of French words, which had then crept 
into conversation; such as fraieheur for coolriess, jougue for 
tut bulmce, and a few more, none of which the language has 
incorporated or retained. They continue only where they 
stood perpetual warnings to future innovators.” 

— Johnson’s Life of Dryden. Jobqt Wjurton. 

Ver. 104. With Goesafs heart that rose, &c.] Csesar, 
when in some danger on hoard shiR observing the mariners 
affrighted, bade them remember they carried Coeaoar and hvs 
K fortvne. Deerick. 

Ver. 136. their cAiMreTi’s] What effect this 

poem might have on the public mind we know not ; hut the 
effect of another poem, the incomparable Ei^ibras, a as 
r deep, universal, and lasting. This work is original in oar 
I language, though the idea is evidently taken finm Don 
I Quixote. The wit of Entler is inexhaustible, and moie 
1 new images are brought together than are to be found in 
any language. A want of events and action is tlie only 
, blemish to be discerned. No writer has displayed aucli a 
1 fund of various learning, nor applied it with such dexterity. 
The measure, though blamed by Dryden, is exactly suited 
to the subject. It will remain an eternal disgrace to 
Chai-les II not to have rewarded amply this singular 
genius, so useful to his cause and government. The 
4 S'ai«fi published in Fiance, 1697, had a similar 

effect in that country. The piesideut Senault, one of the 
most carious and accurate of all their writers, informs us, 
p, 38^ 4to, that Le Bot, canon of Itouen, was the sole author 
of the Catholicon. Passerat and Sapm composed the vei&e 
part ; M. Gillot composed the harangue of the Cardinal 
Legate ; F. Pithou that of M. d’Auhrai; and Bapin that of 
the Archbishop of Lyons. “ Perhaps,” says Menaidt, “ the 
Satire MmippU was not of less use to Henry IV. than the 
battle of Ivn. Ridicule has more force tliau we can well 
Imagine." Dr.J.WAETOK. 


THE LORD CHANCELLOR HYDE.* 

PRESENTED ON NEW YFAE’S DAT, 1662 


My Lord, 

While flattering crowds officiously appear, 

To give themselves, not you, an happy year ; 
And by the greatness of their presents prove 
How much they hope, but not how well they 
love; 


I * Edward Earl of Clarendon, to whom this poem is 
' addressed, having followed the fortune of the King, was 
; appointed Secretary of State at Bruges, and constituted 
Lord High Chancellor of England on the demise of Sir 
Richard Lane. He was confimed in this last post at the 
Restoration, when he was also chosen Chancellor of the 
University of Oxford, in the room of the Duke of Somei> 
set, and created Baron Hindon, Viscount Combury, and 
I Earl of Clarendon. He was too honest for a court; his 
I jilain deahng and integrity ruined him. The King, aban- 
I <loned to pleasure, was impatient of admonition, and Hyde 
was not sparing of it: this paved the wav for his disgrace. 
He was prosecuted with great acrimony by the Earl ot 
, Biistol, a ho impeached him in the House of Peers. 

. Finding his party too weak to support him, he retired to 
: Ronen, where he died in 1674. He is said to have been 
concerned in selling Dunkirk to the French. He was an 
able lawyer, a great statesman, and an elegant writer. 
Derrick. 

Ver. 1. While Mattering crotods'] Few pieces of biography 
are so interesting as the lift of Lord Clarendon, written by 
himsel)^ and published from his original manuscripts by 
the University of Oxford. In which is given, with open- 
ness and frankness, an account of his early habits and 
studies, and intimacy with the greatest men of that age, 
whose characters he has drawn with a masterly hand. He 
soon became eminent both at the bar and in Parliament; 
and entering into the King's service at the commwcement 
of the civil wars, soon rose to such a degree iu his favour 
and friendship, that the King entrusted him to draw up 
several very important state papers, published in the 
King’s own name, and supposed to he his own prodnctions 
He followed Charles II. into exile, shared all his fortunes, 
and continued his faithful adviser till the Restoration. 
Bnmet^ who did not love him, says he used to give his 
advice in too magisterial a manner; and it is certain that 
Charles II. had always for him more veneration than 
affection. As he never degraded himself by flattering the 
Duchess of Portsmouth, and showed a marked contempt of 
^ the dehanched parasites that surrounded his master, they 
! employed every possible method of wit and ridicule to 
; depreciate him in the eyes of Ms master, who, when Buck- 
ingham imitated the gait and air, and solemn step of the 
Chancellor, had the weakness to join in the laugh. But 
what chiefly alienated tlie King’s regard for Mm, and in 
truth provoked a deep indignation, was, that Clarendon 
eugag^ the Duke of Richmond to marry the beautiful Mrs. 
Stua^ with whom the King was violently in love So 
that when the Sectarists, the Catholics, and even some 
! di>>appointed Royalists, all joined in enmity to Clarendon, 
and laid to his charge all the misfortimes tliat had befallen 
the kingdom — ^the iSid payment of the seamen, the sale of 
Dunkirk, the disgrace at Chatham, and an unsuccessful 
war— the King, with matchless ingratitude, gave up into 
the hands of his enemies his old, able, and faithful coun- 
sellor, who was immediately impeached by both Houses of 
Parliament. He therefore thought proper to retire to 
France, where he lived privately for six years, and wrote 
his History of the Civil Wan. ; a work which, notwithstand- 
ing sums (perliaps poi-donahJe) partialities, will for ever ho 
read with attention and applause ; and is in truth com- 
posed with a dignity, majesty, and strength of style, rarely 
to be found in modem history. The praises of twenty 
such poets as Dryden could not have conferred such labting 
honour on Lord Clarendon as those words of the virtnous 
Earl of Southampton, at the Council Board: " This man," 
said he, “ is a true Protestant, and an honest Englishman 
and while he enjoys power, we are secure of our laws, 
liberties, and religion. I dread the consequeaces of his 
removal.” Dr. J. Warton. 


14 


TO THE LORD CHAITCELLOR HYDE. 


The Muses, who your early courtship boast, * 
Though nowyour flames are with their beauty lost, 
Yet watch their time, that, if you have forgot 
They were your mistresses, the world may not : 
Decay’d by time and wars, they only prove 
Their former beauty by your former love ; 

And now pr^ent, as ancient ladies do. 

That, courted long, at length are forced to woo. 
For still they look on you with such kind eyes, 
As those that see the Church’s sovereign rise ; 
From their own order chose, in whose high state. 
They think themselves the second choice of fate. 
When our great monarch into exile went, 

Wit and religion suffer’d banishment. 

Thus once, when Troy was wrapp’d in fire and 
smoke, 

The helpless gods their burning shrines forsook ,* 
They with the vanquish’d prince and party go. 
And leave their temples empty to the foe. 

At length the Muses stand, restored again 
To that great charge which nature did ordain; 
And their loved Druids seem revived by fate, 
While you dispense the laws, and guide the state. 
The nation’s soul, our monarch, does dispense, 
Through you, to us his vital influence ; 

You are the channel, where those spirits flow, 
And work them higher, as to us they go. 

In open prospect nothing bounds our eye. 

Until the earth seems join’d unto the sky : 

So in this hemisphere our utmost view 
Is only bomided by our king and you : 

Our sight is limited where you are j oin’d, ss 
And beyond that no farther heaven can find. 

So well your virtues do with his agree. 

That, though your orbs of different greatness he, 
Yet both are for each other^s use disposed, 

His to inclose, and yours to be inclosed. 

Nor could another in your room have been, 
Except an emptiness had come between. 

Well may he then to you his cares impart. 

And share his burden where he shares his heait. 
In you his sleep stiU wakes ; his pleasures find 
Th^ share of business in your labouring mind. 
So when the weary sun his place resigns, 

He leaves his light, and by reflection shines. 

Justice, that sits and frowns where public laws 
Exclude soft mercy from a private causq, ^ 


Ver. 20. /lOptess ffois] I will here offer pert of Mer- 
rick’s observation on a passage in Ms translation of Try- 
pModorus, p. 102,— « We leam from ,®8cbylus CE<rT* sjrJ 
0^. V. 2^.) that it was a common opinion among 
ancients that the tutelary gods of every city withdrew 
from It when it was going to he taken. The scholiast on 
JEschylus farther informs us, that Sophodea wrote a play 
called SMtvtjjiogei, in which the gods of the Trojans were 
introduced retiring from the city, and carrying their 
images with them. What Tryphiodoms feigns of Apollo’s 
quitting Troy, just before its destruction, is related by 
Virgil concerning the other deities of the Trojans, JB^n. ii. 
351* 

' ExcessSre omnes, adytia arisque rellctls, 

Dl, quibus impenum hoe steterat’ 

And Petronius Arbiter says, 

* Peritura Troja perdidit primfim deos.’ 

Nor is this fiction to he found in the poets only, hut is 
likewise preserved in some of the ancient Mstorians,” 
See the whole note. Todd. 

Ver. 4S. JSe leawa Aw lights md ly rejUcdon sAinss.] The 
same sentiment is repeated in the Aimm MircdnliSf st. 253. 

" His beams he to his royal brother lent, 

And so shone still in his reflective light.” 

Todd. 


In your tribunal most herself does please ; 

There only smiles because she lives at ease ; 

And, like young David, finds her strength the more. 
When disencumber’d from those arms she wore. _ 
Heaven would our royal master should exceed 
Most in that virtue, which we most did need ; 
And his mild father (who too late did find 
All mercy, vain but what with power was join’d) 
His fatal goodness left to fitter times. 

Not to increase, but to absolve, our crimes : ^ 

! But when the heir of this vast treasure knew 
How large a legacy was left to you, 

(Too ^eat for any subject to retain) 

He wisely tied it to the crown again : ^ 

Yet, passing through your hands, it gathers more, 
As streams, through mines, hear tincture of their 
ore. 

While empiric politicians use deceit. 

Hide what they give, and cure hut by a cheat ; 
You boldly show that skill which they pretend, ^ 
And work by means as noble as your end ; 

Which should you veil, we might unwind the clue. 
As men do nature, till we came to you. 

And as the Indies were not found, before 
Those rich perfumes, which, from the happy shore, 
The winds upon their balmy wings convey’d, 
Whose guilty sweetness first their world betray’d ; 
So by your counsels we are brought to view 
A rich and undiscover’d world in you. 

By you our monarch does that fame assure, 

T^ch Idngs must have, or cannot live secure : 
For prosperous princes gain their subjects’ heax’t, 
Who love thatpraise in which themselves have part. 
By you he fits those subjects to obey. 

As heaven’s eternal monarch does convey 
His power unseen, and man, to his designs ^ 
By Ms bright ministers the stars, inclines. 

Our setting sun, fr’om his declining seat. 

Shot beams of kindness on you, not of heat : 

And, when his love was bounded in a few. 

That were unhappy that they might be time, 

Made you the favourite of his last sad times, 

That is a sufferer in Ms subjects’ crimes : 

Thus those first favours you received, were soiit, 
Like heaven’s rewards in eartMy punishment. 

Yet fortune, conscious of your destiny, 

E’en then took care to lay you softly by ; 

And wrapp’d your fate among her precious things, 
Kept fresh to be unfolded with your king’s. 

Shown all at once you dazzled so our eyes, 

As new-born Pallas did the gods surprise : 

When, springing forth from Jove’s new closing 
wound. 

She struck the warlike spear into the ^ound ; 
WMch sprouting leaves did suddenly inclose, 

And peaceful olives shaded as they rose. 


Ver. 66. As strtams, through mines, 'bear tincture of their 
or«.] So Milton of the river Tamar in Cormrall. Epl- 
tapo. Damon. 

« fjisca metallis 

Tamara.” John Wahton. 

Ver. 67. WhUe empiric] Our kno-nrledge in politics, says 
Hume, is even yet imperfect; we know not to what de- 
grees human virtue or vice may he carried. Even Ma- 
cMavel is an imperfect and mistaken politician. Modem 
monarchies, he adds, are grown mild and improved ; hut 
this is owing to manners, and to the progress of sense and 
philosophy. Dr. J. WAaroN. 

Ver, 87. Our setting sun,] Charles I. employed him in 
writing some of his declarations. Dr. J. Wabtoh, 
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How strangely active are the arts of peace, 
Whose restless motions less than war’s do cease I 
Peace is not freed from labour but fi’om noise ; 
And war more force, but not more pains employs: 
Such is the mighty swiftness of your mind, 

That, like the earth, it leaves our sense behind, 
While you so smoothly turn and roll our sphere. 
That rapid motion does but rest appear. 

For, as in nature’s swiftness, with the throng 
Of flying orbs while ours is borne along. 

All seems at rest to the deluded eye, 

Moved by the soul of the same harmony. 

So, carried on by your unwearied care. 

We rest in peace and yet in motion share. 

Let envy then those crimes within you see. 

From which the happy never must be free ; ^ 

Envy, that does with misery reside, 

The joy and the revenge of ruin’d pride. 

Think it not hard, if at so cheap a rate 
You can secure the constancy of fate, 

WHiose kmdness sent what does their malice seem. 
By lesser iUs the greater to redeem. 

Nor can we this weak shower a tempest call. 

But drops of heat, that in the sunshine falL 
You have already wearied fortune so. 

She cannot farther be your friend or foe ; 

But sits all breathless, and admires to feel 
A fate so weighty, that it stops our wheel. 

In all things else above our humble fate. 

Your equal mind yet swells not into state. 

But, like some mountain in those happy isles, 
Where in perpetual spring young nature smiles. 
Your greatness shows : no horror to affright. 

But trees for shade, and flowers to court the sight: 
Sometimes the hill submits itself a while 
La small descents, which do its height beguile ; i'*® 
And sometimes mounts, but so as billows play. 
Whose rise not hinders but makes short our way. 
Your brow which does no fear of thunder know, 
Sees rolling tempests vainly beat below ; 

And, like Olympus’ top, th’ impression wears 
Of love and friendship writ in former years. 

Yet, unimpair’d with labours, or with timci, 

Your age but seems to a new youth to climb. 
Thus heavenly bodies do our time beget. 

And measure change, but diare no part of it. 


Yer. 109. Such is iAe mighty \ “ In this comparison,” Dr. 
Johnson says, “the mind perceives enough to be de- 
lighted, and readily forgives its obscurity for its magnifi- 
cence.” I own I think its obscurity so gross that it cannot 
be forgiven, and its magnificence lost by its no-meamng. 
Dr. J. Wabtos. 

Yer. 119. Let envy then] Great ministers, in all a^ 
and countries, have ever been attacked by satirical wits. 
Above one hundred and fifly-nine severe invectives were 
written against Cardinal Mazarin, many of them bv 
Scarron and Sandrieourt, which have been collected and 
called the Mdzaranides. Dr. J. YTabtox. 

Yer. 139. Sometimes the hiU submits itself a while 
In small descents^ 

“ qui &e subducere colles 

Incipiunt, mollique jugum demittere clivo.” 

V irgil, Eel. IX. 8. 

John Wabton. 

Yer. 143. Tour brow, which does no fear of thunder knowj 
Sees rolling tempests vainly beat below ;] 

I cannot readily turn either to the passage or author of 
the following reflection “ Great men ought not to listen 
to, or even hear, the mean cries of envy. Atlas, who sup- 
ports the heavens, hears not from his height the roaring 
and heating of the waves of the sea at his feet” John 
Wart^- 

Yer. 149. Thus heavenly] Dr. Johnson is of opinion that 
“in this poem he seems to have collected all his powers.” 


And still it shall without a weight increase. 
Like this new-year, whose motions never cease. 
For since the glorious course you have begun 
Is led by Charles, as that is by the sun. 

It must both weightless and immortal prov^ ’ 
Because the centre of it is above. 


SATIRE ON THE DUTCH. 


WRITTEN nr THE TEAR ! 


As needy gallant^ in the scrivener’s hands. 

Court the rich knaves that gripe their mortgaged 
lands; 

The first fat buck of all the season’s sent, 

And keeper takes no fee in compliment ; 

The dotage of some Englishmen is such, * 

To fawn on those, who min them, the Dutch. 
Tliey ^all have aJl, rather than roake a war 
With those, who of the same religion are. 

The Straits, the Guiney-trade, -thie herrings too; 
Nay, to keep friendship, they shall pickle you. ^ 
Some are resolved not to find out the cheat, 

But, cuckold-lik^ love them that do the feat. 
YThat injuries soe’er upon us fall. 

Yet still the same reli^on answers all 
Religion wheedled us to civil war, ^ 

Drew English blood, and Dutchmen’s now would 
spare. 

Be guU’d no longer ,* for you Tl find it tm^ 

They have no more religion, feith I than you. 
Interest ’s the god they wor^p in their stsLbe, 
And we, I take it, have not much of that * 
Well monarchies may own religion’s name. 

But states are atheists in their very frrama • 
They share a sin ; and such proportions fell, 

Tha]^ like a stink, ’tis nothing to them all. 

Think on their raping felsehood, cruelty, ® 
And that what once they wer^ they still would be. 
To one well-bom the ofifront is worse and more. 
When be ’s abused and baffled by a boor. 

With an ill grace the Hutch their misqhiefe do ; 
They *ve botii iU nature and ill manners too. ** 
Well may they boast themselves an ancient 
nation; 

For they were bred ere manners were in fediion : 
And their new commonwealth has set them frree 
Onlyfirom honour and civility. 

Venetians do not more uncouthly ride, * 

Than did their lubber state mankind bestride. 

I Their sway became them with as ill a mien. 

As their own paunches swell above their chin. 
Yet is their empire no trae growth but humour. 
And only two kings’ touch can cure the tumour. 

I sbonld lament if this irere true. But then he adds, “ He 
has concluded with lines of which 1 thiak not uiTseii 
obliged to teU the meaning.” Dr. J. 'Wabton. 

* This poem is no more than a prologue^ a little altered, 
prefixed to our author's tragedy of Amboy oa. Derrick. 

Yer. 35. Venetians do not more uncouthly ride,] Horses 
are almost useless in Teuice from its situation, there being 
canals in every street, so that it cannot be thought the 
Yeneuaus aie expert jockies: besides, “ To ride as badly 
as a grandee of Yenice,” is become a proverb all over 
Italy. Derrick. 
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TO HER ROYAL HIGHHESS THE DUCHESS. 


As Cato, fruits of Afric did display; 

Let us before our eyes their Indies lay : 
All loyal English wUl like him conclude ; 
Let Csesar liTe, and Carthage be subdued. 


TO HER ROYAL HIGHNESS 
THE DUCHESS.* 

On tlie MemoraWe Victoiy gamed by tbe Duke over tVie Hollanders, 
June 3, 166a, and on her Journey afreni'arda into the North. 


Madams 

When for our sakes, your hero you resign'd 
To swelling seas, and every faithless wind ; 

When you released his courage, and set free 
A valour fatal to the enemy; 

You lodged your countr/s cares within your 
breast, 6 

(The mansion where soft love should only rest :) 
And, ere our foes abroad were overcome, 

The noblest conquest you had gain’d at home. 
Ah, what concerns did both your souls divide ! 
Your honour gave us what your love denied : “ 
And ’twas for him much easier to subdue 
Those foes he fought with, than to part fi*om you. 
That glorious day, which two such navies saw, 

As each unmatch’d might to the world give law. 
Neptune, yet doubtful whom he should obey, 
Held to them both the trident of the sea : 

The winds were hush’d, the waves in ranks were 
cast. 

As awfully as when God’s people past : 

Thpse, yet uncertain on whose sails to blow, w 
‘ These, where the wealth of nations ought to flow. 
Then with the duke jour highness ruled the day : 
While all the brave did his command obey. 

The fliir and pious under you did pray. 

How powerful are chaste vows 1 the wind and 
tide 

You bribed to combat on the English side. ^ 

V 6r. 41. As OatOf &c.3 Compare the Annus Mvrabilis 
Stan. 173. 

“ As once old Cato in the Koman fight, 

The tempting fimits of Afiric did unfold." 

^ , Todd 

_ ver. 44. and Oar(hag^ The veiy vorda and allu- 

sion by Lord Shaftesbury in his famous speech against 
the Dutch. 

* The lady to whom our author addresses this poem was 
daughter to the great Earl of Clarendon. The Duke of 
York had been some time married to her before the affair 
was known either to the King his brother, or to her 
fether. She died in March, 1671, leaving Issue one son, 
named Edgar, and three daughters, Katiierine, Mary, and 
Ann. The two latter lived to sit on the British throne ; 
the two former survived their mother hut a short time. 
Bishop Burnet tells us, that she was a woman of know- 


Thns to your much-loved lord you did convoy 
An unknown succour, sent the nearest way. 

New vigour to his wearied arms you brought, 

(So Moses was upheld while Israel fought) 

While, from afar, we heard the cannon play, 

Like distant thunder on a shiny day. 

For absent friends we were ashamed to fear, 
When we consider’d what yon ventured there. 
Ships, men, and arms, our country might restore. 
But such a leader could supply no more. 

With generous thoughts of conquest he did 
bum. 

Yet fought not more to vanquish than return. 
Fortune and victoiy he did pursue, 

To bring them as Ins slaves to wait on you. 

Thus beauty ravish'd the rewards of fame, ^ 
And the fair triumph’d when the brave o’er- 
came. 

Then, as you meant to spread another way, 

By land your conquests, far as his by sea, 

Leaving our southern cHme, you march’d along 
The stubborn North, ten thonsand Cnpids strong. 
Like commons the nobility resort, ^ 

In crowding heaps, to fill your moving court : 

To welcome your approach the vulgar run, 

Like some new envoy from the distant sun. 

And country beauties by their lovers go, 

Blessing themselves, and wondering at the show. 
So when the new-born Phoenix first is seen, 

Her feather’d subjects all adore their queen, 

And while she makes her progress through iho 
Easi^ 

From every grove her numerous train’s increased • 
Each poet of the air her glory sings, 

And round him the pleased audience clap thoir 
wings. 

ledge and penetration, friendly and generous, but sovorc 
in her resentments. Deeeick. 

Ver, 26. your much-loved JordH James, notwith- 

standing, had many mistresses. Lady Doroliester, says 
Lord Orford, vol. iv. p. 319, 4to, said wittily, she wondered 
for what James II. chose his mistresses. "We are none of 
ns handsome, and if we had wit, be has not enough to 
discover it” And once meeting the Duchess of Ports- 
mouth and Lady Orkney, the favourite of King William, 
at the drawing-room of George I , she exclaimed, “ Good 
God ! who would have thought that we three whores should 
have met together here I " Dr. J. Waeton. 

Ver. 66. her glory sings^ The Duchess of York, 

says Burnet, was an extraordinary woman. She had great 
knowledge, and a lively sense of things, but took state 
on her rather too much. She wrote well, and had begun 
the Duke’s Life, of which she showed me a volume. She 
was bred to great strictness in religion, practised secret 
confession, and Morley was her cozife&sor. Dr. Joseph 
Waetok. 

Yer 67 And round him tTie pleased audienoe dap their 
wiwfirs.] Hence Pope, Pastoral i. ver. 16. 

“ And all th’ aerial audience clap their wings.” 

This escaped the observation of the acute Mr. Wakefield, 
to whom, as my reader will perceive, I owe many obh 
gations, and who seldom suffers a parallel passage t< 
escape him. John Waeton. 
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ANNUS MIRABILIS; THE YEAR OF WONDERS, 1666 . 

AN HISTORICAL POEIT. 


TO 

THE METEOPOLIS OE GEEAT EEITAIH, 

THE MOST RENOWNED AND LATE FLOURISHING CITY OF LONDON 

IN ITS REPRESENTATIVES THE LORD MAYOR AND COURT OP ALDERMEN, THE SHERIPPS, 
AND COMMON COUNCIL OP IT.* 


As perhaps I am the first who ever presented a work of this nature to the metropolis of any nation, so 
it is likewise consonant to justice, that he who wss to give the first example of such a dedication should 
begin it with that city which has set a pattern to all others of true loyalty, invincible courage, and 
unshaken constancy. Other cities have been praised for the same virtues, but I am much deceived if 
any have so dearly purchased their reputation ; their feme has been won them by cheaper trials than 
an expensive, though necessary war, a consuming pestilencci, and a more consuming fire. To submit 
yourselves with that humility to the judgments of Heaven, and at the same time to raise yourselves 
with that vigour above all human enemies; to be combated at once from above and from below; to 
be struck down and to triumph : I know not whether such trials have been ever paralleled in any 
nation : the resolution and successes of them never can be. Never had prince or people more mutual 
reason to love each other, if suffeiing for each other can endear affection. You have come together a 
pair of matchless lovers through many difficulties ; h^ through a long exile, various traverses of 
fortune, and the interposition of many rivals who violently ravished and withheld yon from him ; 
and certainly you have had your share in sufferings. But Providence has cast upon you want of trad^ 
that you might appear bountiful to your country’s necessities ; and the rest of your afiSictions are not 
more the effects of God’s displeasure (frequent examples of them having been in the reign of the most 
excellent princes) than occasions for the manifesting of your Christian and civU virtues. To yon, 
therefore, this year of wonders is justly dedicated, because you have made it so. You, who are to 
stand a wonder to all years and age^ and who have built yourselves an immortal monument on your 
own ruins. You are now a Phoenix in her ashes, and, as fer as humanify can approach, a great emblem 
of the suffering Deity ; but Heaven never made so much piety and virtue to leave it miserable. I 
have heard, indeed, of some virtuous persons who have ended unfortunately, but never of any virtuous 
nation. Pro\idence is engaged too deeply when the cause becomes so general ; and I cannot imagine 
it has resolved the min of that people at home which it has blessed abroad with such successes. I am 
therefore to conclude that your sufferings are at an end ; and that one part of my poem has not been 
more an history of your destmction than the oUier a prophecy of your restoration ; the accomplish- 
ment of which happiness as it is the wish of all tme Englishmen, so is it by none more passionatdy 
desired than by 

The greatest of your admirers. 

And most humble of your Servants, 

JOHN* DBYDEN. 

* Tliis dedication bas been left ont in all editions of the poem bnt the first. To me there appears in it an honert 
unfeigned warmth and a love for the King, which compensates for any thing that may have dropped from our anthor’s 
pen in his verses on Cromwell's death. However, we submit this opinion, under correction, to the judidons reader. 
Diamcx. ^ 
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AN ACCOUNT OF THE ENSUING POEM, 

IN 

A LETTEE TO THE HON. SIE EOBEET HOWAEH. 


Sib, 

I All so many ways obliged to yon, and so little able to return your favours, that, lihe those who 
owe too much, I can only live by getting farther into your debt. Ton have not only been careful of my 
fortune, which was the effect of your nobleness, but you have been solicitous of my reputation, which 
is that of your kindness. It is not long since I gave you the trouble of perusing a play for me, and 
now, instead of an acknowledgment, I have given you a greater, in the correction of a poem. But 
since you axe to bear this persecution, I will at least give you the encouragement of a martyr ; you 
could never suffer in a nobler cause. For I have chosen the most heroic subject which any poet could 
desire : I have taken upon me to describe the motives, the beginning, progress, and successes of a 
most just and necessary war : in it, the care, management, and prudence of our king ; the conduct 
and valour of a royal admiral, and of two incomparable generals ; the invincible courage of our 
captains and seamen ; and three glorious victories, the result of alL After this, I have in the Fu*e 
the most deplorable, but withal the greatest, argument that can be imagined : the destruction being 
so swift, so sudden, so vast, and miserable, as nothing can parallel in story. The former part of this 
poem relating to the war, is but a due expiation for my not serving my Mng and country in it. All 
gentlemen are almost obliged to it ; and I know no reason we should give that advantage to the 
commonalty of England, to be foremost in brave actions, which the noblesse of France would never 
suffer in their peasants. I should not have -written -this hut to a person who has been ever forward 
to appear in all employmenis, whi-feher his honour and generosity have called hiTn. The latter part 
of my poem, which describes -the Fire, I owe, first to the piety and fatherly affection of our monarch 
to his suffering subjects ; and, in the second place, to the courage, loyalty, and magnanimity of the 
city ; both which were so conspicuous, that I have wanted words -fco celebrate them as they deserve. 
I have called my poem historical, not epic, though both the actions and actors are as much heroic as 
any poem can con-tain. But since the ac-fcion is not properly one, nor that accomplished in the last 
successes, I have judged it too hold a title for a few stanzas, which are little more in number t-T-inTi a 
single Hind, or "the longest of the .^neids. For this reason (I mean not of length, but broken action, 
tied too severely to the laws of history) I am apt to agree -with those who rank Lucan rather among 
historians in verse, than epic poets : in whose room, if I am not deceived, Silius Italicus, though a 
worse -writer, may more justly be admitted, I have chosen to -write my poem in quatrains, or 
stanzas of four in alternate rhyme, because I have ever judged them more noble, and of greater 
digmty, both for the sound and number, -than any other verse in use amongst us ; in which I am sure 
I have your approbation.* The learned languages have certainly a great advantage of us, in not being 
tied to the slavery of any rhyme ; and were less constrained in the quantity of every syllable, which 
they might vary with spondees or daotyls, besides so many other helps of grammatical figures, for 
the lengthening or abbreviation of them, than the modem are in the close of that one syllable, which 
often confines, and more often corrupts, the sense of all the rest. But in this necessity of our rhymes, 
I have always found the couplet verse most easy, though not so proper for this occasion : for there 
the work is sooner at an end, every two lines concluding the labour of the poet ; but in quatrains he 


Bryden certainly soon changed his opinion, since he never after practised the manner of versification he 
has here praised; but we shaU find it always his way to assure us, that his present mode of writing is best. Conscious 
his own importance, he soared above control ; and when he composed a poem, he set it up as a standard of imitation, 
deducing it mles of criticism, the practice of which he endeavoured to enforce, till either through interest or fancv 
he was induced to change his opinion, Dekkios. 




LETTER TO THE HOH. SIR ROBERT HOWARD. 


is to carry it &rtlier on, and not only so, but to bear along in bis bead tbe troublesome sense of four 
lines together. For those who write correctly in this kind, must needs acknowledge, that the last line 
of the stanza is to be considered in the composition of the first Neither can we give ourselves the 
liberty of making any part of a verse for the sake of rhyme, or concluding with a word which is not 
current English, or using the variety of female rhymes ; all which our fethers practised : and for the 
female rhymes, they are still in use amongst other nations; with the Italian in every line, with the 
Spaniard promiscuously, with the French alternately; as those who have read the Alarique, the 
Pucelle, or my of their later poems, will agree with me. And besides this, they write in Alexandrines, 
or verses of six feet ; such as amongst us is the old translation of Homer by Chapman ; all which, by 
lengthening of their chain, makes the sphere of their activity the larger. I have dwelt too long upon 
the choice of my stanza^ which you may remember is much better defended in the pre&ce to 
Gondibert ; and therefore I will hasten to acquaint you with my endeavours in the writing. In 
general I will only say, I have never yet seen the description of any naval fight in the proper terms 
which are used at sea ; and if there be any such, in another language, as that of Lucan in the third of 
his Pharsalia, yet I could not avail myself of it in the English ; the terms of art in every tongue 
bearing more of the idiom of it than any other words. We hear indeed among our poets, of the 
thundering of gun^ the smoke, the disorder, and the slaughter; but ^ these are common notions. 
And certainly, as those who, in a logical dispute keep in general term% would hide a fiOlacy, so those, 
who do it in any poetical description, would veil their ignorance. 

Descriptas servare vices operurniiie colores, 

Cur ego, si neq.aeo ignoroque, Foeta salutor? 

For my own part, if X had little knowledge of the sea, yet I have thought it no shame to leazn ; and 
if I have made some few mistakes, ’tis only, as you can hear me witness, because I have wanted 
opportunity to correct them; the whole poem being first written, and now sent you from a place, 
where I have not so much as the converse of any seaman. Yet though the trouble I had in writing 
it was great, it was more than recompensed by the pleasure. I found myself so warm in celebrating 
the praises of military men, two such especially as the IMnce and General, that it is no wonder if 
they inspired me with thoughts above my ordinary level. And I am well satisfied, that, as they are 
incomparably the best subject I ever had, excepting only the Royal Family, so also, that this I have 
written of them is much better than what I have performed on any other. I have been forced to 
help out other arguments ; but this has been boimtiful to me : they have been low and barren of 
praise, and I have exalted them, and made themfiuitful; but here — Omnia sponU tu& redditjttsfissima 
tellus. I have had a large, a fair, and a pleasant field; so fertile that, without my cultivating, it has 
given me two harvests in a summer, and in both oppressed the reaper. All otha* greatness in subjects 
is only counterfeit; it will not endure the test of danger; the greatness of arms is only real; other 
greatness burdens a nation with its weighty this supports it with its strength. And as it is the 
happiness of the age, so it is the peculiar goodness of the best of kings, that we may praise Ids 
subjects without offending him. Doubtless it proceeds from a just confidence of bis own virtue, 
which the lustre of no other can be so great as to darken in him ; for the good or the valiant are 
never safely praised under a bad or a degenerate prince. But to return frum this digression to a 
frrther account of my poem ; I must crave leave to tell you, that as I have endeavoured to adorn it 
with noble thoughts, so much more to express those thoughts with elocution. The composition of 
all poems is, or ought to be, of wit ; and wit in the poet, or wit-writing (d you will^ ^e me leave to 
use a school distinction) is no other than the fiiculty of ima^nation in the writer, which, like a nimble 
spaniel, beats over and ranges through the field of memory, till it springs the quarry it hunted after ; 
or, without metaphor, which searches over all the memory for the species or ideas of those things 
which it designs to represent Wit written is that which is weU defined, the happy result of thought, 
or product of imagination. But to proceed from wit, in the general notion of it, to the proper wit of 
an heroic or historical poem, I judge it chiefly to consist in the delightful imaging of ]^n^ actions, 
passions, or things. ’Tis not the jerk or sting of an ejagram, nor the seeming contradiction of a poor 
antithesis, (the delight of an iU-judging audience in a play of rhyme) nor the gin^e of a more poor 
Paronomasia; neither is it so much the morality of a grave sentence, affected by Lucan, but more 
sparingly used by Yiigil; but it is some lively and apt description, dressed in such colours of spee^ 
that it sets before your eyes the absent object, as perfectly and more delig^itfolly than n^e. So 


20 


AKNUS MIRABILTS. 


then the first happiness of the poet’s imagination is property invention or finding of the thought ; the 
second, is fancy, or the variation, deriving or moulding of that thought as the judgment represents it 
proper to the subject ; the third is elocution, or the art of clothing and adorning that thought, so 
sound and varied, in apt, significant, and sounding vrords • the quickness of the imagination is seen in 
the invention, the fertility in the fancy, and the accuracy in the expression. For the two first of 
these, Ovid is famous amongst the poets , for the latter, VirgiL Ovid images more often the move- 
ments and affections of the mind, either combating between two contrary passions, or extremely 
discomposed by one. His words therefore are the least pait of his care , for he pictures nature in 
disorder, with which the study and choice of words is mconsistent. This is the proper wit of dialogue 
or discourse, and consequently of the drama, where all that is said is to he supposed the effect of 
sudden thought ; which, though it excludes not the quickness of wit in repartees, yet admits not a 
too curious election of words, too frequent allusions, or use of tropes, or in fine any thing that shows 
remoteness of thought or labour in the writer. On the other side, Virgil speaks not so often to us in 
the person of another, like Ovid, hut in his own : he relates almost all things as from himself, and 
thereby gains more liberty than the other, to express his thoughts with all the graces of elocution, to 
write more figuratively, and to confess as well the labour, as the force of his imagination. Though he 
describes his Dido weE and naturally, in the violence of her passions, yet he must yield in that to the 
Myrrha, the Biblis, the Althaea, of Ovid j for as great an admirer of him as I am, I must acknowledge, 
that if I see not more of their souls than I see of Dido’s, at least I have a greater concernment fo^ 
them I and that convinces me, that Ovid has touched those tender strokes more delicately than Virgil 
could. But when action or persons are to he d^cribed, when any such image is to be set before us, 
how bold, how masterly are the strokes of Virgil I— We see the objects he presents us with in their 
native figures, in their proper motions j hut so we see them, as our own eyes could never have beheld 
them so heantiful in themselves. We see the soul of tho poet, like that universal one of which he 
speaks, informing and moving through all his pictures : 

Totainq^ue infiisa per artus 

Mens agitat molem, et magno se coipore miscet. 

We behold him embellish in g his images, as he makes Venus breathing beauty upon her son iEneas. 

lunienque juventae 

Purpureum, et l«?tos oculis afSlirat lionores : 

Quale manus addunt etori dccus, aut ubi flavo 
Argeutum Pariusve lapis circundatur aui'o. 

See his Tempest, his Foneral Sports, his Combat of Tumus and ; and in his Georgies, 

which I esteem the divinest part of all his writings, the Plague, the Countiy, the Battle of the Bulls, 
the Labour of the Bees, and those many other excellent images of nature, most of which are neither 
great in themselves nor have any natural ornament to bear them up; hut the words wherewith he 
describes them are so exceUent, that it might be weH appKed to him, which was said by Ovid, Moitermm 
su^erobta opus. The very sound of his words has often somewhat that is connatural to the subject ; 
and while we read him, we sit, as in a play, beholding the scenes of what he represents. To perform 
this, he made frequent use of trope^ which you know change the nature of a known word, by applying 
It to some other signification ; and this is it which Horace means in his epistle to the Pisos : 

Dixeris e^egii, notum si callida verbum 
Keddiderit jmxctura novmn 

But I am sensible I have presumed too fiir to entertain you with a rude discourse of that art which 
you both know so well, and put into practice with so much happiness. Yet before I leave Viigil, I 
must own the v^ty to tell you, and by you the world, that he has been my master in this poem, 
I have followed him everywhere, I know not with what success, but I am sure with diligence enough ; 
my images are many of them copied from him, and the rest are imitations of him. My expressions 
also, are ^ near as the idioms of the two languages would admit of in translation. And this, sir, I have 
done trith that boldness for which I will stand accountable to any of our little critic^ who, perhaps 
are no better acquamted with him than I am. Upon your first perusal of this poem, you have takou 
notice of some words which I have innovated (if it be too bold for me to say refined) upon his Latin; 
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which, as I offer not to introduce into English prose, so I hope they are neither improper nor altogethei 
inelegant in verse ; and in this Horace will again defend me. 

Et nova, fictaque nuper, habebunt verba fidem, si 
Gueco foute cadunt, parcfe detorta 


The inference is exceeding plain ; for if a Roman poet might have liberty to coin a word, supposing 
only that it was derived from the Gieek, was put into a Latin termination, and that he used this 
hberty but seldom, and with modesty ; how much more justly may I challenge that privilege to do 
it with the same prerequisites, from the best and most judicious of Latin writers ? In some places, 
where either the fancy or the words were hii^ or any other’s, I have noted it in the maigin, that I 
might not seem a plagiary; in others 1 have neglected it, to avoid as well tediousness as the affectation 
of doing it too often. Such descriptions or images well wrought, which I promise not for min^ are, 
as I have said, the adequate delight of heroic poe^ ; for they beget admiration, which is its proper 
object ; as the images of the burlesque, which is contrary to this, by the same reason beget laughter; 
for the one shows nature beautified, as in the picture of a fair woman, which we all admii’e; the other 
shows her deformed, as in that of a lazar, or of a fool with distorted free and antic gesture^ at 
which we cannot forbear to laugh, because it is a deviation from nature. But though the same images 
serve equally for the Epic poesy, and for the Historic and Panegyric, which are branches of it, yet 
a several sort of sculpture is to be used in them. If some of them are to be like those of Juvenal, 
Stantes in curribus JSMillani, heroes drawn in their triumphal chariots, and in their full proportion ; 
others are to be like that of Virgil, Sjpirantia mollius csra : there is somewhat more of softness and 
tenderness to be shown in them. You will soon find I write not this without coneem. Some, who 
have seen a paper of verses, which I wrote last year to her Highness the Duches^ have accused them of 
that only thing I could defend in them. They said, I did humiser^re, that I wanted not only height of 
fancy but dignity of words to set it off. I might well answer with that of Horacci, Nunc non erat his 
locus ; I knew I addressed them to a lady, and, accordingly, I affected the softness of expression and the 
smoothness of measure, rather than the height of thought ; and in what I did endeavour, it is no 
vanity to say I have succeeded. I detest arrogance ; but there is some difference betwixt that and a 
just defence. But I will not frrther bribe your candour or the reader’s, I leave them to speak for 
me ; and, if they can, to make out that character, not pretending to a greater, which I have given 
them.* 

And now, sir, ’tis time I should relieve you from the tedious length of this account. You have 
better and more profitable employment for your hours, and I wrong the public to detain you longer. 
In conclusion, I must leave my poem to you with all its fruity which I hope to find fewer in the 
printing by your emendations. I know you are not of the number of those of whom the younger 
Pliny speaks : Nec sunt ^arummuZiif gui caiyere amicos suos judicium •oocant: I am rather too secure of 
you on that side. Your candour in pardoning my errors may make you more remiss in correcting 
them ; if you wiR not withal consider that they come into the world with your approbation and 
through your hands. I beg from you the greatest frvour you can confer upon an absent person, since 
I repose upon your management what is dearest to me, my frme and reputation ; and therefore I hope 
it will stir you up to make my poem fairer by many of your blots; if not, you know the story of the 
gamester who married the rich man’s daughter, and when her father denied the portion, christened all 
his children by his surname that i^ in conclusion, they must beg, they should do so by one name as 
well as by the other. But since the reproach of my faults will fight on you, ’tis but reason I should 
do you that justice to the readers, to let them know that if there be anything tolerable in this poem, 
they owe the argument to your choice, the writing to your encouragement, the correction to your 
judgment, and the care of it to your friendship, to which he must ever acknowledge himself to owe all 
things, who is, 

The most obedient and most fritlfful of your Servants, 

JOHUI DRYDEH. 


From Charlton, in Wiltshibr, 
: Nov. 10, 1666. 


■ -‘see the preceding poetn, irUch, in the original e^iion of the mrOm, oecare In Oils ptaea. J«. 
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ANNUS MIRABILIS; 

THE YEAE OF WONDERS, 1666* 


I. 

In thriving arts long time liad Holland grown, 
OroucliiQg at home and cruel when abroad : 
Scarce leaving us the means to claim our own ; 
Our king they courted, and our merchants 


Trade, which like blood should circularly flow, * 
Stopp’d in their channels, found its freedom lost : 
Thither the wealth of all the world did go, 

And seem’d but shipwreck’d on so base a coast, 
in. 

For them alone the heavens had kindly heat ; 

In eastern quarries ripening precious dew : 

For them the Idumaean balm did sweat, 

And in hot Ceylon spicy forests grew, 
rv. 

The sun but seem’d the labourer of their year; 

Each wexing moon supplied her watery store, 
To swell those tide^ which from the line did bear 
Their brim-full vessels to the Belgian shore. 

* “ This poem is 'written -with great diligence, yet does 
not fully anstrer the expectation raised hy such subjects, 
and such a writer. Tfith tlie stanza of Davenan^ he has 
sometimes his vein of parenthesis, and incidental disqui- 
sition, and stops his narrative for a -wise remaik. The 

f eneral fault is, that he affords more sentiment than 
escription, and does not so much impress scenes upon the 
fancy, as deduce consequences, and make comparisons.” — 
Johnson’s Life of Dryden. Johx Wakton. 

Ver. 1.] “The initial stanzas have rather too much 
resemblance to the first lines of Waller’s poem on the -war 
-with Spain; perhaps such a beginning is natural, and 
could not be avoided without affectation. Both Waller and 
Dryden might take their hint from the poem on the civil 
war of Borne. Orbem jam totum,” &c.— Johnson’s Life of 
Dryden. John Wabxon. 

Ver.6. Trade, which like hlood should drcadairly fiow^ 
With equal liberty Cowper: 

“ — The band of commerce 'was design’d 
T’ associate all the branches of mankind ; 

And, if a boundless plenty be the robe, 

Trade is the golden girdle of the globe.” 

John Wabton. 

Ver. 10. In eastern quarries, &c.] Precious stones at first 
are de-w, condensed and hardened hy the warmth of the 
BUB, or subterranean fires. Original edition, 1667. 

Ver. 11. Mr them the Idumcean halm did siaeat,'] Pope 
had his eye on this passage, where, descrlhingthe effects of 
commerce, he says, 

“Fox me the balm shall bleed, and amber flow,” &c. 

Windsor Forest, line 393. 
John Wabton. 

Ver. 13. their year /] Corrected from the original 

edition. 12mo, 1667. Derrick has the year. Todd, 

Ver. 14. Each wexing, &c.] According to their opinion, 
who think that great heap of waters under the line is 
depressed into tides hy ^e moon, towards the poles. 
Onginal edition. 

Ibid. wexing'\ Original edition. Derrick, waxing. 

Todd. 

Ver. 15. those Original edition. Derridk, 

must probably by an error of the press, has tide, 


V. 

Thus, migbty in Her ships, stood Carthage long^ 
And swept the riches of the world from, flar; 
Yet stoop’d to Rome, less wealthy, but more 
strong : 

And this may prove our second Punic war. ^ 

VI. 

What peace can be, where both to one pretend 1 
(But they more diligent, and we more strong) 
Or if a peace, it soon must have an end ; 

For they would grow too powerful were it long, 

vn. 

Behold two nations then, engaged so far, 25 
That each seven years the fit must shake each 
land : 

Where France will side to weaken us by war, 

Who only can his vast designs withstand. 

nu. 

See how he feeds th’ Iberian with delays. 

To render us his timely friendship vain : ^ 

And while his secret soul on Flanders preys. 

He rocks the cradle of the babe of Spain. 

IX. 

Such deep designs of empire does he lay 
O’er them, whose cause he seems to take in 
hand; 

And prudently would make them lords at sea,, 

To whom with ease he can give laws by land. 

X. 

This saw our king; and long within his breast 
His pensive counsels balanced to and fro : 

He grieved the land he freed should be oppress’d, 
And he less for it than usurpers do. ^ 

XI. 

His generous mind the foir ideas drew 
Of feme and honour, which in dangers lay; 
Where wealth, like fruit on precipices, grew, 

Not to be gather’d but by birds of prey. 

xn. 

The loss and gain each fatally were great ; ^ 

And still ms subjects call’d aloud for war ; 

But peaceful king^ o’er martial people set, 

Each other’s poise and counterbalance are. 

Ver. 19. stoop*d to Jfoma,] The President He- 

nanlt, after so much has been said of the Bomans, has 
made this fine and ne^w reflection “ Is it not astonishing 
that this celebrated and extensive empire of Rome should 
have subsisted from the time of Romulus to that of Theo- 
dosius II.— that is to say, more than a thousand years— 
without ever having had a complete body of laws.” Dr. J. 
Wabton- 

29. — — tE Iberian] The Spaniard. Original 
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He first survey’d tlie diarge with, careful eyes, 
Which none but mighty monarcha could main- 
tain ; 60 

Yet judged, like vapours that from limbecs rise. 
It would in richer showers descend again- 

XIV. 

At length resolved t’ assert the watery ball. 

He in himself did whole Armadas bring : 

Him aged seamen might their master call, 

And choose for general, were he not their king. 

XV. 

It seems as every ship their sovereign knows^ 

His awful summons they so soon obey ; 

So hear the scaly herd when Proteus blows, 

And so to pasture follow through the sea. 

XVI. 

To see this fleet upon the ocean move, 

Angels drew wide the curtains of the skies ; 

And heaven, as if there wanted lights abov^ 

For tapers made two glarmg comets rise. 


Ver. 61. Yet judffed, like valours that from limbecs 
Dryden's allusions to chomistiy and chemical operations 
are frequent. Johx Waeton. 

Ver. 63. At length resoloe^ It may he still doubted 
whether a naval engagement, though a magniheent object 
in itself, is yet a proper subject for heroic poetry. Banleau 
boasted to bis friend and commentator Brossette, that he 
was the first of modem poets who had ventured to mention 
gunpowder in verse; which he did in his 4th Epistle, 
addressed to Louis XIV., at line 121 : 

“De salspetre en fureur fair s’^chaufFe et s’allume.” 
Also at line 123 : 

“ Deja du plomb morteL” 

And again in his 8th Satire, line 153; in his 4th Epistle, 
lines 64 and 121 ; and in his Ode on Namur : 

'' Et les bombes dans les airs.” 

Most undoubtedly the first time that ever bombs were 
introduced into lyric poetry. But the example even of 
Boileau will not justify the use of these images, because 
they do not lose that familiarity which produces disgust. 
As to technical terms, and sea langnage, the epic mnse 
should certainly disdain to utter them. Our author has 
been lavish of them indeed, and sullied his piece by talking 
frequently like a boatswain. How can we defend such 
expressions as the following; ** Old oakum— calkmg-iron — 
boiling pitch— rattling mallet— chase-guns— his lee— 
Bcasond timber— seams instops— sharp-keel’d— shrouds — 
taipawling.” Dr. J. W artox. 

Ver. 69. So hear the scaly herd\ The first edition erro- 
neously has he/re. 

Ibid. tohein Proteus JZowj,] 

« Cserulcus Proteus immania ponti 

Armenta, et magnas pascit sub gurgite phocas.”— Virg. 

Original editioxu 

Ver. 60. And so topastwe follow, &c ] For Proteus was 
the shepherd of NeptuM, and hence 2lilton gives him a 
hookf Comus, v. 872. 

“ By the CaipatMan wizard^s hookf 
Compare Virgil, Georg, iv. ^5, 

“ immania cujns 

Armenia, et tnrpes pascit sub gurgite pbocas,” Todd. 

Ver. 62. Angels drew tbide the curtains of Ihe sides ;] This 
line seems indebted to Sir P. Sidney’s Astrophd and 
Stella: 

" Pheehns drew wide the curtainea of the ^es.” 

Todd. 

Von 64. two glaring comets] A very improper 

and absurd image ; as also at verse 62. Dr. J . Wartos. 

Iliid. two glaring comets rise.] A comet was seCT. 

first on the 14th of December, 1664, which lasted almost 
three months ; and another the 6th of April, 1665, which 
was visible to us fourteen days.— to SJurlmrns 
Translation of Mandius, p. 211* DbreiCSK* 


Whether they unctuous exhalations are, cs 

Fired by the sun, or seeming so alone : 

Or each some more remote and slippery star, 
Which loses footing when to mortals shov^ 

xvin. 

Or one, that bright companion of the sun. 

Whose glorious aspect seal’d our new-bom 

A J ^ 

And now, a round of greater years begun. 

New influence from his walks of light did 
bring. 

nx. 

Victorious York did first with famed success 
To his known valour make the jDutch give 
place; 

Thus Heaven our monarch’s fortune did confess;, 
Beginning conquest from his royal race. 

! XI. 

But since it was decreed, auspicious Hn^ 

In Britain’s right that thou diouldst wed the 
main, 

Heav^ as a gage, would cast some precious things 
And therefore doom’d that Lawson should be 

Rlftirt. 

xxt. 

Lawson amongst the foremost met his fete, 

Whom sea-green Sirens fl'om the rocks lament: 

Thus as an offering for the Grecian state;, 

He first was kill’d who first to battle went. 


Their chief blown up in air, not waves, expired, * 
To which his pride presumed to give the law ; 
Thelhitch confess’d Heaven present, and retired, 
And all was Britain the wide ocean saw. 


To nearest ports th^ shatt^d ships repair. 
Where by our dreadful cannon they lay awed ; 


Ver. 69. that bright companion of the swn. 

Whose glorioHs aspect sea^d our neto-hom Tmtg.} 

A new star appeared in the open day abont the time of 
King Charles the Second’s birth; a fact which Lilly, the 
famous astronomer, denied, affirming it to be only the 
planet Venus, which may oe often seen by day-light, as 
bas been experienced by all curious people again in 1757. 
Derrick. 

Ver. 71. And tuw, a round of greater years "begun^ 

“Magnus ab integio ssedorum nascitur ordo.”— Virg. 

John Barton. 

Ver. 80. And therefore doouid, Ac.] Sir John Lawson 
was bom at Hull of but mean parenta^ and bred to the 
sea; he was for some tune employed in the merchant's 
service, which he left for that of the Parliament, in which 
he soon got a ship, and afterwards carried a nag under 
Monk : with him he co-operated in the restoration of the 
King ; for whidi good reason he received the honoor of 
knighthood at the Hague. He zealously supported our 
claim to the sovereignty of the sea, and quarrelled with 
De Euyter, the Dutch admiral, for being backward in 
admowled^g it, an accident that partly occasioaed the 
Dutch war. In the action here celebrated, he was rear- 
admiral of the red, and acted immediately under his royal 
hig hriRRa ^ His death was occasioned by a musket-ball, 
that wounded, biin in the knee, and be was not taken 
proper care of. "We find him characterised honest, brave, 
loyal, and one of the most experienced seamen of his tinm. 
Derrick. 

Ver. 85. Thdr chief] The admiral <rf HoBand. Origi- 
nal edition. 
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So reverently men quit the open air, 

Where thunder speais the angry gods abroad. 

xnv. 

And now approach’d their fleet from India, 
fraught* , 

With all the riches of the rising sun : 

And precious sand from southern climates 
brought, ^ 

The fatal regions where the war begun. 

XXV. 

Lite hunted castors, conscious of their store, 
Their way-laid wealth to Norway’s coasts they 
bring: 

There first the North’s cold bosom spices bore. 
And winter brooded on the eastern spring. 

XXVT. 

By the rich scent we found our perfumed prey. 
Which, flank’d with rocks, did close in covert 
lie; 

And round about their murdering cannon lay, 

At once to threaten and invite the eye. 

xxvn. 

Piercer than cannon, and than rocks more hai'd, 
The English imdertake th’ unequal war : 

Seven ships alone, hy which the port is barr’d. 
Besiege the In<fles, and all Denmark dara 

XXVIII. 

These fight like husbands, hut like lovers those : 
These fain would keep, and those more thin 
enjoy : 

And to such height their frantic passion grows, 
That what bolh love, both hazard to destroy. 

XXIX. 

Amidst whole heaps of spices lights a hall. 

And now their odours aim’d against them fly : 
Some preciously hy shatter’d porcelain fall, 

And some by aromatic splinters die, 

XXX. 

And though by tempests of the prize hereffc, 

In heaven’s inclemency some ease we find ; 

Our foes we vanquish’d by oui- valour left, 

And only yielded to the seas and wmd. 

XXXI. 

Nor wholly lost we so deserved a prey; 

For storms^ repenting, part of it restored ; 
Which as a tribute from the Baltic sea, 

The British ocean sent her mighty lord. 

XXXII. 

Go, mortals, now, and vex yourselves in vain ^25 
For wealth, which so imcertainly must come : 

Ver. 92. So reverently men quit the open air, 

WTiere thunder speaks, &c.] 

Tke late Mr, James Ralph told Lord Macartney that 
he passed an evening with Dr. Young at Lord Melcombe’s 
(then Mr. Dodington) at Hammersmith. The Doctor 
happening to go out into the gaiden, Mr. Dodington 
observed to him, on his return, that it was a dreadful 
night, as in truth it was, there being a violent storm of rain 
and wind. * No, sir,* replied tlie Doctor, ‘ it is a very fine 
niglit—the Lord is abroad.* ” — Boswell’s Life of Johnson, 
vol. iv. p. 60. John Wabton. 

* The attempt at Berghcn. Original edition, 

Ver. 95, • — souOum cZiwiafw] Guinea. Original 
edition. 


When what "was brought so far, and with such 
pain. 

Was only kept to lose it nearer home, 
xxxin. 

The son, who, twice three months on th’ ocean 
toss’d, 

Prepared to tell what he had pass’d before, ^ 
Now sees in English ships the Holland coast, 

And parents* arms, in vain, stretch’d from the 
^ore. 

xxxrv. 

This careful husband had been long away, 

Whom his chaste wife and little childi'on 
mourn; 

Who on their fingers leam’d to tell the day 
On which their father promised to return. 

‘ XXXV. 

Such are the proud designs of human-kind, 

And so we suffer shipwreck everywhere ! 

Alas 1 what port can such a pilot J^d, 

Who in the night of fate must blindly steer ! 

XXXVI. 

The undistinguish’d seeds of good and ill, 

Heaven, in his bosom, from our knowledge 
hides : 

And draws them in contempt of human skill, 
Which oft for friends mistaken foes providea 

XXXVII. 

Let Munster’s prelate ever be accursed, • 

In whom we seek the German faith in vain ; 
Alas I that ho should teach the English first, 

That fraud and avarice in the Church could 
reign ! 

XXXVIM. 

Happy, who never trust a stranger’s will, 

"^ose friendship ’s in his interest understood ! 
Since money given but tempts him to be ill, 

When power is too remote to make him good. 

Ver. 133.] Mr. Todd cites Thomson’s natural and 
patlictic stroke : 

“ In vam foi him th’ officious wife prepares 
The fire fmr-blazing and the vestment warm — 

In vain his little children, peeping out 
Into the mingling storm, demand their sire 
With tears of artless innocence -alas » 

Nor wife, noi children, more sliall he behold ; 

Nor friends nor sacied home.” 

« Si slo 

Omnia dixisset I” 

In point of melody Dryden had in his eye Lucretius. 

“At jam non doinus accipiet te Imta, nee uxor 
Optima, ncc dulces occurrent oscula nati 
Prtenpere, et tacita pectus dulccdine tangenff* 

The latter part of the description is natural and Ins own, 

John Wahton. 

Ver. 187. Such are, &c,] From Petronius. “ Si bene cal- 
cnlum ponas, ubique fit naufragiuin.” Original edition. 

Ver. 141, The vndusUnguish'd seeds of good and 
“Prudens futuri tempoiis, exitum 
Caliginosa nocte pi emit deus.” 

John Wabton. 

Ver. 146. Let Munster^s prelate, &c.] The famous Ber- 
nard Vanghalen, Bishop ot Munster, excited hy Charles, 
marched twenty thousand men Into the province of Overys- 
sell, under the dominion of the republic of Holland, where 
he committed gi'eat outrages, acting lather like a captain 
of banditti than the leadei of an army. Dbrbick. 

Ver. 146 the German faitK] Tacitus saith of 

them, “Nullos mortaliumfide aut annis ante Geimanos 
esse.” Onginal edition. 
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XXXIZ. 

Till now, alone the mighty nations strove ; 

The rest, at gaze, without the lists did stand : 

And threatening France, placed like a painted 
Jove, 155 

Kept idle thunder in his lifted hand. 

XL. 

That eunuch guardian of rich Holland’s trade. 
Who envies us what he wants power t’ enjoy ; 

Whose noiseful valour does no foe invade. 

And weak assistance will his fiienda destroy. 

XLI. 

Offended that we fought without his leave, 

He takes this time his secret hate to show :* 

Which Charles does with a mind so calm receive. 
As one that neither seeks nor shuns his foe. 

XLH. 

With France, to aid the Dutch, the Danes 
umte ; i*® 

France as their tyrant, Denmaik as their slave. 

But when with one three nations join to fight, 
They silently confess that one more brave. 

xLin. 

Lewis had chased the English from his shore ; 

But Charles the French as subjects does in- 
vite : 

Would Heaven for each some Solomon restore. 
Who, by their mercy, may decide their right I 

XLIV. 

Were subjects so but only by their choice, 

And not from birth did forced dominion tak^ 

Our prince alone would have the pubhc voice ; 
And aU his neighbours’ realms would deserts 
make. 

XLV. 

He without fear a dangerous war pursues, 

Which without rashness he began before : 

As honour made him first the d^er choosy 
So still he makes it good on virtue’s score. 

XLTt. 

The doubled charge his subjects’ love supplies, 
■^o, in that boimty, to ^emselves are kind: 

So glad Egyptians see their Ndus rise, 

in his plenty their abundance find. 

xLvn. 

With equal power he does two chiefs create, f 
Two such as each seem’d worthiest when 
alone; 

Each able to sustain a nation’s fete, 

Since both had found a greater in their own. 


• War declared "by France. Original edition. 

Ver. 165. Wiih Franca, to ai£\ Madame Charlotte EUza- 
heth of Bavaria says, in her memoirs, that Louis XIV. 
afterwards attached Holland with so much impetuosity 
and injustice, merely from the jealousy of M. de Lionne, 
who him to this measure, against Prince William of 
Fnrstenberg, who was in love with this minister’s wife. 
She adds, in another place, that Louis XIV . returned so 
suddenly from his expedition against Holland, solely to 
have an interview with Madame De Montespan. Dr. J . 
WA-UTOH. 

t Prince Rupert and Duke of Albemarle, sent to sea. 
Original edition. 


XLvin. 

Both great in course, conduct, and in fam^ 

Yet neither envious of the other’s praise ; lao 
Their duty, faith, and interest too the same. 

Like mighty partners equally they raise. 

XLIX. 

The prince long time had courted fortune's love. 
But once possess’d did absolutely reign : 

Thus with their Amazons the heroes strove, 

And conquer’d first those beauties they would' 
gain. 

ii. 

The duke beheld, like Scipio, with disdain. 

That Carthage, which he ruin’d, rise once more ; 
And shook aloft the fasces of the main, 

To fright those slaves with what they felt 
before. 200 

ir. 

Together to the watery camp they haste. 

Whom mati’ons passing to their children show : 
Infents’ first vows for them to heaven are cast. 
And future people hless them as they go. 

Ln. 

With them no riotous pomp, nor Asian train, ^ 
T infect a navy with their gawdy fears ; 

To make slow fights^, and victories but vain : 

But war, severely, like itself appears, 

un. 

Diffiiave of themselves, where’er they pass. 

They make that warmth in others they expect; 
Their valour works like bodies on a gla^ 

And does its image on their men project. 

uv. 

Our fleet divides, and straight the Dutch appear, 
Li number, and a femed commander, bold : 

Tbe narrow seas can scarce their navy bear, ** 
Or crowded vessels can their soldiers hold. 

LV. 

I The Duke, less numeroi^ but in courage more, 

On wings of all the winds to combat flies : * 

His murdering guns a loud defiance roar. 

And bloody crosses on his flag-stafife rise. ^ 

LVT. 

Both furl their sails, and strip them for the fight ; 

( Their folded: dieets dismiss the useless air 
■ Th’ Elean plains could boast no nobler fight. 

When struggling champions did their bodies 
bare. 

Lvn. 

Borne each by other in a distant line, 

The sea-bmlt forts in dreadful order move : 

So vast the noise, as if not fleets did join. 

But lands unfix’d, and floating nations strove. 

Ver. 204- fntnre paopUy “ Fxamma 

fatwruague Plan. Jun. in. Pan. adTraj. Origina 

edition. 

Ver. 205. With them, no riotous pomp,'] Dryden follows 
his great master, Milton, in making riotous only two svlla- 
bles. — Again, in stanza 50, dephant is contracted in like 
manner. Other examples of this kind occur. Todd. 

* Duke of Albemarle’s battle, first day. Original edition 
Ver. 223. TV Elean, &c.] Where the Olympic gameh 
were celebrated. Original edition. 

Ver. 228. lands wnfx'd,'] From Virgil: 

" CredAS innare revnlsas 

Cycladas,” &c. Original edition 
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vtm. 

Now pass’d, on either side they nimbly tack; 

Both strive to intercept and guide the wind : 
And, in its eye, more closely they come back, 

To finish all the deaths they left behind. 

LtX. 

On high-raised decks the haughty Balkans ride, 
Beneath whose shaAe our humble fiigates go : 
Such port the elephant bears, and so dSfied ^ 
By the rhinoceros her unecj[ual foe. 

LX. 

And as the built, so different is the fight ; 

Their mounting shot is on our saila design’d : 
Deep in their hulls oxir deadly bullets light. 

And through the yielding planks a passage 
find. 2to 

LXI. 

Our dreaded admiral from far they threat, 

Whose batter’d rigging their whole war re- 
ceives : 

All bare, like some old oak which tempests heat, 
He stands and sees helow his scatter’d leaves. 


LXV. 

Meantime his busy mariners he hastes, 

His shatter' d sails with ngging to restore ; 

And willing pines ascend his broken masts, 
Whose lofty heads rise higher than before. ^ 

LXVl. 

Straight to the Dutch he turns his dreadful prow. 
More fierce th’ important quarrel to decide : 

like swans, in long array his vessels show, 

Whose crests advancing do the waves divid^. 

LXVII. 

They charge, rechaige, and all along the sea ^ 
They dnve, and squander the huge Belgian 
fleet. 

Berkley alone, who nearest danger lay, 

Did a like fate with lost CrSusa meet. 

Lxvni, 

The night comes on, we eager to pursue 
The combat still, and they ashamed to leave : 

Till the last streaks of dying day withdrew, 

And doubtful moon-light did our rage deceive. 

liXn. 


ixn. 

Heroes of old, when wounded, shelter sought ; 

But he, who meets all danger with disdain, 

Ev’n in their fiane his ship to anchor brought, 

And steeple-high stood propt upon the main. 

T.TTTT- 

At this excess of coura^, all amazed. 

The foremost of his foes awhile withdraw : 

With such respect in enter’d Rome they gazed, 
Who on high chairs the god-like fiithers saw. 

ixnr. 

And now, as where Patroclus’ body lay, 

Here Trojan chiefs advanced, and there the 
Greek ; 

Ours o’er the Duke their pious wings display, 

And theirs the noblest spoils of Britain seek, 

Ver. S36. Sy thfi rTwnoceros^ Jec.J The enmity between 
ilie tU^hant and rhinoceros is thus described in Franzius's 
Historia Animalium, &c. 12mo. Amst. 1665, p. 93. — 

** Naturale est odium inter Elephantum et Rhinocerotem, 
ita nt iuvicem certent, et quidem lu ipsa pugna ihinoceros 
unic6 dat operam, ut alvum Elephant! tanquam partem 
molllorem petat, sicut etiam tandem vinat contra 

quern suo cornu, quod in nari habet, audacissime pugnat 
Ter^im etiam habet scutulatum, et quasi variis dypeis 
munitum, unde etiam icstimari potest fortitudo hujus bestiae. 
Hfec bellua ^avdo hunalwr est JSl^hanto, s% cdtitvdinem 
speeteSf^ Ac. Thus we see the propriety of Dryden’s simile 
— -Aer unequal focy &c. Toon. 

Ver.243. AU bare, liJce some old oak whidt impests beat, 

Se stands, and sees bdow his scatter'd leaves^ 
This is VirgiVs simile compressed, Lib.iv. 441. 

“Ac velut annoso validam ciim robore quercum 
Alpini Borese, nnne bine, nunc flatibns illinc, j 

Eniere inter se certant ; it stridor, et alt6 
Constemuut termm conousso stiplte ft’ondes: 

Ipsa Iweret scopnlis Jomr Wartok. 

Ver. 265. Ours o’er the Z>ufce] Waller wrote a long poem 
on the victory obtoined over the Dutch by the Duke of 
Ycrk, June 3, 1665, in imitation of a poem of Francesco 
Busenello, addressed to Pietro Liberi, instructing him to 
pamt the famous sea-fight between the Turks and Venetians, 
near the Dardanelles, in the year 1656. The Duke of York 
urged the necessity of this war, not only because, as well as 
bis brother, he hated the Dutch, but alw because he wished 
for an opportunity of signalising him as an Admiral, as he 
well understood sea affairs. Clarendon and Southampton 
con«tantiy opposed this war. The Dutch admiral’s ship 
blew lu* just as he was closely engaged. Dr, J. Wabtos, 


I In th’ English fleet each ship resounds with joy 
And loud applause of their great leader's fame • 
In fiery dreams the Dutch they still destroy, 

And, slumbering, smile at the imagined flame. 

LXX. 

Not so the Holland fleet, who, tired and done, 
Stretrii’d on Iheir decks like weary oxen lie ; 
Faint sweats all down their mighty members run ; 
Vast bulks which little souls but ill supply. 

LXXI. 

In dreams they fearful precipices tread : 

Or, shipwreck’d, labour to some distant shore : 
Or in dark churches walk among the dead ; 

They wake with horror, and dare sleep no more, 

Lxiir. 

The mom they look on with unwilling eyes,* 

Till fi'om their main-top joyful news they hear 

Ver. 267. BerJdey alone. Seel Among other remarkable 
passages in this engagement, the undaunted resolution of 
Vice-Admiral Berkley was particularly admired. He had 
many men killed on board him, and though no longer able 
to make resistance, yet would obstinately continue the 
fight, refusing quarter to the last. Being at length shot in 
the throat with a musket-ball, he retired to his cabin, whore, 
stretching himself on a great table, he expired ; and in 
that posture did the enemy, who afterwards took the ship, 
find the body coveied with blood. Derrick. 

Ver. 269. The night comes on,] The four next stanzas 
are worth the reader’s particiilar attention; and the con- 
trast betwixt the feelings of the triumphant English and 
conquers! Dutch strongly supported. The dreams in the 
7l8t stanza are painted with true poetic energy and much 
propriety. Dr. J. "Warton. 

Ver. 280. Vast bulks which little souls but iU supply.] So 
Milton, in the spirited speech which he gives to Samson, as 
an answer to the cowardly language of the giant Harapha, 
Sam. Agon. ver. 1237. 

“ Go, baffled coward! lest I mn upon thee. 

Though in these chains, bulk without spirit vast, 

And with one buffet lay thy structure low,” &c. Toi>i>. 
Ver. 281. in dreams, &c.] Probably alluding to Virgil, 
JEn. iv. 465. 

« Agit ipse fiirentem 

In somnis ferns .fflneas ; sempeninc rclinqui 
Sola sibi, semper longam inoomitata videtur 
Ire viam,” &c. Town. 

* Second day's battle, Qri^nal edidoa. 




jiSfms MnuBiLis. 


27 


Of Bhips, which by their mould bring new supplies, 
And in their colours Belgian lions bear. 

Lzxzn. 

Our watchful general had discern’d from far 
This mighty succour, which made glad tiie foe : 
He sigh’d, but, like a father of the war, 29^ 

His face spake hope, while deep his sorrows 
flow. 

LXXIV. 

His wounded men he first sends off to shor^ 
Hever, till now, unwilling to obey : 

They not their wound% but want of strength 
deplore, 

And think them happy who with him can stay. 


Lxrr. 

Then to the rest, “Rejoice,” said he^ "to-day; 

In you the fortune of Great Britain lies : 
Among so brave a people, you are they 
Whom Heaven has chose to fight for such a 
prize. 

LIXVI. 

If number English courages could quell, 

We should at first have shunn’d, not met our 
foes : 

Whose numerous sails the fearful only tell : 
Courage from hearts, and not from numbers, 
grows.” 

LXXVII. 

He said, nor needed more to say : with haste ^ 
To their known stations cheerfully they go ; 
And all at once, disdaining to be last. 

Solicit every gale to meet the foe. 

Lxxvin. 

Hor did th’ encouraged Belgians long delay, 

But bold in others,, not themselves, they 
stood: 

So thick, our navy scarce could steer their way. 
But seem’d to wander in a moviog wood. 


Txnx. 

Our little fleet was now engaged so far, 

That, like the sword-fish in the whal^ they 
fought : 

The combat only seem’d a civil war, 

Till through their bowels we our passage 
wrought 

LXXX. 

Hever had valour, no not ours, before 
Done ought like this upon the land or main. 
Where not to be o’ercome was to do more 
Than all the conquests former kings did gain. 


IXXXI. 

The mighty ghosts of our great Harries rose, ^ 
And armed Edwards look’d with anadous cye^ 
To see this fleet among unequaJ foes, 

By which fate promised them their Charles 
should rise. 


Ver.292. ms face, Ac.! 

cords doZerCTi.”— V irg. Onginal edition. 
Vet. 812. Butseemldtotoand^inc 



edifices. Pmdar. Olymp. Od. 6th. JorarWAHTOK. 

Ver. 321. The mighiy ghosts] This is finely Im^dned. 
Pr. J.WlETOK. 


txixn. 

Meantime the Belgians tack upon our rear, 

And raking chaie-guns through our sterns they 
send: 

Close by, their fire-ships, like jackals, appear. 
Who on their lions for the prey attend. 

Lxxxni. 

Silent in smoke of cannon they come on : 

Such vapours once did fiery Cacus hide : ^ 

In these the height of pleased revenge is shown. 
Who bum contented by another’s side. 

Lrmv. 

Sometimes from fighting squadrons of each fleet, 
Deceived them^ves, or to preserve some 
friend, 

Two grappling iEtnas on the ocean meet, 

And English fires with Belgian fla-mfia contend. 

LXXXV. 

How, at each tack, our little fleet grows less; 

And, like maim’dfowl, swim laggmgon the main; 
Their greater loss their numbers scarce confess 
While they lose cheaper than the English gain. 


LXZXVI. 

Have you not seen, when, whistled from the fist, 
Some frlcon stoops at what her eye design’d, 
And, with her eagerness the quarry miss’d, 
Straight flies at cheek, and dips it down the 
wind? 

LXXXVIl. 

The dastard crow that to the wood made wing, 
And sees the groves no shelter can afford, 

With her loud caws her craven kind does bring, 
Who, safe in numbers, cuff the noble bird. 


LTxrwn. 

Among the Dutch thus Albemarle did fiire : 

He could not conquer, and disdain’d to fly; 
Past hope of safety, ’twas his latest caje> 

Like falling Cses^, decently bo dia 

IXZZIX. 

Yet pity did his manly spirit move, 

To see those perish who so well had fought ; 
And generously with his despair he strova ^ 
Halved to live till he their safety wrought 

xa 

Let other muses write his prosperous fate, 

Of conquer’d nations tell, and kings restored: 
But mine shall sing of his eclipsed estate, 

Which, like the sun’s, more wonders does 
afford. *• 

XCI. 

He drew his mighty fiigates aH before 
On which the foe his fruitless force employs : 
His weak ones deep into his rear he bore 
Remote from guns, as sick men from the noisa 

xcn. 

His fiery cannon did their passage gnidoi, ** 

And following smoke obscurSi them from the 
foe; 

Ver. 861. Past hope of safetg, 'ttaas his latest ears, 
IdkefaUing Ccaar, deesnap to die.] 

** Tunc qnoqne jam moriens, ne non pTocmnbat bonestt 
Eespidt ; htec etiam cora cadentis erat'’— Grid. 

, Jobs Wabtoit 
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Tims Israel safe from tlie Egyptian’s pride, 

By flaming pillars, and by clouds, did go. 
xcin. 

Elsewhere the Belgian force we did defeat, 

But here our courages did theirs subdue : 

So Xenophon once led that famed retreat. 

Which first the Asian empire overthrew. 

xorv. 

The foe approach’d, and one for his bold sin 
Was sunk ; as he that touch’d the ark was slain : 
The wild waves master’d him and suck’d him in, 
grmiling eddies dimpled on the main. 

xov. 

This seen, the rest at awful distance stood ; 

As if they had been there as servants set 
To stay, or to go on, as he thought good. 

And not pursue but wait on his retreat ^ 

xcvi. 

So Libyan huntsmen, on some sandy plain, 

From shady coverts roused, the hon chase : 
The kingly beast roars out with loud disdain. 
And dowly moves, unknowing to give place. 

xcvn. 

But if some one approach to dare his force, 

He swings his tajL, and swiftly turns him round ; 
With one paw seizes on Ms trembling horse, 

And with the other tears him to the groiind. 

xcvni. 

Amidst these toils succeeds the balmy night ; 

Xow hissing waters the quench’d guns restore; 
And weary waves, withdrawing from the fight, 

Lie lull’d and panting on the silent shore. 

xcix. 

The moon shone clear on the becal m ed flood, 
Where while her beams like ghttering silver 
play. 

Upon the deck our careful general stood, ^95 
And deeply mused on the succeeding day. 

Ver. 381. So Libyan Tmntsmen,] This simile is finely 
eaqprcssed, and wifli new and characteristic incidents, 
varying from the many similes of the kind in Homer and 
Virgil. JoHiT "Waktox. 

Ver. 384. And slowly Tnoves,} The simile is Virgil’s: 

“ Vestigia retro 

Improperata refert," &c. Oiig. edit. 

Ibid unknowing to giv^lace^ Horace’s Cedere 

nescii, Ode 6, lih. 1, 1. 6. John waeton. 

Ver. 386- He swings his tal!,] The metre of this line, 
perhaps, introduced swings instead of the more emphatic 
word stoindges, applied to a lion enraged by Chapman, in 
his Oces. and Fompey^ 1607, 

“ And then his sides he swindges with his st&msF 
And by Sylvester, T)u JBart^ p. 206, 4to. edit 

Then often swindging with his sinewie traine,” &c. 
Milton, in a line of admirable effect, has applied the word 
to the old dragon, who, 

** Wroth to see Ms kingdom fail, 

Swindges the scaly horrour of his folded tail.” 

Ode Natin. st 18. 

Waller also describes the “ taiVs impetuous swinge" of the 
whale, FaU.Summ.Isl. c. iii. Todd. 

Ver. 391. — weai'y waves,"] From Statius Sylv. 

“ Nrc trudbus finviis idem soniis: ocetdit horror 
^guoriSf amtemis maria aedvmta quiesennt." 

Original edition. 

Ver. 896. succeeding day.] The Srd of June, 

famous for two former victories. Original edition. 


c. 

I "That happy sun,” said he, "will rise again, 

I Who twice victorious did our navy sec : 

And I alone must view him rise in vain. 

Without one ray of all his star for me. ^ 

01 . 

"Yet like an English general will I die. 

And all the ocean make my spacious ^vo : 
Women and cowards on the land may lie, 

The sea’s a tomb that ’s proper for the brave.” 
oil. 

Eestless he pass’d the remnants of the night, ^ 

Till the fresh air proclaim’d the mommg nigh : 
And burning ships, the martyrs of the fight, 

With paler fires beheld the eastern sky. 

era. 

But now, his stores of ammunition spent,* 

BQs naked valour is his only guard , 

Bare thunders are from Ms dumb cannon sent. 
And solitaiy guns ai*e scarcely heard. 

CIV. 

Thus frr had fortune power, here forced to stay, 
Nor longer durst with virtue be at strife ; 

TMs, as a ransom, Albemarle did pay 
For all the glories of so great a life. 

cv. 

For now brave Eupert from afar appears. 

Whose waving streamers the glad general knows: 
With frOl-spread sails Ms eager navy steers. 

And every sMp in swift proportion gi*ows. 

cvi. 

The anxious prince had heard the cannon long, 
And horn that length of time dire omens drew 
Of Enghsh overmatch’d, and Dutch too strong. 
Who never fought three days, but to pursue. 

evil. 

Then, as an eagle, who, with pious care, ^ 
Was beating widely on the wing for prey. 

To her now s2ent ewie does repair, 

And finds her callow infants forced away ; 

Ver. 401. Yet Wee an English general mil I die, 

And aU the ocean make my spacious grave : 
Women and cowards on the land may he, 

The sea’s a tomh tJiat’s proper for the Sraue.] 
This speech contains nearly the same words that the Duk 
of Albemarle spoke in a council the evening before the 
battle, in which he fought with amazing^ intrepidity, aud 
all that determined resignation here implied. DisnniOK 

Ver. 406. the remnants of the mght^ Origina’ 

edition. Derrick, remnant. Todd. 

* Third day. Original edition. 

Ver. 413. here forced to stay,] Original oditioa 

This is certainly right; and Derrick’s reading is wroi g 
“ he forced” &o. Todd. 

Ver. 417 

For now brave "Rupert from afar appears, 

Whose waving streamers the glad general knows : 
With full-spread sails his eager navy steers. 

And every ship in swift proportion grows.] 

This last line gives us a picturesque and lively represen 
tation of a fleet approaching us, and gradually increasing 
in size and height 

Milton, of a distant fleet, says finely; 

" As when far off at sea a fleet descried, 

Hangs in the clouds, ” B. ii. 636. 

John Wahton. 

Ver. 425. Then, as an eagle^ Another simile, worthy o 
our author, as also 440. Dr. J.Waeton. 
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cvni. 

Stung with her love, she stoops upon the plain, 
The broken air loud whisthng as she flies : ^ 

She stops and listens, and shoots forth again, 
And guides her pinions by her young ones’ cries. 

GIX. 

With such kind passion hastes the prince to fight, 
And spreads his flying canvas to the sound; 

Him, whom no danger, were he there, could 
Aright, **35 

Now, absent, every little noise can wound. 

cz. 

As in a drought the thirsty creatui’es cry, 

And gape upon the gather’d clouds for rain : 

And fii-st the martlet meets it in the sky. 

And with wet wings joys all the feather’d 
train. ^ 

ozi. 

With such glad hearts did our despairing men 
Balute th’ appearance of the prince’s fleet : 

And each ambitiously would claim the ken. 

That with first eyes did distant safety meet. 

CXIT. 

The Dutch, who came like greedy hinds before, 

To reap the harvest their ripe ears did yield : 

Now look like those, when roUing thunders roar, 
And sheets of lightning blast the standing field. 

Gzin. 

Full in the prince’s passage, hills of sand 
And dangerous flats in secret ambush lay, ^ 

Where the false tides skim o’er the cover’d land. 
And seamen with dissembled depths betray. 


Ibid. Then, as an eagle, who, with pious care, 

Was heating widely an the wing for prey, 

To her now silent eyt ie does repair. 

And finds her callow infants forced awayj 
Stung with her lave, she stoops upon the plain. 

The In’ohen air loud whistling as she files : 

She stops and listens, and shoots forth again. 

And gu-edes her pinions hy her yornig ones' cries.] 

The expression, “ to her now silent eyrie,” reminds us of 
that patlietic stroke in Antipater's Greek epigram ; 

Kfzvxn'rai xoirBan tret^ xuKvBfi. 

As do the lines — 

“ She stops, she listens, and shoots forth again. 

And guides her pinions by her young ones’ cries ” 

of that description in Lucretius — 

“ At mater, virides saltus orhata peragrans, 

Linquit hum! pedibus vestigia pressa bisnlcis, 

Omuia convisens oculis loca, si queat usquam 
Conapicere amissum feetum ; completque querelis 
Frondifenim nemus, assistens, et crebia revisit 
Ad stabulum, desiderio perfixa juvcnci.” 

Then follows a thought inexpressibly tender, yet never 
noticed when this passage is cited : 

“ Nec vltulorum aJite species per pahula Iseta 
Derivare queiint animum curaqne levare : 

Usque adeo guiddam proprium notimgue requirit” 
JoHX ■Wabtojt. 

Ver.436. Sim, whom no danger, were he there, could fright, 
Sow, absent, every little noise can wound.] 

“ Et me quern dudum non nlla injecta movehant 
Tela, neqne adverse glomerati ex agmine Graii 
Nunc omnes terrent anrse ; sonus excitat omnis 
Suspensnm, et paiiter comitique oneriqne timentem.” 

JoHK ’Waston. 


cxiv. 

The wily Dutch, who, like fail’n angels, fear’d 
This new Messiah’s coming, there did wait, 
And round the verge their braving vessels steer’d. 
To tempt his courage with so a bait. ^ 

cxv. 

But he, unmoved, contemns their idle threat. 
Secure of fame whene’er he please to fight : 

His cold experience tempera all his heat, 

And inbred worth does boastmg valour slight. ^ 

OXVI. 

Heroic virtue did his actions guide. 

And he the substance not th’ appearance chose : 
To rescue one such fiiend he took more pride. 
Than to destroy whole thousands of such foes, 
cxvrr. 

But when approach’d, in strict embraces bound, ^ 
Eupert and Albemarle together grow ; 

He joys to have his friend in safety found, 

TVTuch he to none but to that fiiend would owe. 
civm. 

The cheerful soldiers, with new stores supplied. 
Now long to execute their spleenful w^ ; ^ 

And, in revenge for those three days they tried, 
Wish on^ like Joshua’s, when the sun stood 
still 

cxn. 

Thus reinforced, against the adverse fleet,* 

Still doubling our^ brave Rupert leads the way : 
With the first blushes of the mom they meet, 

And bring night back upon the new-born day. 

cxx. 

His presence soon blows up the kindling fight, 
And his loud guns speak thick like angry men . 
It seem’d as slaughter had been breathed all night, 
And death new pointed his dull dart again. ^ 

GXXI. . 

The Dutch too well his mighty conduct knew, 
And matchless courage, since the formei' tight • 
Whose navy like a stiff^etch’d cord did show. 
Till he bore in and bent them into flight. 

exxTi. 

The wind he riiares, while half their fleet offends 
His open side, and high above him shows : 
Upon the rest at pleasure he descends, 

And, doubly harm’d, he double harms LestoTva. 

cxxiir. 

Behind, the general mends his weary pace, 

And sullenly to his revenge he sails : 

So glides some trodden serpent on the grass, 

And long behind his wounded volume ti'ails. 

Yer 454. new Messiah's] Surely very profene 

Dr. J. Waetok. 

Ver. 460. worth does boasting vedour slight.] Ori 

ginal edition. Derrick puts “doiA.” Todd. 

* Fourth day’s battle. Original edition. 

Yer. 491. So glides, &c ] From YirgO : 

“ Qvum medii neocus extremaque agmina ccaidce 
Solvuntur, tardosque traMt sinus uitimus arhesT 

Original edition. 

Ibid. So glides some trodden serpent on the grass. 

And long behind his wounded volume tratZ^.] 

In the fifth hook of the .Sneid, line 273, the application is 
precisely the same : 

** Qnalis ssepe vi» deprensus in a^ere serpens, 

quern ohliquum rota transiit • aut gravis kta 
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CXXIT. 

increasuig sound is bome to oither shores 
And for tlxoir stokes the throwing notions fear : 
Their passions double with the cannons* roar, ^ 
And with warm wishes each man combats there. 

cxxv. 

Plied thick and close as when the fight begun. 
Their huge unwieldy navy wastes away ; 

So sicken waning moons too near the sun, 

And blunt their crescents on the edge of day. ^ 

cxxn. 

And now reduced on equal terms to fight, 

Their ships like wasted patrimomes show ; 
Where the thin scattering trees admit the light, 
And sl^uT* each other’s shadows as they grow. 

CXXVII. 

The warlike prince had sever’ d from the rest ^ 
Two giant ship^ the pride of all the main ; 
Which with his one so vigorously he press’d. 

And flew so home they could not rise again. 

cxxvm. 

Already batterid, by his lee they lay, 

In vain upon the passing winds they call : 

The passing winds through their tom canvas play. 
And flagging sails on heartless sailors fall. 

ozxrx. 

Their open’d sides receive a gloomy light, 
DreadM as day let in to shades below ; 
Without, grim death rides barefaced in their 

. . . . 

And urges entering billows as they flow. 

GXXX. 

When one dire shot, the last they could supply. 
Close by the board the prince’s main-mast bore : 
All three now helpless by each other lie^ 

And this offends not, and those fear no more, 
cxxxr. 

So have I seen some fearful hare maintain 
A course, till tired before the dog she lay : 
Who, stretch’d behind her, pants upon the plain. 
Past power to kiU, as she to get away. 

oxxxn. 

With Ms loll’d tongue he faintly licks Ms prey ; 

His warm breath blows her flix up as she lies; 
She, trembling, creeps upon the groxmd away, 
looks back to him with beseeching eyes. 

Semlnecem Uqnit sazo lacerctmqne viator; 
K^niequam longoa fugiens dat oorpore torttu 
Farte feroz, ardeosqae oculia; et sitila ooUa 
Ardiins attollens ; pars vulnera danda retentat 
Kezantem nodis seqne in sua membra pllcantem: 

Tali remiglo navis se tarda morebat” 

JOHK WjUtTOK. 

Yer. 495. Tietr passions douHe] The original edition 
incorrectly hasjpttssion. Todd. 

Yer. 601. on equal iems] The President EenmU 

has observed, firom lifadame de Serngne^ that since the 
battle of Actirun, no sea-fight has ever been decisive, or 
produced anv important consequences. Is this an obser- 
vation well founded? Dr. J. Wabtos. 

Yer 613. Tkeir operCd sides received « gloomy Ughtj 
Ereadjid as day 1st into shades below .*] 

** trepidantque iiuiaii.Bo lumine Manes.” 

An allusion to YirgiL Johk Wjletow. 

Yer. 614. asdcwletinto sliades] Original edition. 

This again is right, and Derrick’s “let into” should, I think, 
Ym discarded. Toon 


cxxxiu. 

The prince unjustly does his stars accuse, 

Which hinder’d him to push ^ fortune on; 

For what they to his courage did refuse. 

By mortal valour never must be done. 

cxxxiv. 

This lucky hour the wise Batavian takes, 

And warns his tatter’d fleet to follow home ; 
Proud to have so got off with equal stakes, ^ 
Where *twas a triumph not to be o’ercomo. 

oxxxv. 

The general’s force, as kept alive by fight, 

Now, not opposed, no longer can pursue ; 
Lasting till Heaven had done his courage right ; 
When he had conquer’d he his weakness knew. 

cxxacvi. 

He casts a frown on the departing foe, 

Ar^f^ sighs to see him quit the watery field ; 

TTlft stem fix’d eyes no satisfaction show, 

For all the glories which the fight did yield. 

cxxxvn. 

Though, as when fiends did miracles avow, 

He stands confess’d ev’n by the boastful Dutch ; 
He only does his conquest disavow, 

And thinka too little what they found too 
much. 

03C3imCVTIX« 

Eetum’d, he with the fleet resolved to stay ; 

No tender thoughts of home his heart divide ; 
Domestic joys and cares he puts away ; 

For realms are households which the great 
must guide. 

CXXXIX. 

As those who unripe veins in mines explore, 

On the rich bed again the warm turf lay, 

Till time digests the yet imperfect ore, *** 

And know it will be gold another day : 

CXL. 

So looks our monarch on this early fight, 

Th’ essay and mdiments of great success : 
Which all-maturing time must bring to light, 
While he, like Heaven, does each day’s labour 
bless. “0 

OXLT. 

Heaven ended not the first or second day. 

Yet each was perfect to the work design'd : 
God and kings work, when they their work survey, 
And passive aptness in all subjects find. 

CXLtl. 

In burden’d vessels first, vrith speedy care,* *** 
His plenteous stores do season’d timber send : 
Thither the brawny carpenters repair, 

And as the surgeons of maim’d ships attend. 

Yer. 636. a trium/ph not to be deroome^ From 

Horace: 

“ ■ quos opimus 

Fallere et efiugere est tnumphus.” Origliml edition. 
Yer. 668.] The ezpression is Virgil’s : 

“Primitisejuvenia misene, belliqiie propinqnl 
Dura rudimenta.” JoHX Waetoz. 

* His maiesfy repairs the fleet. Original edition. 
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With cord and canvas from rich Hamburgh sent. 
His navy’s moulted wings he imps once more ; 

Tall Norway fir, their masts in battle spent, 

And English oak, sprung leaks and planks, 
restore. 

CXLIV, 

AH hands employ’d, the royal work grows warm : 
Like labouring bees on a long summer’s day. 

Some sound the trumpet for the rest to swarm, 
And some on bells of tasted lilies plaj. 

CXLV. 

With gluey wax some new foundation lay 

Of virgin combs, which firom the roof are hung : 

Some arm’d within doors upon duty stay. 

Or tend the sick, or educate the young. 

CXLVT. 

So here some pick out bullets from the sides, 
Some drive old oakum through each seam and 
rift ; 

Their left hand does the calking-iron guide, 

The rattling mallet with the right ^ey lift. 
cxLvn. 

With boiling pitch another near at hand, ^ 
From friendly Sweden brought, the seams 
instops : 

Which well paid o’er, the salt sea-waves withstand, 
And shakes them from the rising beak in drops. 
cxLvni. 

Some the gall’d ropes with dawby mai’ling bind. 
Or cere-cloth masts with strong taipawling 
coats : 

To try new shrouds one mounts into the wind. 
And one, below, their ease or stiifiiess notes. 
czLce. 

Our carefrd monarch stands in person by. 

His new-cast cannons’ firmness to explore : 

The strength of big-com’d powder loves to try, 
And baR and cartrage sorts for every bore. 


Like a nch bnde does to the ocean swim, 

And on her shadow ndes in floating gold. 

CLTT. 

Her flag aloft spread ruffling to the wind, 

And sanguine streamers seem the flood to fire- 

The weaver, charm’d with what his loom design’d. 
Goes on to sea, and knows not to retire. ^ 

CLTII. 

With roomy decks, her guns of mighty strensfth, 
Whose low-laid mouths each mounting billow 
laves : 6 iq 

Deep in her draught, and warlike in her length, 
She seems a sea-wasp flying on the waves. 

ciiv. 

This martial present, piously design’d. 

The loyal city give their best-loved king : 

And, with a boimty ample as the wind, 

Built, fitted, and maintain’d, to aid Mm bring. 

CLT. 

By viewing nature, nature’s handmaid, art 
Idakes mighty things from amflU begirmingsgrow; 

Thus fishes first to shipping did impart, 

Their tail the rudder, and their head the prow. 

CLVT. 

Some log perhaps upon the waters swam, ® 
An useless drift, which rudely cut within. 

And, hollow’d, first a floating trough became. 

And ’cross some rivulet passage did begin. 

CLVTI. 

In shipping such as this, the Irish kem, ® 
And untaught Indian, on the stream did glide ; 

Ere diarp-keel’d boats to stem the flood did learn, 
Or fin-like oars did spread frum either side. 

CLTin. 

Add hut a sail , and Saturn so append. 

When fi^m lost empire he to exile wenty 

And with the golden age to I^ber steer’d. 

Where coin and first commerce he did invent. 


Each day brings ft^sh supplies of arms and men. 
And ships which all last winter were abroad ; 
And such as fitted since the fight had been. 

Or new from stocks were feli’n into the rckd. 

GLI. 

The goodly London* in her gallant trim, 

^he phoenix daughter of tiie vanish’d old,) 


Ver.STO. wings he imps] See Mr.Warton’s note 

on Milton’s 16th Samlet^ “to imp their serpenfc-wiji^a;” 
where he observes that the expression occurs in poets much 
later than Milton The latest, whom I have hitherto found 
using this old poetical expression, is Shadwell, hy whom it 
is employed towards the end of his ikt&eZZa. Todd. 

Ver. 673. AU Jumds] This is a very elegant stanza. 
Dr. J. Waeton. 

Ibid. the royal worTc grows warm:] “ Fervet opus:” 

the same similitade in Virgil. Original edition. 

Ver. 677. soms new foundation Zoy] Original 

edition. Derrick, foft.ndations. Todd. 

Ver. 689. with dawly marling] Original edition. 

Derri(dt, marline. Todd. 

Ver. 696. laU and cartrage] Original edition. 

Derrick, cartrige. Todd. 

* Loyal London described. Original edition. 

Ver. 601. The goodly London W yaKont trim,] Gray 

has evidently copied this passage in The Bard, ver. 73. 

“ In gallant trim the gilded vessel goes.” Todd. 

Ver. 602. Derrick’s reading and jrainting of the second 
line of this stanza are absurd. He gives, 

The Phoenix, daughter of the vanish’d old, 
might inclme some readers to imagine another 


CTiIZ* 

Rude as fheir ^ps was navi^tion then ; 

No useful compass or meridian known ; 
Coasting, they kept the land within thrir ken, 
And knew no North but when the Pole-star 
^onei. 

CLX. 

Of all who since have used Hie open sea. 

Than the boldEnglidi none more fame havewon: 
Beyond the year, and out of heaven’s high way. 
They make discoveries where they see no sun. 


ship here intended, especially as there is a comma after 
Phcksnix, and no parenthesis, as in the original edition 
Head and point thus, for the whole belongs to the London : 
The goodly London in her gallant trim, 

(The phoenix daughter of the vanish’d old,) 

Like a nch. bride, &c. &c. Todd. 


- the Irish ferw,] Derrick says, that 


Ver. 626. „ „ ... 

lam signifies a clown or peasant, and that in Spenser it is 
used for a foot-soldier. He should have added, that Spenser, 
in his Viefo of the state of Irdand, has given a very minute 
description of the Tcern, “ whom only," he says, “ I take to 
he the proper Irish sonldier,” Ac. Todd. 

Ver. 632. — — coinandjl!rrtco»nm«rc«,&c.] Edit. 1667, 
I prefer this to Derrick’s unauthorised comnwreefirstf-wbixii 

on the&ret syll^le of commerce; forgetting, however, that 
“ quick commerce " occurs in stanza 1^ where he could not 
change the position of the word. Todd. 

Ver. 639. Beyond the ytar, and out of heonerls Jdgh way^ 

“ Extra aimi, solisqne vias.” — ^Viig. 

Original edition 
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Whoe’ei would English, momiments survey, 

In other records roay our courage know : 

But let them hide the story of this day, 

Whose feme was blemish’d by too base a foe. 

caccvii. 

Or if too busily they will enquire 
Into a victory, which we disdain ; 

Then let them Imow, the Bdgians did retire 
Before the patron saint of injured Spain. 

CXCVUI. 

Eepenting England this revengefud day '5® 

To PhSip’s manes did an offering bring : 
England, which first, by leading them astray. 
Hatch’d up rebellion to destroy her king. 

cxcix. 

Our fethers bent their baneful industry. 

To check a monarchy tlia,t slowly grew ; 

But did not France or Holland’s fete foresee. 
Whose rising power to swift dominion flew. 

CO. 

In fortune’s empire blindly thus we go. 

And wander after pathless destiny ; 

Whose dark resorts since prudence cannot know. 
In vain it would provide for what shall be. 

cci. 

But whate’er English to the blest shall go. 

And the fourth Harry or first Orange meet,* 
Find him disowning of a Bourbon foe. 

And him detesting a Batavian fleet. 

con. 

Now on their coasts our conquering navy rides. 
Waylays their merchants, and their land besets ; 
Each day new wealth without their care provides ; 
They he adeep with prizes in their nets. 

coin. 

So, close behind some promontory lie 
The huge leviathans to attend their prey ; 

And give no chace, but swallow in the fry, 

TPhich through their gaping jaws mistake the 
way. 

jtairon saint] St. James, on whose day this 

jrictojy was gsined. Orig. ed. 

lihid. tie Belgians did retire 

Before tike patron saint of injured jSpaih,J 
This yietory was eompleted on the twenty-fifth day of 
July, a day sacred to St, James the Great, patron of Spain, 
whi<m action our aathoTfialls “injured,” inasmuch as the 
HoHandeirshadreheJifid against King Philip II , being aided 
by ^een Edlza^^eth : and the next stanza refers to this trans- 
action, for whitii the poet supposes ns now to have atoned. 
The monarchy sBentioncd lu the 19dth stanza is Spain, 
with which Q^n Elizabeth had been long at variance 
when, in onr author's opinion, we overlooked the growing 
power of Fjrance and Hotiaad, which merited much more 
onr attention. Bzniuck* 

Ver, 755. Jt^miing ^eperw? What, of one of 

the most glorious and meritorious actions that Queen 
Elizabeth was ever engaged in, assisting the oppressed 
Hollanders against the execrable tyranny of Philip II.? 
I could wish to forget that our poet ^r wrote lines of such 
an abject spirit, and so unworthy of a true Engdi^hman. 
Dr. J. Waetokt. 

Ver 798. Philip’s manes] Philip II., of Spain, 

against whom the Hollanders rebelling, were aided by 
Queen Elizabeth. Orig. ed, 

Ver. 815. So, dose ieMnd] This poem is oveiioaded 
with similes. Dr. J. Wabtoh. 

Ibid. “ Porpureus, late qni splendeat nnus et alter 
4ssuitur pannus.'^ Joss Wabxojt. 


Nor was this all ; iu ports and roads remote, 
Destructive fires among whole fleets we send ; 

Triumphant flames upon the water float, 

Aud out-hound ships at home their voyage end. 

ccv. 

Those various squadrons, variously design’d, 

Each vessel freighted with a several load, 

Each squadron waiting for a several wind, ^ 
AH find but one, to bum them in the road. 

ccvi. 

Some bound for Guinea, golden sand to find, 

Bore all the gawds the simple natives wear : 

Some, for the pride of Turkish courts design’d, 
For folded turbans finest Holland bear. 


Some English wool, vex’d in a Belgian loom, 

And into cloth of spongy softness made. 

Did into France or colder Denmark doom, 

To min with worse ware our staple trade. 

ccvm. 

Our greedy seamen rummage every hold, 

Smile on the booty of each wealthier chest ; 

And, as the priests who with their gods make bold. 
Take what they like, and sacrifice the rest. 

ccix.t 

But ah ! how insincere are all our joys ! 

Which sent from heaven, like hghtning make 
no stay : 

Their palling taste the journey’s length destroys, 
Or grief, sent fost, o’ertakes them on the way. 

cox. 

Swell’d with our late successes on the foe^ 

Which France and Holland wanted power to 
cross, 

We urge an unseen fete to lay us low, 

And feed their envious eyes with English loss. 


* Burning of the fleet in the Vlg, by Sir Bobert Holmes, 
Orig. ed. 

Ver. 828. the gawds] Toys, lanlUs. So in Shak- 

speare's Mid. Nights Dream, A. i. S. i. 

“ And stolen the impression of her fantasy 
With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds, conceits,” &c 
Where see Mr. Steeven’s note. Todd. 

Ver. 830. /oZefed turbans] Orig.ed. Derrick reads, 

turbants. Todd. 

t Trarwitum to the fire of London- Orig. ed. 

Ver. 839, But ah I how msincrre] Here he enters on 
the other part of his subject, the dr^ful fire in London. 
Though the conflagration of a great city, -with all its con- 
comitant circumstances of distress, is one of the most 
striking objects imaginable for a ^at poet to describe, 
('vritness the second, perhaps, most beautiful book of the 
-Eneid), yet how lamentably has Dryden failed in raising 
any interest or emotion in minds of the reader And 
being unwilling to pass a censure, as I have thought my- 
self obliged to do frequently, I shall adopt the words of a 
celebrated critic, who says, the “ poet watches the flame 
coolly from street to street, with now a reflection and now a 
simile, till at last be meets the king, for whom he makes a 
speech, rather tedious in a time so busy : and then follows 
again the progress of the fire.” Dr. J. Waetok. 

Ver. 842. Or grief, sent post, die.] It is the same senti- 
ment in Milton's Samson Agonistes, ver. 1538. 

“For evil news rides post, while good news bates.” 

Milton’s, however, is the closer imitation of Statius, as I 
hare elsewhere observed : 

“ Spargitur in turmas solito pemirior index 
Cfun lugenda referL” Todd. 
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CXI. 

Each, element his dread command obeys, 

Who makes or ruins with a smile or frown ; 
Who, as by one he did our nation raise, 

So now he with another pulls us down. ^ 

ccxn. 

Yet, London, empress of the northern clime, 

By an high fate thou greatly didst expire ; 
Great as the world’s, which at the death of time 
Must faU, and rise a nobler frame by fii-e ! 

ccxm. 

As when some dfre usurper heaven provides, ^ 
To scoui;ge his country with a lawless sway ; 
His birth perhaps some petty village hides. 

And sets his cradle out of fortune’s way. 

ccxrv. 

Till fully ripe his swelling fate breaks out. 

And hurries him to mighty mischiefr on ; ^ 

His prince surprised at first no ill could doubt, 
And wants the power to meet it when 'tis known. 

CCXT. 

Such was the rise of this prodigious fire. 

Which, in mean buildings first obscurely bred, 

J lom thence did soon to open streets asph*^ 

And straight to palaces and temples spread. 

ccxvr. 

The diligence of trades and noiseful gain. 

And luxury more late, a^eep were laid : 

All was the mght’s ; and in her sdent reign 
Ho sound the rest of nature did invade. ^ 

ccxvn. 

In this deep quiet, from what source unknown, 
Those seeds of fire their fetal birth disclose; 
And first few scattering sparks about were blown. 
Big with the flames that to our ruin rose. 

ocxvui. 

Then in some close-pent room it crept along;, 

And smouldering as it went, in silence fed ; 

Till th’ infant monster, with devouring strongs 
Walk’d boldly upright with exalted head. 

ccux. 

How like some rich or mighiy murderer. 

Too great for prison, which he breaks with gold; 
Who fresher for new mischiefe does appear, 

And dares the world to tax him with the old ; 

GGXX. 

So ’scapes th’ insulting fire his narrow jail. 

And makes small outlets into open air : 

There the fierce winds his tender force assail, 

And beat him downward to his first repair. 

Ter. 858. Great as the tcorlcCs, which at the deaJth of Him 
Must fatly arid rise anoUer frame bjffiref^ 

“ Qttum marty gutm t^us, con epia^ regia ccelif 
Jrdeaty^ Ovid. Orig. ed. 

Ter. 871, from what source tmiiwwiz,] The 

fire might natarally have been accounted for, from the 
narrowness of the streets, from houses built entirely of 
timber, and a strong east wind that blew at the time. But 
it was ascribed by the rage of the people, either to the 
Republicans or the Catholics, especially the latter. An 
inscription on the monument, proscribed, we know by Pope, 


CCXXI. I 

The winds, like crafty courtezans, withheld l 
His flames from burning, but to blow them ! 
more : 

! And every fresh attempt he is repell’d 

With femt denials weaker than before. ®o 

ccxxn. 

And now, no longer letted of his prey, 

He leaps up at it with enraged desire: 

O’erlooks the neighbours with a wide survey. 

And nods at every house his threatening tire. 

ccxxiu. 

The ghosts of traitors from the bridge descend, 
With bold fenatick spectres to rejoice : ** 

About the fire into a dance they bend. 

And sing their sabbath notes with feeble voice. 

ccxxiv. 

Our guardian angel saw them where they sate 
Above the palace of our slumbering king ; ** 

He sigh’d, abandoning his charge to fete, 

And, drooping, oft look’d back upon the wing. 

cerxv. 

At length the crackling noise and dreadful blaze 
Call’d up some waking lover to the sight ; 

And long it was ere he tiie rest could raise, 

Whose heavy eyehds yet were full of night. 

ccxxvi. 

The next to danger, hot pursued by fete, 
Halficloth’d, half-naked, hastily retire r 
And frighted mothers strike their breasts too late, 
For helpless infants left amidst the fire. 

CCXXTTT. 

Their cries soon waken all the dwellers near; 

How murmuring noises rise in eveiy street; 

The more remote run stumbling with their fear. 
And in the dark men justle as they meek 

ccxxvm. 

So weary bees in little cells repose ; *** 

But if night-robbers lift the well-stored hive;, 

An humming through their waxen city grows, 

And out upon each other’s wings they drive;. 

was intended to perpetuate this groundless suspicion. This 
inscription was erased by James II ^ but restored at the ! 
Revolution, and still remains. Dr. J. Wabtox. 

Ter. 887, The winds,'] In this stanza, and in the four 
following, our poet may be justly said '* to tread upon the 
brink of meaning, where light and darkness tegin to 
mingle ; to approach the precipice of absurdity, and hover 
over the dbgss of wnideal vaeomeyP I>r. J. Wabtok. 

Ibid. like erafiy, &c.] Sac arte traetakai cupidum 

virum, ut iUius aninaan tnqpia aecenderet Oxig. ed. 

Ibid. like crafty couriezansj] A vulgar and im- 

proper allusion I Dr. J. ’Wabtok. 

Ter. 897, About the fire into a danoe they lend^ How 
inferior is this passage to Milton's animated deseciption of 
the wild ceremonies of Moloch, which Dryden, howover 
seems to hare here had in mind : 

* In vain with cymbals* ring i 

They call the gridy king. 

In diSTtud dance cdxnd ihefitmaee 

Ode Nativ. sb 23. Todd. 

Ter. 909. And frighted mothers] The orig. edit hu 
mothery incorrectly. Todd. 

Ter.914. And m the dark, dbo.] If I mistake Dot, Lae 
has somewhere written a similar line — 

“ And gods meet gods, and justle in the dark.* 

Both are equity splendid 1 Todd^ 

d2 
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ccjntix. 

Now streets grow tlirong’d and busy as by day : 

Some run for buckets to the hallow’d quire : 
Some cut the pipes, and some the engines play ; 
And some more bold mount ladders to the fire. 


ccxxxix. 

Near as he draws, thick harbingers of smoke 
With gloomy pillars cover all the place ; 
Whose little intervals of night are broke 
By sparks, that drive against his sacred face. 


coxxx. 

In vain : for from the East a Belgian wind 
His hostile breath through tl o dry rafters sent ; 
The flames impell’d soon left their foes behmd. 
And forward with a wanton fury went. 

ccxxxi. 

A key of fire ran all along the shore, 

And lighten’d all the river with a blaze : 

The waken’d tides began again to roar. 

And wondermg fish in shining waters gaze. ^ 

ccxxxu. 

Old father Thames raised up his reverend head. 
But fear’d the fate of Simois would return : 
Deep in his ooze he sought his sedgy bed, 

And shrunk his waters back into bis um. 

ccxxxm. 

The fire, mean time, walks in a broader gross ; 

To either hand his wings he opens wide : 

He wades the streets, and sti^ght he reaches 
cross. 

And plays his longing flames on th’ other side, 
ccxxxrv. 

At first they warm, then scorch, and then they 
take ; 

Now with long necks from side to side they 
feed: 

At length, grown strong, their mother-fire forsake. 
And a new colony of flames succeed. 

ccxxxv. 

To every nobler portion of the town 

The curling billows roll their restless tide : 

In parties now they straggle up and down, ^ 
As armies, unopposed, for prey divide. 

COXXXVT. 

One mighty squadron with a side-wind sped, 
Through narrow lanes his cumbered fire does 
h^e, 

By powerful charms of gold and silver led, 

The Lombard bankers and the Change to waste. 


CCSXXVIl. 

Another backward to the Tower would go, 

And slowly eats his way against the wind : 

But the main body of the marching foe 
Against th’ impenal palace is design’d. 

ccxxxvni. 

Now day appears, and with the day the king, 
Whose early care had rohh’d him of his r^ ; 
Far off the cracks of falling houses ring, 

And shrieks of subjects pierce his tender breast. 

Ver. 928. And lighten’d aS the river with a blaze :] 

“ Sig/eea iffm freta lata reZucewt.”— Virg. Ong. ed. 

Ver. 931. Old father Thames raised up Tits reioerend Jieadj 
But fear'd the fate of Simms xoould return ] 

An evident allusion to the 23st hook of Homer, where Tnl- 
can dries up the allied streams of Simois and Seamander 
John Waeton. 


CCXL. 

More than his guards his sorrows made him known, 
And pious tears which down his cheeks did 
shower: 

The wretched in his grief forgot their own ; 

So much the pity of a king has power. 

CCXLI. 

He wept the flames of what he loved so well, 

And what so well had merited his love : 

For never prince in grace did more excel. 

Or royal city more in duty strove. ^ 

CCXLII. 

Nor with an idle care did he behold : 

Subjects may grieve, but monarchs must redress; 
He cheers the fearful and commends the bold, 
And makes despairei's hope for good success. 


eexun. 

Himself directs what first is to he done, 

And orders all the succours which they bring : 


Yer. 975.1 Immediately after the fire of London, there i 
was published, on a half sheet, “ A true and exact Relation ! 
of the most dreadful and remarkable Fires, which have | 
happened since tlie reign of King William the Conqueror 
to this present year, 1666, in the cities of London and , 
\Y estminster, and other parts of England.” i 

The following is the account of the fire in 1666 : — “ On 
Sunday, the second of September, this present year, 166U, 
about one o’clock in the morning, there happened a sad ami 
deplorable fire in Pudding-lane, near JV’lito Fish-stieet, which, 
falling out in a part of the city so close built witli wooden 
houses, propagated itself so far before day with such 
violence, that it bred such distraction and astonishment in 
the inhabitants and neighboiurs, that care was taken not to 
stop the further diffusion of it, by pulling down houses, as 
ought to have been ; so that this grievous tre in a short time 
became too big to be masteied by any engines, or woiking 
near it; and being fomented by the hand of God in a 
violent easterly wind, which kept it burning in such a raging 
manner all Sunday and Sunday night, spreading itself by 
Monday mormng up Gracechurch-street to Lmnlard-street, 
and to St. SvnthiTis church in Canon-street, and downwaids 
from Ccaion-street to the water-side as far as the Three 
Cranes tn the Vvntry, and eastward beyond BiUinsgate. 
The greatness and vastness of the ftre was such, that made 
the amazed and distracted people take care only to pre- 
serve their own goods, and secure every man his particular 
concerns, making hnt slender attempts to extinguish the 
flame. In fine, it continued all Monday and Tuesday with 
such impetuosity, that it had, at ten of fhe clock on Tuesday 
night, westward, consumed houses and (fliurches all the way 
to St Dmstan's church, in Fleet-street, at which time, by the 
favour of God, the wind slackened; and that night, hy the 
vigUemey, industry, and indtfatigcMe pains of his Majesty and 
his Boyal Highness, calling upon all people, and encmiraging 
them hy thenr personal assistances, a stop was put to the fire 
in Flek-street, the Jfmer Temple, and Fetter-la^ at HoXbom- 
hridge, Piercorner, Aldersgate, Cnpplegate, near the lower end 
of Gdlemanrstreet, at the end of Basinghallrstreet, by the 
Po^ttem, at the upper end of Bishopsgate-street, and Leaden- 
hdOrstreet, at the standard in Cor^iU, at the chur^ in 
Fenehureh-sireet, near Clothworker’s-hall in Mindngdcme, 
at the middle of Marhdcaie, and at the Tower-dock, on 
Wednesday night it suddenly brake out afiesh in the 
Inner Temple, which happened (as it is supposed) by flakes 
of fire fallhig into the gutters of the buildings. His Royal 
Highness in. person fortunately watching there that night, 
hy his care, diligence, great labour, and seasonable com- 
mands for the blowing np, with gunpowder, some of the 
said huilding:s,itwasmost happily before day extinguished, 
after it had laid level with the ground Tanjieldrcow t, 
Parson! s-court, and the buildings in tlie church-yard, and 
done some little damage to the church and halL” Tonn 
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The helpful and the good about him run. 
And fonn an army worthy such a king. 


ccxLrv. 

He sees the dire contagion spread so fast, 

That where it seizes, all relief is vam : 

And therefore must unwillingly lay waste 
That country, which would else the foe maintaiTi. 

CCXLV. 

The powder blows up all before the fire : 

Th’ amazed flames stand ^ther’d on a heap ; 

And from the precipice’s brink retire, 

Afraid to venture on so large a leap. 

CCXliVl. 

Thus fighting fires a while themselves consume, 
But straight like Turks, forced on to win or die^ 

They first lay tender bridges of their fume, 

And o’er Ihe breach in imctuous vapours fly, 

CCXLVII. 

Part stays for passage, till a gust of wind 
Ships o’er their forces in a shining sheet : 

Part creeping under ground their journey blind. 
And climbing from below them fellows meet 

ccxLvm. 

Thus to some desert plain, or old wood-side, ^ 
Dire night-hags come from fiir to dance their 
round ; 

And o’er broad rivers on their fiends they ride, 

Or sweep m clouds above the blasted groimd. 

GCXLIX. 

No help avails : for, hydrarlike, the fire 
Lifts up his hundred heads to aim his way : 

And scarce the wealthy can one half retire^, 

Before he rushes in to share the prey, 

COL. 

The rich grow suppliant, and the poor grow proud: 
Those ofier mighty gain, and these ask more : 

So void of pity is th’ ignoble crowd, 

When olhers’ ruin may increase their store. 


CCLI, 

is those, who live by shor^ with joy bdiold 
Some wealthy vessel split or stranded nigh ; 
And from the rocks leap down for shipwreck’d 
gold, 

And seek the tempest which the others fly : 


Ter. 988. But straight tiJcs TurTcs, forcsd on, &c.l Tke 
Turks arc not only predestinarians, but they also believe 
that eveiy man who dies fighting against unbeliever^ for 
so thev call all who differ from them in religion, goes 
directly to Paradise. These tenets often encourage those 
to fight who have no great stomachs to it; and, in this 
sense, they may be said to be forced on. Dberick. 

Ver. 991. Part stays for Original edition. 

Derrick has stay. Todd. 

Ter. 1007. As those, who live ly shores, &c.] The gallant 
Sir Cloudesley Shovel was barbarously murdered on the 
coast of Cornwall, as he swam oh shore, by a woman, who 
was incited to the barbarous act by the sight of a ring 
which he wore on his finger. This is related on the 
authority of the late Lord Peterborough, who told it to Sir 
John Mordaunt,who reUted it to the late Dr. Shipley, 
Bishop of St. Asaph. Johx Wartox. 

Ver. 10X0. And seel the tempest} Thus the original 
edition. Derrick has tempests, Todd, 


ccui. 

So these but wait the owuer’s last despair, 

And wbat ’s permitted to tbe flames invade ; 

Ev’n from their jaws they hungry morsels tear, j 

And on their backs the spoils of Vulcan lade. j 

ccLm. 

The days were all in this lost labour spent ; 

And when the weary king gave place to night 

His beams he to his royal brother lent. 

And so shone still in his reflective light. 

CCLIV. 

Night came, but without darknesR or repose, 

A dismal picture of the general doom ,* 

WThere souls distracted when the trumpet blows, 
And half unready with their bodies coma 

j CCLV. 

j Those who have homes, when home they do repair, 

I To a last lodging call their wandering friends : 

' Their short uneasy sleeps are broke vrith care, ^ 

! To look how near their own destruction tends. 

I 

j CCLVI. 

Those who have none, sit round where once it was. 
And -with fall eyes each wonted room require ; 

Hhunting the yet warm ashes of the place. 

As murder’d men walk where they did expira 

ccLvn.* 

Some stir up coals and watch the vestal fire, 

Others in vain from sight of ruin run ; 

And while through burning labyrinths they retire 
Vath loathing eyes repeat wh^ they would shun. 

ocLvm. 

The most in fields like herded beasts lie down. 

To dews obnoxious on the grassy floor ; 

And while their babes in sleep their sorrows drown, 
Sad parents watch the remnants of their stora 


ocux. 


TVhile by the motion of the flames they guess 
Wbat streets are burning now, and what are 
near, ^ 

An in&nt waking to the paps would pre^ 

And meets instead of milk, a falling tear. 


Ver. 1016. And when (he vxary Jang gave place to rngHl 

^ serse meminit decedere nocti.” Virg. 

Jobs Wabtoh. 


Ver. 1028. 

And with full eyes each wmied room require .* 
Hawntmg the yet warm ash^s of the placed 
A pathetic stroke, which reminds us of the lively repre- 
seutatiou of Liw At pne mem obliti quid relinquerent, 
quid secum ferrent, deficiente consilio, rogitante^ue alii 
alios, nunc in liminibus starent, nunc errahnndi domos 
suas, nltimum inas visuri pervagarentur." Jobs Wab- 


TON. 

Ver. 1041. An infant waling to the paps would press. 

And meets, instead of mUk, a falling fear.] 

A tender and pathetic stroke, which might have been 
derived from Pliny’s description of the famous picture o*. 
Aristides the Theban Htous picture est, oppidocapm 
ad matris morientis e vulnere mammam adrepens in&ns : 
intelligiturque sentlre mater, et iimere, ne emwiiio laote 
sangninem lambat.” — Pliny. John Warton. 

Ver- 1042.] 

« Cold on Canadian hiPs, or Ifiuden’s plain, ^ 
Perhaps that parent mourn’d her soldier hlam : 
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CCLX. 

No ihouglit can ease them but their soTereign’s 
care, 

Whose praise the afflicted as their comfort siag: 
E’en those whom want might drive to just despair, 
Think life a blessing under such a king. 

CCLXI. 

Meantime he sadly suffers in their grief, 
Out*weeps an hermit, and out-prays a saint : 

All the night long he studies their relie:^ 

How they may be supplied, and he may want. 

coLxn. 

0 Grod,” said he, " thou patron of my days,* 
Guide of my youth m exile and distress ! 

Who me unfriended brought by wond’rous ways, 
The kingdom of my fathers to possess : 

COIiXIIT. 

"Be thou my judge, with what unwearied care 

1 since have labour’d for my people’s good ; 

To bind the bruises of a civil war. 

And stop the issues of their wasting blood. 

CCIiXIV. 

" Thou, who hast taught me to forgive the ill. 
And recompense, as friends, the good misled : 
If mercy be a precept of thy will, 

Eeturn that mercy on thy servant’s head. 


" On me alone thy just displeasure lay, 

But take thy judgments from this mourning 
land. 

CCLXVI. 

"We all have sinn’d, and thou hast laid us low, 

As humble earth from whence at first we came : 
Like fljdng shades before the clouds we show. 
And shHnk like parchment in consuming flame. 

CCLXVII. 

" 0 let it he enough what thou hast done ; ' 

When spotted deaths ran arm’d through every 
street. 

With poison’d darts which not ihe good could 
shun, 

The speedy could out-fly, or valiant meet. 

ccLxvm. 

" The livmg few, and frequent funerals then, ^*’7® 
Proclaim’d thy wrath on this forsaken place : 
And now those few, who are return’d again, 

Thy searching judgments to their dwellings 
trace. 

GCIiiXlSL 

" 0 pass not. Lord, an absolute decree. 

Or hind thy sentence unconditional : 

But in thy sentence our remorse foresee. 

And in that foresight this thy doom recal. 


CCLXV. 

Or if my heedless youth has stept astray. 
Too soon forgetful of thy gracious hand ; 


Bent o’er her habe, her eye dissolved in dew, 

The hig drops mingling with the milk he drew, 
Gave the sad presage of his ftiture years, 

The child of Misery baptised in tears ! ” 

Apology for Tagnmts. Anon. Knox’s edit. vol. i. p. 623. 

John Warton. 

Ver. 1048. Ouir^eeps an hermit, and outrprays a saint: 

All the long night he studies their relief, 

Bow they may he supplied, and he may wcmt^ 
This reminds ns of Cowper : 

" When, Isaac like, the solitary saint 
Walks forth to meditate at even tide, 

And think on her, who thinks not for herself.” 

John Warton. 

* King’s prayer. Original edition. 

Ter. 1051. “ 0 Godf said Ae,] One of the finest stanzas, 
and onwards to verse 1086 wor^y our author. Or, J. 
Warton. 

Ibid. “ 0 Godi,” said he, “ them patron of my days^ This, 
which Or. Johnson calls “a spe^h rather tenons in a 
time so hnsy,” I would rather, with due deference to so 
great a man, call a solemn prayer. It may be no nn- 
pleasing task to my reader to compare with these admirable 
lines the prayer of Henry the Fourth of France, cited by 
Mr. Addison in the Guardian, vol. i. p. 79. “O Lord of 
Hosts, who canst see through the thickest veil and closest 
disguise, who viewest the bottom of my heart, and the 
deepest designs of my enemies, who hast in thy hands, as 
well as before thine eyes, all the events which concern 
human life; if thou knowest that my reign will promote 
thy glory, and the safety of thy people; if thou knowest 
that I have no other ambition in my soul, but to advance 
the honour of thy holy name, and the good of this state, 
favour, O great God, the justice of my arms, and reduce 
all the rebels to acknowledge him whom thy sacred decrees, 
and the order of a lawful succession, lw.ve made their 
sovereign; but if thy good Providence has ordered it 
otherwise, and thou seest that I should prove one of those 
kings whom thou givest in thine anger, take from me, 0 
merciful God, my life and my crown ; make me this day a 
saciitice to thy will; let my death end the calamities of 
Fr.inee, and let my blood be the last that is spilt in this 
quarrel.” John Warton. 

Ver. 1063. — y ouffi has stept astray^ Original edit 

Derrick step'd. Topd. 


COLXX. 

"Thy threat enings, Lord, as thine thou mayst 
revoke • 

But, if immutable and fix’d they stand, 
Continue still thyself to give the stroke, 

And let not foreign foes oppress thy land.” 

CCLXXI. 

Th* Eternal beard, and from the heavenly quire 
Chose out the cherub with the flaming sword ; 
And bade him swiftly drive th’ approaching fii'e 
From where our naval magazines were stored. 

CCLXXII. 

The blessed minister his wings display’d, 

And like a shooting star he deft the night : 

He charged the flames, and those that disobey’d 
He ladl’d to duty with his sword of light. 


Ter. 1069. 

Like flying shades "before t'he clovds we show, 

And shrink like pardhment in consuming flame j 

Two energetic lines founded on scriptural allusions, Psalm 
dx. V. 22, *'I go hence like the shadow that departeth.” 

This last image Dr. Glynn has transferred into his 
Seatoman Prize Poem, “ The Day of Judraent,” 'W’lth so 
much felicity, that I must be pardoned for transcribiug 
the whole of the prayer with which he concludes his 
spirited poem ; 

“ Power supreme, 

0 everlasting King, to thee I kneel, 

To thee I lift my voice. With fervent heat 
Melt all ye elements ! and thou, high heaven. 

Shrink like a shriveU’d scroll ! but think, 0 Dol'd, 
Think on the best, the noblest of thy woiks! 

Think on thine own bright image ’ think on Him 
Who died to save us from thy righteous wrath, 

And ’midst the wreck of worlds remember Man I ” 
John Warton. 

Ver. 1085. ConBnue sHU ihyxlf to give the stroke. 

And let not foreign foes oppress thy landl\ 

He imitates the pious submission of David “Let us 
now fall into the hand of the I^ord ; for his mercies are 
great ; and let me not fall into the hand of mwu”— $ 
xxiv. 14. John Warton. 
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CGLXXni. 

The fugitive flames, chastised, went forth to prey 
On pious structures, by our &thers rear’d ; 

By which to heaven they did affect the w’ay. 

Ere faith m churchmen without works was 
heard, 

CCLXXIV. 

The wanting orphans saw with watery eyes 
Their founders’ charity m dust laid low ; 

And sent to God their ever-answer’d cries. 

For he protects the poor who made them so. 

CCLXXV. 

Nor could thy fabric, Paul’s, defend thee long. 
Though thou wert sacred to thy Maker’s praise: 
Though made immortal by a poet’s song ; 

And poets’ songs the Theban walls coidd raise. 

CCLXXVI. 

The daring flames peep’d in, and saw from far 
The awflil beauties of the sacred quire : 

But, since it was profaned by civil war. 

Heaven thought it fit to have it purged by fire. 

ccLxrvn. 

Now down the narrow streets it swiftly came, 

And widely opening did on both sides prey : 
This benefit we sadly owe the flame. 

If only ruin must enlarge our way. 

ccLxxvm. 

And now four days the sun had seen our woes : 

Four nights the moon beheld th’ incessant fire: 
It seem’d as if the stars more sickly rose, ^“7 
And farther from the feverish north retire. 

CCLXXIX, 

In th’ empyrean heaven, the bless’d abode, 

The thrones and the dominions prostrate lie, 
Not daring to behold their angiy God ; 

And an hush’d silence damps the tunefiil sky. 

CCLZXX. 

At length th’ Almighty cast a pitying eye. 

And mercy softly touch’d hfe melting breast ; 
He saw the town’s one half in rubbish he, 

And eager flames drive on to storm the rest. 

Yer. 1096. On pious structures^ &c.] He here, I presume, 
alludes to Christ’s Hospital, &c. &c. John Wabton. 

Yer. 1097. 

By which to heaven they did affect the way^ 

Ere faith tn churchmen without woris was 
This passage is a sarcasm upon those -srho reduce all prin- 
ciples of religion to the single article of iaith. ■which, 
according to some, is sufficient for salvation, exclasive of 
every other tenet. Dhbbich. 

Yer, 1107. fames peep'd wi.] In censuring some ' 

seeming blemishes in this piece, such as the above lines, < 
I should be mortified to be placed among those idle and 
petty objectors who mistake ooinirmp for criticising; such 
as who blamed Tasso fps making Ermxnia cut off her 
hair, to hind up Tancred’s wounds, with a sword, as a S'word 
will not cut hair; or he who thought BapMil had made 
the boat too little to receive the miraculous capture of fish; 
or he who objected to the figure of Laoeoon being repre- 
sented as naked 'when he was in the act of sacrr/icvig. I 
shall for ever read the Seasons of Thomson trith delight 
and admiration, though I cannot forbear objecting to the 
two last as a conceit, alluding to his subject : 

^ The storms of wintry Time will quickly pass, 

And one unbounded Spring encircle all.” 

The verse below about God’s taking an exUnguisher is an 
absurdity of the most glaring kind. (Y erse 1129.) Dr, J. 
YTarton. 

Yer. 1126. And eager flames drive on] The original 
edition erroneously reads fljoe. Toon. 
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1 CCLSIXL 

An. hollow crystal pyramid he takes, 

In firmamental waters dipt above ; 

Of it a bioad extmgmsher he makes, 

And hoods the flames that to thoir quarry 
drove. iidi> | 

ccLxxsn. 

The vanquish’d fires witlidraw from every plac^ ! 

Or full with feeding sink into a sleep : 

Each household genius shows again his face, ! 
And from the earth the little lares creep. 

CCLUXUI. I 

Our king this more than natural change beholds; 

With sober joy his heart and eyes abound: 

To the All-good his lifted hands he folds. 

And tha nk s him low on his redeemed ground. 1 

ccuaocrv. 

As when sharp frosts had long constrain’d the 
earth, 

A kindly thaw unlocks it with mild rain ; 

And first the tender blade peeps up to birth. 

And straight the green fields laugh with pro* 
raised grain: 

ccLsxrv. 

By such degrees the spreading gladness grew 
In every heart whi(^ fear had froze before : 

The standing streets with so much joy they view 
That with less grief the perish’d they deplore. 

CCIiXZXVT. 

The father of the people open’d wide 
His stores, and all tiie poor with plenty fed ; 

Thus God’s anointed God’s own place supplied, 

And fin’d the empty with his daily bread, 

ocmcjccvn. 

This royal bounty brought its own reward. 

And in their minds so deep did print the sense, 
That if their ruins sa^y they r^ard, 

’Tis but with fear the right might drive him 
thence. 

ccLxxxvm. 

But so may he live long; that town to sway, ^ 
"Which by his au^ice they will nobler make. 

As he will hatch their ashes by his stay. 

And not their humble ruins now for^dLe.* 

CCLXXXIX. 

They have not lost their loyalty by fire ; 

Nor is their courage or their wemth so low, ^ 

Yer. 1140. A hindly thaw unloris it with mild raw;] 
Original edition. Certainly the genuine reading. Derrinka 
“ cold rain ’’ must be discaided. Tonn. 

Yer. 1147. The faih>^ of the people operCd wide 

£tis storesj and all the poor with plenty fed; ] 

The poor people that -were burned out built huts and sheds 
of boards for shelter in Moorfields, and other outlets of the 
city ; and the King -was often seen among them, inquiring 
into their Tvaxits, and doing every thing in his power to 
comfort them. He moreover ordered the justices of the 
peace to see them snppHed, with food, and to he careful of 
preventing fbrestalkrs from taking advantage of tiieir 
distresses ; besides ■which, he commanded that the biscuits 
and other provisions, laid up in the Tower for the use of 
his army and na'vy, should he carried out and distributed 
among them. Enjoying such benefits fiom hte royal 
presence, "we are not to wonder at the dtizens begging him 
not to leave them, when it was supposed he was going into 
the country. Vide stanza 2S8. Deeeick. 

* City’s request to the King not to leave thenu Original 
edition.' 
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from his wars they poorly would retire, I 
Or beg the pity of a vanquish’d foe. | 

ccxo. 

Not with more constancy the Jews of old. 

By Cyrus from rewarded exile sent. 

Their royal city did in dust behold, 

‘Or with more vigour to rebuild it went. 

ccxci. 

The ntmost malice of their stars is past, 

And two dire comets, which have scoui^ed the 
town, 

In their own plague and fire have breath’d the last. 
Or dimly in ib.eir pinVing sockets frown. 

CCXCII. 

Now frequent trines the happier lights among. 
And high-raised Jove, from his dark prison freed, 
Those weights took off that on his planet hung^ 
Will gloriously tiie new-laid work succeed. 

ccxcm. 

Methinks already, from his chymic flame, 

I see a city of more precious mould : 

Rich as the town* which gives the Indies name. 
With silver paved, and all divine with gold. 

ccxciv. 

Already, labouring with a mighty fate, 

She shakes the rubbish from her mounting 
brow, 

And seems to have renew’d her charter’s date, 
Whi(i. heaven will to the death of time allow. 

ccxcv. 

More great than human now, and more august, 
Now deified she from her fires does rise : 

Her widening streets on new foundations trust, 
And, opening, into larger parts she flies, 

ccxcvi. 

Before, she like some shepherdess did show, 

Who sat to bathe her by a river’s side ,* 

Not answering to her fame, but rude and low. 

Nor taught the beauteous arts of modem pride. 

V er. 1167. malict of their stors] Original edition. 

In Derrick it is “ stars.” Tonn. 

Ver. 1174. the new-Taid work succeed,'] Original 

edition. Derrick has works,” Todd. 

Ver 1175. Methinks already^ X prophecy most fortunately 
fulfilled I No city was ever more improved by the wide- 
ness and comtnodiousness, and cons^uent healthines'* and 
cleanline<is, of its streets, and magnificence of its buildings, 
than London after this calamitous fire. 

“ Merses profundo, pulcbrior evenit I ” 

And of later years more attention has been paid to the 
circumstances above mentioned than in any metropolis of 
Europe. The stanzas 295, 296, 297, are beautiful. The 
298th stanza concludes with a puerile conceit. Dr. J. 
Waeton. 

* Mexico. Original edition. 

Ver. 1183 august,] Augusta, the old nvue of 

Londou. Oiiginal edition 


CCXCVII. 

Now, like a maiden queen, she will behold, 

From her high turrets, hourly suitors come : 
The East with mcense, and the West with gold. 
Will stand, like suppliants, to receive her doom, 

CCXCVIIZ, 

The silver Thames, her own domestic flood, 

Shall bear her vessels like a sweeping train ; 
And often vind, as of his mistress proud. 

With longing eyes to meet her face again. 

ocxcix. 

The wealthy Tagus, and the wealthier Rhine, 

The glory of their towns no more shall boast. 
And Seme, that would with Belgian rivers join, 
Shall find her lustre stain’d, and traffic lost 

ccc. 

The venturous merchant who design’d more far, 
And touches on our hospitable Siore, 

COiarm’d with the splendour of this northern star. 
Shall here unlade him, and depart no more. 

ccci. 

Our powerful navy shall no longer meet, 

The wealth of France or Holland to invade : 
The beauty of this town, without a fleet, 

From aB the world shall vmdicate her trada 

CCCII. 

And, while this famed emporium we prepare, 

The British ocean shall such triumphs boast, 
That those who now disdain our trade to share, 
Shall rob hke pirates on our wealthy coast. 

CCCIII. 

Already we have conquer’d half the war, *215 
And the less dangerous part is left behind : 

Our trouble now is but to make them dare. 

And not so great to vanquish as to find. 

cccrv. 

Thus to the eastern wealth through storms we go, 
But now, the Cape once doubled, fear no more : 
A constant trade-wind will securely blow, *221 
And gently lay us on the spicy shore. 

Ver. 1219. Thus to the eastern] If he had never written 
any other poem than this Annus Mrabilis, he never could 
have been ranked among our greatest English poets. 
Dr. J. Waetoe. 

Ver. 1220. — the Cape cnee doubled, fear no more : 

A constant trader-wind wdl securely Ucw^ 
Sailors generally imagine themselves ont of danger on 
S.n East-India voyage, when they double the Cape of Good 
Hope, because then they get into the trade-winds, 01 mon- 
soons, that always bloiv in a certain direction. Deebicx. 

Ver 1221. A cmstani] X frigid conceit drawn fiom tlie 
nature of the trade-wind. Dr, J. ■Waetoit. 

Ver. 1222. And gently lay vs, &C.1 From these lines Pope 
has formed one of his most melodious couplets ; 

** Ve gentle gales, beneath my body blow, 

And softiy lay mo on the waves below.” — Sappho to Phaon. 

John \Varto?i. 
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AN ESSAY UPON SATIRE," 

BY MR. DRYDEN AND THE EARL OF MULGRAVK 


How dull, and how insensible a beast 
Is man, wbo yet would lord it o’er the rest ? 
Pbilosopbers and poets vainly strove 
In eveiy age tbe lumpish mass to move : 

But those were pedants, when compared with thes^ 
Who know not only to instruct hut please. ® 
Poets alone found the delightful way. 

Mysterious morals gently to convey 
In charming numbers ; so that as men grew 
Pleased with their poems, they grew wiser too. 
Satire has always shone among the rest, 

Amd is the boldest way, if not the best. 

To teU men freely of their foulest faults ; 

To laugh at their vain deeds, and vainer thoughts. 
In satire too the wise took different ways, 

To each deserving its peculiar praise. 

Some did all folly with just sharpness blame. 
Whilst others laugh’d and scorn'd them into shame. 
But of these two, the last succeeded best^ 

As men aim lightest when they shoot in jest ^ 
Yet, if we may presume to blame our guides, 

And censure those who censure all besides; 

In other things they justly are preferr’d ; 

In this alone methinks the ancients err’d ; 

Against the grossest follies they declaim ; 

Hard they pursue, but hunt ignoble game. 
Nothing is easier than such blots to hit, 

And *tis the talent of each vulgar wit 
Besides ’tis labour lost ; for who would preach 
Morals to Armstrong; or dull Aston tea^ ? ^ 


* This piece was written in 1679, and handed about in 
manuscript; some time before it made its appearance in 
p^t It is supposed to bare occasioned the beating Mr. 
Dryden received in Eose-street, Covent-garden, of which 
notice is taken in bis Life. The Earl of Husgrave’s name 
has been always joined with Dryden^s, as concerned in tbe 
composition; and that nobleman somewhere takes notice, 
that Dryden 

“ Was praised and beaten for another's rhymes.” 

It is not improbable that Rochester’s character was drawn 
by his lordship, who held him in high contempt, after his 
behaving in a very dastardly manner when he challen*|ed 
him. How, indeed, Lord Mulgrave came to suNitiibe 
to so disagieeable a picture of himself, is hard to divine. 
Debezck. 

Ver. 1. JBiyw duUjI Tliis satire is claimed by tbe Earl 
of Mulgrave, and perhaps ought not to have a place in our 
poet’s works. BntgiMens? Dt.J.Waetok. 

Ver.30. Morals to Anmtrmg, or duU Aston teaclL*'\ Sir 
Thomas Armstrong had been knighted by King Charles II. 
f< ir some services received from him during the protectorship, 
he having been sent over to his majesty, when in Holland, 
with a sum of money, raised among some of his faithful 
subjects, for his royal use. He afterwards bore a lieutenant- 
colonel’s commission in the first troop of horse-guards, and 
was appointed gentleman of horse to the king. Being a 
man of a loose immoral character, and of no fixed prindples, 
either in religion or politics, he joined in the Ryehouse Plot, 
and then escaped into Holland. Five hundred pounds were 
offered as a reward for taking him. Louis XIY- ont of 
compliment to King Charles, offered five hundred p<»unds to 
any one who should secure him in the dominions of France. 


*Tis being devout at play, wise at a ball. 

Or bringing wit and friendship to "VTlntiialL 
But wiii sharp eyes those nicer faults to find. 
Which He obscurely in the wisest mind ; 

That little speck which all the rest does spoil, » 
To wash off that would be a noble toil ; 

Beyond the loose writ Hhels of this ag^ 

Or the forced scenes of our declining stage ; 
Above aH censure too, each Httle wit 
Will be so glad to see the greater hit ; ^ 

WIio judgmg better, though concern’d the most 
Of such correction will have cause to boast. 

In such a satire all would seek a share, 

And every fool will fancy he is there. 

Old story-tellers too must pine and di^ 

To see their antiquated wit laid by ; 

Like her who miss’d her name in a lampoon. 

And grieved to find herself decay’d so soon. 

No common coxcomb must be mention’d here : 
Nor the dull train of dancing sparks appear: ^ 
Nor fluttering officers who never fight ; 

Of such a wretched rabble who womd write ? 
Much less half wits : that ’s more against our rules; 
For they are fop£^ the others are but fools, 

WHo would not be as silly as Dunbar ? ® 

As dnll as Monmouth, rather than Sir C^rr ? 


He was at length seized at Leyden, brought over to Eng- 
land, and condemned to die by Judge Jaimes, who treated 
him in a very unbecoming manner. 

Bishop Burnet observes, that he died with great meekness 
and resignation, expressing a hearty repentance for his 
past proffigate life. King Charles, about the time of Sir 
Thomas’s execution, told several pmple, that he had been 
lately assmed Sir Thomas had b«n snbomed hy Cromwell 
to take away his life, when be waited on him in Holland, 
but he found no opportunity of perpetrating his crime; fur 
failing in which, the Protector imprisoned him on his 
return home. Though this story came from a royal mouth 
few people believed it ; yet it is certain that Cromwell kept 
him a year in prison. 

He was hanged at Tybnm, on the 20th of J une, 1684: his 
head was fixed upon Westminster Hall, between those of 
Cromwdl and Bradshaw, and bis quarters upon Temple Bar, 
Aldgate, Aldersgate, and the town-wall of Stafford. It is 
said, he was a native of Kimeguen, a rity of Guelderland, 
and would have claimed from the States-Greneral the pro- 
tection of a native, if he had not been carried away as soon 
as he was arrested. 

I find, in Wood’s Fasti, mention made of one James 
Aston, a divine, of whom no more is said than that he was 
a zealoos loyalist, and about this time weH beneficed. It is 
not unlikely, that it is the same person whom we find here 
celebrated for dulness; for, had he excelled in anything 
el^ Wood would not have failed to remark it. DBBBiac. 


Vcr.56. Who vwdd not be as s3ly as Ihoibarf 

As duU as MoTunouih, rather thaa ^ Carril 
*' There was a Lord Viscount Dunbar, and a colonel of the 
same name, about this time, at court ; but to which to apply 
this character I cannot tell, as I never met with any of their 
private history. 

Monmonth is said to have been brave, soft, ge nfle, a nd 
sincere, open to the grossest aduIatioB, and strongly 
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The cunning courtier should he slighted too, 

Who with dull knaveiy makes so much ado ; ^ 

Till the shrewd fool, by thriving too too fast, 

Like JEsop’s fox becomes a prey at last. “ 

Nor shall the royal mistresses be named, 

Too ugly, or too easy to be blamed ; 

With whom each rhyming fool keeps such a 
pother, 

They are as common that way as the other : 

Yet sauntering Charles between his beastly brace, 
Meets with dissembling still in either place, ^ 
Affected humour or a painted face. 

In loyal libels we have often told him, 

How one has jilted him, the other sold him : 

How that affects to laugh, how this to weep ; ^ 

But who can rail so long as he can sleep ? 

Was ever prmce by two at once misled. 

False, foohsh, old, ill-natured, and ill-bred] 
Eamely and Aylesbury, with all that race 
Of busy blockhead^ shall have here no place ; 's 


addicted to his pleasures : he was, upon the whole, a man 
of very weak parts, graceful in his person, and of an 
endearing placid deportment. — See the notes upon Absalom 
and Achitophel. 

Sir Carr Scrope Is the third person in this verse : he was 
the son of Sir Adrian Scrope, a Lincolnshire knight, and 
bred at Oxford, where he took a master's degree, in 1664 ; 
and in 1666 he was created a baronet. He was intimate 
with the most celebrated geniuses of King Charles’s couit, 
had a very pretty turn for poet^, and was certainly some- 
thing more than a half-wit. His translation of Sappho to 
Phaon, among the epistles of Ovid, is in some estimation ; 
and many loose satires, handed about in manuscript, were 
set down to Ms account. He is mentioned thus in the first 
volume of State Poems, p. 200 ; 

" Sir Carr, that knight of wither’d face, ') 

Who, for reversion of a poet’s place, > 

"Waits on Melpomene, and soothes her grace. ) 

That angry miss alone he strives to please, 

Tot fear the rest should teach him wit and ease, 

And make him quit Ms loved laborious walks, > 
When sad or silent o’er the room he stalks, V 
And strives to write as wisely as he talks.” ) 

And again, in the third volume, Part I. p. 148 ; 

« no man can compare 

For carriage, youth, and beauty, with Sir Carr.” 

He died at his house in St Martin’s-fields, Westminster, 
in the latter end of the year 1680. Bebbigx. 

Ver.61. Nor sTiaU ike royal mistresses &« named,] About 
the time of the writing this iwem, the king, if we may rely 
upon Bishop Burnet’s authority, divided all Ms spare time 
between the Duchess of Portsmouth and Kell Crwin. 
Debsioe. 

Ver.TA Tamely and Aylesbury, with all that rare 

Of busy blockheads, shall have here noplace; 

At council set as foils on Daiiby's scoj e,] 

Sir John Eamdy w&b bred to the law: he was Chancellor 
of the Exchequer in the year 1686, and made one of the 
Lords Commissioners of the Treasmy, in the room of tlie 
Lord Treasurer Hyde, Earl of Rochester. 

Robert, tiie first Earl of Aylesbury, was the son of Thomas 
Bruce, Earl of Elgin, in Scotland, and created, by King 
Charles, Lord Bruce, in England In 1686 he succeeded 
the Earl of Arlington as Lord Chamberlain of the king’s 
household, and died a few months afterwards. Wood gives 
him the character of a man of learning, a benefactor to the 
clergy, a great antiquarian, and says he was well skilled in 
the history of Ms own country. 

Thomas, Earl of Danhy, ancestor to the present Duke 
of Leeds, came out of Yorkshire, and was very zealous in 
forwaiding the Restoration; for wMch special service he 
was made Treasurer of the Navy, then a Privy Counsellor, 
and, in 1673, Lord High Treasurer of England. He enjoyed 
agieat share of the royal favour, wMch, perhaps, promoted 
his being impeached by the Commons, for monopoly and 
mismanagement. He was pardoned by the king, wMch 
occasioned much discontent ; was zealous in procuring a 
match between the Prince of Orange and Lady Mary, after- 
wards king and queen of England ; a principal actor in the 
Revolution, and chairman of that committee of the whole 


At council set as foils on Danb/s score. 

To make that great false jewel shine the more ; 
Who all that while was thought exceeding wise, 
Only for taking pains and telling lies. 

But there ’s no meddling with such nauseous men ; 
Their very names have tired my la2y pen : 
j ’Tis time to quit their company, and choose 
Some fitter subject for a sh^er muse. 

First, let ’s behold the merriest man alive 
! Against his careless genius vainly strive ; 

Quit his dear ease some deep design to lay, 
j ’Gainst a set time, and then foi^et the day ; 
i Yet he will laugh at his best Mends, and be 
Just as good company as Nokes and Lee. 

But when he aims at reason or at rule, 

He turns himself the best to ridicule. 

Let him at business ne’er so earnest sit, 

Show him but mirth, and bait that mirth with 
wit; 

That shadow of a jest shall be enjoy’d, 

Though he left all mankind to be destroy’d. ^ 
So cat transform’d sat gravely and demure, 

Till mouse appear’d and thought himself secure ; 
But soon the lady had him in her eye. 

And jfrom her fnend did just as oddly fly. 
Reaching above our nature does no good ; 

We must fall back to our old flesh and blood, 

As by our httle Machiavel we find 
That nimblest creature of the busy kind. 

His limbs are crippled, and his body shakes ; 

Yet his hard mind, which all this bustle makes, 
No pity of its poor companion takes. 

What gravity can hold from laughing out, 

To see him drag his feeble legs about, 

Like hounds ill-coupled ? Jowler lugs him still 
Through hedges, ditches, and through all that ’s ilL 
’Twere crime in any man but him alone, 

To use a body so, though ’tis one’s own : 

Yet this flilse comfort never gives him o’er, 

That whilst he creeps his vigorous thoughts can 
soar : 

Alas ! that soaring to those few that know, 

Is hut a busy groveling here below. 

So men in rapture think they mount the sky. 
Whilst on the ground th’ intranced wretches lie : 
So modem fops have fencied they could fly. 


honse, wMch, on King James’s flight, voted an abdication, 
and advanced "William to the throne; wherefore he was 
made President of the Conncil, and raised to the dignity of 
Harqms of Carmarihen and Duke of Leeds, about three 
years afterwards. He died in the year 1712, aged eighty- 
one. Debbick. 

Ver, 84. First, Itis behold the merriest man odive] This 
character Is so strongly and so Justly marked, that it is 
impossible to mistake its being intended for Anthony 
Ashley Cooper, Earl of Shaftesbury: “ a man of little 
steadiness, but such uncommon talents, that he acquired 
great weight with every party he espoused : he was turbu- 
lent, restless, ambitious, subtle, and enterprising: he had 
conquered all sense of shame, was restrained oy no feais, 
and influenced by no principles.” — Smollett’s History. 

In the first volume of the State Poems, p. 140, he is 
mentioned thus ; 

“A little bobtail’d lord, urchin of state, 

A praise-godrhaTS--bone peer, whom all men hate ; 
AmpMbious animal— half fool, half knave,” Debbick. 

Ver. 89. as Nokes and Lee^ These were two 

celebrated comedians in Charles the Second’s reign 
Debbick. 

Ver. 96. Sb caf transform'd, «&c.] Alluding to the fable 
of a oat’s being turned into a woman, at the intercession of 
a young man that loved it ; hut, lorgetting herself, she 
ran after a mouse, and was r^uced to her yristiPe shape. 
Debbick, 




AN ESSAY UPON SATIRE. 


As the new eaxl with parts deserving praise ^ 
And wit enough to laugh at his own ways ; 

Yet loses all soft days and sensual nights, 

Kind nature checks and kinder fortune slights ; 
Striving against his quiet all he can, 

For the fine notion of a busy mau. iss 

And what is that at best, but one, whose mind 
Is made to tire himself and all mankind “2 
For Ireland he would go ; faith, let him reign ; 
For if some odd fimtastic lord would fiiin 
Carry in trunks, and all my drudgery do, 

I ’ll not only pay him, but admire hiiTi too. 

But is there any other beast that lives, 

Who his own harm so wittingly contrives? 

Will any dog that has his teeth and stones, 
Refinedly leave his bitches and his bones, ^ 
To turn a wheel ? and bark to be employ’d. 

While Yenus is by rival dogs enjoy’d ? 

Yet this fond man, to get a statesman’s name. 
Forfeits his friends, his freedom, and his fame. 

Though satire nicely writ with humour stings 
But those who merit praise in other things ,* 

Yet we must needs this one exception make. 

And break ojir rules for silly Tropos’ sake ; 

Who was too much despised to be accused, 

And therefore scarce deserves to be abused ; 
Raised only by his mercenary tongue. 

For railing smoothly, and for reasoning wrong. 

As boys on holy-days let loose to play, 

Lay waggish traps for girls that pass that way ; 


Then shout to see in dirt and deep distress 
Some silly cit in her flower’d foohsh dress : 

So have I mighty satisfiiction found, 

To see his tinsel reason on the ground : 

To see the florid fool despised, and know it, 

By some who scarce have words enough to show it * 
For sense sits silent, and condemns for weaker 
The sinner, nay sometimes the wittiest speaker ; 
But ’tis prodigious so much eloquence 
Should be acquired by such little sense ; 

For words and wit did anciently agree, 

And TuUy was no fool though fiiis man be : 

At bar abusive on the bench unable, 

Knave on the woolsack, fop at council-table. 
These are the grievances of such fools as would 
Be rather wise than honest, great than go<xL 
Some other kind of wits must be made known, 
Whose harmless errors hurt themselves alone; 
Excess of luxuiy they think can please;, 

And laziness call loving of their ease : 

To live dissolved in pleasures still they feign, 
Though their whole life ’s but intermitting pain : 
So much of surfeits, headache^ claps are seen, 
"VVe scarce perceive the little time between; 
Well-meaning men who make this gross mistake. 
And pleasure lose only for pleasure’s sake ; 

Each pleasure has its price, and when we pay 
Too much of pain, we squander life away. 

Thus Dorset, purring like a thoughtful cat^ 
Married, but wiser puss ne’er thought of that : 


Ver. 120. As ihs new earl with parts deservinff praise. 

And wit enough to laugh at his own wags; 

Yet loses all, &c.] 

This character was well known to he drawn for Arthur, 
Earl of Essex, son to the Lord Cape], who was put to 
death by the regiddes; but wherefore he should be called 
the new earl, 1 cannot see, since we find in Collins’s 
Peerage that he was created Earl of Essex in the year 
1661, eighteen years before the publication of this piece. 
He was very fond of the lieutenancy of Ireland, which he 
had held from July, 167% to 1677; and though the Duke I 
of Ormond was much fitter for that important post, as 
being better acquainted with tbe genius and polity of the 
nation, and more agreeable to the people; yet he did every 
thing in his power to undermine that nobleman, with a 
view of again obtaining his government. He afterwards 
opposed the conrt, piqued perhaps because he was not 
gratified in all his desires, and perhaps &om the repub- 
lican prindples which he seemed to cherish, though so 
diiferent from those of his unfortunate father. He was 
taken into custody and committed to the Tower, for being , 
concerned in the Rye-honse Plot; and he was found in his 
apartment there, with his throat cut from ear to ear, on 
the very morning of Lord Russell's execution. Lord ' 
Essex was a man of indifferent abilities, but what the 
world calls cunning ; his education had been neglected in 
the civil wars, but be bad a smattering of Lafrn, knew 
something of mathematics, and had a little knowledge of 
the law ; he aspired at being somethinggreater than either 
nature or education had fitted him for, and his disappoint- 
ment perhaps gave him an atrabilarious sourness, that 
ended in suici(^ for which he was a professed advocate. 
Dbkkick. 

Ver. 143. for aUlg Trapod saJce;"] Sir 'William 

Scroggs is meant by Tropos. He was Loin Chief Justice 
of the King’s Bench, and a violent prosecutor of the 
persons supposed to be concerned in the Popish plot; hat 
when he found that Shaftesbury had, in reality, no interest 
at court, he quitted that party, and acted as much as 
possibly be could against it This occasioned an accusation 
to be preferred against him by Oates and Bedloe, but it 
was never si^ported, his weight not being thought worth 
removing. He was resolute and penetrating, had a good 
deal of wit, and spoke fluently smd boldly; but he often 
over-reached himself by being warm. He seems not to 
have been a man of much estimation, and Roger North, 
in his P.TnTn flTij says his course of life was scandalous, 
Pkrbtge. 


Ter. 178. Thus Dorset, purring Was, &c.] Cbaaries, Eari 
of Dorset, about this time forty years of age, was one oi 
the best bred men of his time. He was a lord of the bed- 
clmmber, and sent several times with compliments, or on 
short embas^es, to France, for tbe king could not bear to 
be long without him : he was a most munificent patron ; 
learning and genius were sure of bis protection ; and when 
our auibor was deprived of the bays, be allowed him the lau- 
reat’s annual stipend out of his own private purse. Arthur 
Manwanng, Mr. Prior, and many other men of abilities, 
owed to him their being advanced and provided for. Nor 
was he less brave than polite and learned ; fi>r he attended 
the Duke of York as a volunteer in the first Dutch war, 
and by bis coolness, oonrage, and condnct, showed himself 
a worthy representative of his many Olusirions ancestors. 
The night before the &moas battle in which the Dutch 
admiral Opdam was blown np, he made a celebrated song, 
with the greatest composure, beginning, 

“ To you fair ladies now at land, 

TTe men at sea indite,” &c. 

Ko man bad more ease or good-humour; his conversatioii 
was refined and sprightly; he had studied books and men 
deeply, and to good purpose. He was an excelleni eritie 
and good po^ with a strong turn to satire, for which ha 
is thus highly complimented in the State Poem^ voL 1 

p.200. 

“ Dorset writes satire too, and writes so well, } 

O great Apollo I let him still rebel. W 

pa^on a muse which does, like his, excel, ) 
Pardon a muse which does, with art, support 
Some drowsy wit in our unthinking court.” 

He wrote with severity, bnl that severity was always 
justlv pointed ; and Lord Rochester calls him, 

“ The best good man, with the worst-natured muse." 

His first wife, the Countess Dowager of Falmouth, had 
proved a barren wife. Of ber having been a teeming 
widow I am ignorant. His second wife, whom he mairim 
in 16^, was daughter to the Eail of Northampton, and 
mother to the present Duke of Dorset. He iras principally 
concerned in bringing about the Revolution; was Lord 
Chamberlain to King WiUiam and Queen Mary; chosen a 
Knight of the Garter in 1691, and several times appointed 
one of the regents, when the a&irs of Europe demanded 
the absence of the king. He died at Bath in 1706, aged 
sixty-nine, lamented by every class of people, and the 
most opposite parties. Mr. Pope gdves Mm these lines. 

** Dorset, the grace of courts, the muse’s 
Patron of arts, and judge of nature, died. Dsbbick, 
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And first Tie worried her with railing rhyme, ^ 
Like Pembroke’s inastifEs at his kindest time ; 
Then for one night sold all his slavish life, 

A teeming widow, but a barren wife ; 

Sweird by contact of such a fulsome toad, 

He Ingg’d about the matrimonial load ; 

Till fortune, blindly kind as well as he, 

Has ill restored him to his liberty ; 

Which he would use in his old sneaking way. 
Drinking all night and dozing all tne day : 

Dull as Ned Howard, whom his brisker times 
Had filmed for dulness in malicious rhymes. 

Mulgrave had much ado to ’scape the snare. 
Though leam’d in all those arts that cheat the 
fair: 

For after all his Tulgar marriage mocks, 

With beauty dazzled, Numps was in the stocks ; 
Deluded parents dried their weeping eyes, 

To see him catch his Tartar for his prize ; 

Th’ impatient town waited the wish’d-for change. 
And cuckolds smiled in hopes of sweet revenge ; 
Till Petworth plot made us with sorrow see, 

As his estate, his person too was free : 

Him no soft thoughts, no gratitude could move ; 
To gold he fled from beauty and from love ; 

Yet failing there he keeps his freedom still. 
Forced to live happily against his will : 205 

’Tis not his fault, if too much wealth and power 
Break not his boasted quiet every hour. 

And little Sid, for simile renown’d. 

Pleasure has always sought, but never found : 
Though all his thoughts on wine and women fidl, 
His are so bad, sure he ne’er thinks at alL ^ 
The flesh he lives upon is rank and strong, 

: His meat and mistresses are kept too long. 

But sure we all mistake this pious 

Who mortifies his person all ho can : 215 

"VSTiat we uncharitably take for sin, 

Are only rules of this odd capuchin ; 

For never hermit, under grave pretence. 

Has lived more contrary to common sense ; 


Ver. 190. I>uU as Ned Howard, whom his brisker Httiss 
Had famed for dviness in malicious rhymesl^ 
Edvard Howard, Esq., a gentleman of the Berkshire 
family, consequently r^ted to Sir Bohert Howard. He 
wrote four plays, called, 1st. The Man of Newmarket, a 
comedy; 2nd. Six Days’ Adventure, or the New Utopia, a 
comedy; 3rd. The Usurper, a tragedy; 4th. Women’s 
Conquest, a tragi-comedy ; hut none of them succeeded on 
the stage, nor procured him any reputation. He also 
published an epic poem, called The British Princes, for 
which he was severely ridiculed hy all the wits of his ago : 
Lord Eochester, Lord Dorset, Mr. Waller, the Duke of 
Buckingham, Dr. Spratt, Lord Vaughan, published 1am- 
wons upon it, most of them printed in the six volumes of 
Miscellanies published hy Dryden. Deeeick. 

Ver. 208. A.nd litile Sid, for simile renowned, 

JPleaaure has always sought, hit neoer found 
This Sidney, brother of Algernon Sidney and the Earl of 
Leicester, was rather a man of pleasure than of business ; 
his talents were great, but his indolence was greater; his 
appearance was graceful; he was a favourite with the 
ladies, had a turn for intrigue, and was of a disposition 
exactly fitted to Charles’s court, easy, afEable, and insinu- 
ating; fine firom any gruile, and a friend to mankind. In 
1679 he went envoy to the HaCTe, where he contracted an 
intimacy with the Prince of Orange, whose friends he 
heartily assisted in raising him to the throne, being him- 
self a messenger from England to Holland upon that very 
business in 1^. He was raised to the dignity of Lord 
Sidney and Earl of JRumney, in 1688; declared Secretaiy of 
State, Master of the Ordnance, and Lord-lientenant of Ire- 
land in 1689; and was removed from the latter post in 1693, 
it being thought that he held the reins of power with too 
Black a hand. Dbabick. 


And 'tis a miracle we may suppose, ■ 

No nastiness offends his skilful nose ; 

Which from all stink can with peculiar art 
Extract pei-fume and essence from a f— -t : 
Expecting supper is his great delight ; 

He toils all day but to be drunk at night ; ‘ 

Then o’er Ms cups tMs night-hird cMrping sits, 
Till he takes Hewet and Jack Hall for wits. 

Rochester I despise for want of wit ; 

Though thought to have a tail and cloven feet ; 


Ver. 227. Till he taTces Hewet and Jack Hall for 
Sir Grcorge Hewet, a man of quality,' famous for gallantry, 
and often named in the State Poems. Sir George Ether- 
edge intended for him the celebrated character of Sir 
Popling Flutter. 

“ Scarce will there greater grief pierce every heart, 
Should Sir George Hewit, or Sir Can*, depart. 

Had it not better been, than thus to roam, 

To stay and tie the cravat-stnng at home ; 

To strut, look big, shake Pantaloon, and swear, 
With Hewit, dammee, there ’s no action there.” 

State Poems, vol. i. p. 155. 

The above lines are addressed by Kochester to Loid Mul- 
grave, when bound for Tangier. 

Jack Hall, a courtier, whom I take to bq, the same with 
Uzza in the second part of Absalom and Achitopliel, is 
thus mentioned in the State P6ems, vol. ii. p. 135. 

"Jack Hall left town, 

But first writ something he dare own, 

Of prolosrue lawfully begotten. 

And full nine months maturely thought on 
Bom with hard labour, and much pain, 

Ousely was Dr. Chamberiairl. 

At length from stuff and rubbish pick’d, 

As bear’s cubs into shape are lick’d. 

When Wharton, Etherege, and Soame, V 

To give it their last strokes were come, v 

Those cntics differ’d in their doom. y 

Yet Swan says he admired it ’scap’d, 

Since ’twas Jack Hall’s, without being clapp’d.’^ 
Swan was a notorious punster. Debbice. 

Ver. 228. Eochester I despise, &c.] Wilmot, Earl of 
Rochester, was naturally modest, till the court comipted 
him. His wit had in it a brightness to which few could 
ever arrive. He gave himself up to all sorts of extrava- 
^ncc, and to the wildest frolics that a wanton wit could 
devise. He went about the streets as a beggar ; made love 
as a porter; set up a stage as an Italian mountebank: 
was, for some years, always drunk, ever doing mischief. 
The king loved his company for the diversion it afforded, 
better than his person : and there was no love lost between 
them. He took his revenges in many libels ; he found out 
a footman that knew all the court, whom he furnished with 
a red coat and a musket, as a sentinel, and kept him all 
the winter long, every night, at the doors of such ladies as 
he suspected of intrigues. In the court a sentinel is little 
minded, and is believed to he posted by a captain of the 
guards to hinder a combat; so this man saw who walked 
about and visited at forbidden hours. By this means 
Lord Rochester made many discoveries ; and when he was 
well furnished with materials, he used to retire into the 
country for a month or two to write libels. 

Once, being drunk, he intended to give the king a libel 
that he bad wrote on some ladies ; but, by a mistake, be 
gave him one written on himself, which brought him for 
that time into disgrace. He fell into an ill habit of body, 
and in several fits of sickness he had deep remorses, for 
he was guilty of much impiety, and of great immorahties ; 
hat as he recovered, he threw these of^ and returned again 
to his former ill courses. 

This is the account given of Lord Rochester hy Bishop 
Burnet, who attended him in his illness ; and who says he 
is sure he would have continued to live a regular religious 
life, in case he had survived. 

He had served as a volunteer in the Dutch war, and 
behaved with such undaunted resolution, that it can 
scaicely be reconciled to his dastardly conduct afterwards 
in private life; for it is certain, that he was not only 
capable of satirising in the severest manner, hut of sus- 
taining the due reward of his abuse without resentment : 
so that he is said to have 

“His own kickings notably contrived.” 

And we can only reconcile these oontradiettons In conduct 
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For wMle he mischief means to all mankind, 23 q 
H imself alone the ill effects does find : 

And so like witches justly suffers shame, 

"Whose harmless malice is so much the same. 
False ai*e his words, affected is his wit ; 

So often he does aim, so seldom hit ,* 235 

To every face he cringes while he speaks. 

But when the back is turn’d the head he breaks ; 
Mean in each action, lewd in every hmb. 

Manners themselves are mischievous in biTYt : 

A proof that chance alone makes every creature 
A very Killigrew without good-nature. 


by remembering his imintermpted course of riot and 
debauchery, which had enervated all mental as well as 
corporeal faculties, and eradicated every virtue ; berides, 
it is a just observation, that no two things can be more 
opposite than one and the same man at different times. 
He envied Dryden’s great success, while he acknowledged 
his superior abilities, and supported Crown against him, 
whom he forsook, and opposed with equal virulence, when 
his Conquest of Jerusalem procured him some reputation. 
This is one reason for his being introduced here, m a light 
80 very unpleasing, though not untrue; for the picture 
resembles him in everything hut want of wit, which is a 
misrepresentation. As he was one of the lewdest writers 
of his time, several collections of obscene poems, many of 
whicli he never saw, have been pnblished under his name. 

He was looked upon to be master of so much insinuation, 
that no woman was seen talking to him three times without 
losing her reputation ; and if he did not make himself 
master of her person, he scrupled not scandalising her 10 
the world. Indeed, in his latter days, it was only talk ; for 
his debaucheries had disabled him from action, and his 
inability was universally known. Deheick. 

Ver. 241. A very Ktlligrew without gcxd-natvxe^ Thomas 
Killigrew, of whom we hear daily so many pleasant stories 
’related, had good natural parts, but no regular education. 
He was brother to Sir 'William Killigrew, 'Tice-chamher- 
lain to King Charles the Second’s queen; had been some 
time page of honour to King Charles I., and was, after the 
Ilestoration, many years Master of the Bevels and Groom 
of the Chamber to King Charles II, in whose exile he 
shared, ^mg his resident at Venice in 1651. — During his 
travels abro^ he wrote several plays, none of which are 
much talked of. His itch of writing, and his character as 
a wit and companion, occasioned this distich firom Sir John 
Denham : 

“ Had Cowley ne’er spoke, Killigrew ne’er wri^ 
Combined in one they ’d made a matchless wit.” , 
Tlie same knight wrote a haUad on him. j 

Killigrew was a most facetious companion. His wit was 1 
lively and spirited, and he had a manner of saying tlie 
bitterest things without provoking resentment; he tickled I 
YOU while he made yon smarts and yoa overlooked the ! 


For wbat a Bessus bns be always lived, 

And bis own kickings notably contrived 1 
For there ’s the folly that’s still mixt with fear ; 
Cowards more blows thmi any hero bear ; 

Of fighting sparks some may their pleasure say. 
But ’tis a bolder thing to run away : 

The world may well foigive him il his ill, 

For every fault does prove his penance still ; 
Falsely he falls into some dangerous noose, 

And i^en as meanly labours to get loose ; 

A life so infamous is better quitting. 

Spent in base injury and low submitting. 

I’d like to have left out his poetry; 

Foigot by all almost as well as me. ** 

Sometimes he has some humour, never wii^, 

And if it rarely, very rarely, hit, 

’Tis imder so much nasfy rubhi^ laid. 

To find it out’s the cinderwoman’s trade ; 

Who, for the wretched remnants of a fir^ 

Must toil all day in ashes and in mire. 

So lewdly dull his idle works appear. 

The wretched texts deserve no comments here ; 
"Where one poor thought sometimes, left aU alone. 
For a whole page of dulness must atone. ^ 
How vain a thing is man, and. how unwisel 
E’en h^ who would himself the most despise 1 
I, who so wise and humble seem to be, 

Now my own vanity and pride can’t see ; 

While the world’s nonsense is so sharply shown 
We pull down others but to raise our own ; ^ 

That we may angels seem, we paint them dve^ 
And are but satires to set up ourselves. 

I, who have all this while been finding faulty 
]^en with my master, who first satire taught; 
And did by that describe the task so hard. 

It seems stupendous and above reward ; 

Now labour with unequal force to climb 
That lofty hill, unreach’d by former time : 

’Tis just that I should to the bottom fell, 

Learn to write well or not to write at alL 


pain, charmed by the pleasure. He died at Whitehall in 
March, 1682, aged seventy-one, ben-ailed by bis friends, 
Mid truly -wept for by the poor. Debezce. 

Ver. 242, For what a Bissta has he edways Ixwd^ Bessns 
Is s remarkably cowardly duu-aetex in Beaumont and 
Fletcber. Dsbbigx. 
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river Trent, Lord Chamberlam of Scotland, and Duke of Buccleugb, in right of ids Tnfe, who 'was 
daughter and heiress to a noble and wealthy earl, bearing that name j but he lost all those places of 
honour and fortune, together with his royal father’s ^vour, by the insinuation and art of Shaftesbury, 
who poisoned him with illegal and ambitious notions, that ended in his destruction. 

The partisans of this earl, and other malecontents, had long pointed out his Grace as a proper 
successor to the crown, instead of the Duke of York, in case of the king’s demise ; and he began to 
believe that he had a real right to be so. At the instigation of his old friend, Shaftesbury, he 
returned to England -without his frither’s consent, who would not see hiTu ; and, instead of obeying 
the royal mandate to retire again, he and Shaftesbury jointly made a pompous parade through several 
counties in the west and north of England, scattering the seeds of discord and disaffection ; so that 
their designs seemed to be levelled against the government, and a tempest was gathering at a distance, 
not unlike that which swept the royal martyr from ids throne and life. Many people, who would 
not otherwise have taken part -with the court, shuddering when they looked back upon the scenes of 
anarchy and confusion that had followed that melancholy catastrophe, in order to prevent the return 
of a similar storm, attached themselves to the King and the Duke of York, and the latter returned 
to court, where he kept his ground. 

The kingdom was now in a high fermentation; the munnurs of each party broke out into 
altercation and declamatory abuse. Every day produced new libels and didoyal pamphlets. To 
answer and expose them, theic partisans and abettors, several authors were retained by authority, but 
none came up to the purpose so well as Sir Roger I’Estrange, in the Observator; and the poet 
laureat, in the poem under inspection, the elegance and severity of which raised his character 
prodigiously, and showed the proceedings of Shaftesbury and his followers in a most severe ligh-t 
These ■writings, according to Echard, in a great measure st emm ed the tide of a popular current, that 
might have otherwise immersed the nation in ruin. His Grace the Duke of Monmouth afterwards 
engaged in the Ryehouse Plot, and a reward was offered for the taking hiiUj both by his frther and 
Lewis XIV., whether in England or France. He obtained his pardon both of the king and duke, by 
two very submissive, nay abject, letters ; and being admitted to the royal presencei, seemed extremely 
sorry for his past offences, confessed his having engaged in a design for seizing the king’s guards, and 
changing the government, but denied ha'ring any knowledge of a scheme for assassinating either his 
father or uncle, which it seems was set on foot by the inferior ministers of this conspiracy. 

Presuming, however, upon the king’s paternal affection, he soon recanted his confession, and 
consorted with his old followers ; so that the king forbid him the court, and he retired to Holland, 
from whence he returned in 1685, raised a rebellion against his uacl% then on the throne, caused 
himself to be proclaimed king, and being defeated and taken prisoner, was beheaded on Tower-hill in 
his thirty-sixth year. — Derrick. 


TO THE EEADEE. 


’Tis not my intention to make an apology for my poem : some will think it needs no excus<^ and 
others will receive none. The design I am sure is honest ; but be who draws his pen for one party, 
must expect to make enemies of the other. For wit and fool are consequents of Whig and Tory ; * 
and every is a knave or an ass to the contrarv sida There is a treasury of merits in the Fanatic 
Church, as well as in the Popidi ; and a pennyworth to be had of saintsbip, honesty, and poetry, for 
the lewd, the fimtious, and the blockheads : but the longest chapter in Deuteronomy has not 


* It was now that the party-distincttons of Whig and Tory -were first adopted; the courtiOT were deridin^y 
compared to the Irish banditti, who were caUed Tories; and they likened their opponents to migs, a denomination 
of reproach, formerly given the Scotch covenanters, who were sapp^ to ^ 

called. These names still distinguish contending parties in England, though strangely varied from their orifeiital 

application. Dxbbzcx. 
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curses enough for an Anti-Bromingham. My comfort is, their manifest prejudice to my cause will 
render their judgment of less authority against me. Yet if a poem have a genius, it will force 
its own reception in the world. For there ’a a sweetness in good verse, which tickles even while it 
hurts ; and no man can be heartily angiy with him who pleases him against his will. The commend- 
ation of adversaries is the greatest triumph of a writer, because it never comes unless extorted. But 
I can be satisfied on more easy terms : if I happen to please the more moderate sort, I shall bo sure of 
nn honest party, and, in all probability, of the beat judges; for the least concerned are commonly the 
least corrupt. And I confess I have laid in for those, by rebating the satire (where justice would allow 
it), from carrying too sharp an edge. They, who can criticise so weakly as to imagine I have done my 
worst, may be convinced, at their own cost, that I can write severely, with more ease, than I can 
gently. I have but laughed at some men’s follies, when I could have declaimed against their vices ; and 
other men’s virtues I have commended, as freely as I have taxed their crimes. And now, if you are 
a malicious reader, I expect you should return upon me that I affect to be thought more impartial than 
I am. But if men are not to be judged by their professions, God forgive you Commonwealth’s-men for 
professing so plausibly for the government. You cannot be so unconscionable as to charge me for 
not subscribing of my name ; for that would reflect too grossly upon your own party, who never dare, 
though they have the advantage of a jury to secure them. If you like not my poem, the fault may, 
possibly, be in my writing (though ’tis hard for an author to judge agamst himself). But, more 
probably, ’tis in your morals, which cannot bear the truth oi it. The violent, on both sides, will 
condemn the character of Absalom, as either too favourably or too hardly drawn. But they are 
not the violent whom I desire to please. The fault on the right hand is to extenuate, palliate, and 
indulge ; and, to confess freely, I have endeavoured to commit it. Besides the respect which I owe 
his birth, I have a greater for his heroic virtues ; and David himself could not be more tender of the 
young man's life, than I would be of his reputation. But since the most excellent natures are .always 
the most easy, and, as being such, are the soonest perverted by ill counsels, especially when baited 
with fame and glory; ’tis no more a wonder that he withstood not the temptations of Achitophel, 
than it was for Adam not to have resisted the two devils, the serpent and the woman. The conclusion 
of the story I purposely forebore to prosecute, because I could not obtain from myself to show 
Absalom unfortunate. The frame of it was cut out but for a picture to the waist ; and if the draught 
be so far true, ’tis as much as I designed. 

Were I the inventor, who am only the historian, I should certainly conclude the piece with the 
reconcilement of Absalom to David. And who knows but this may come to pass ** Things were not 
brought to an extremity where I left the story : there seems yet to be room left for a composure ; here- 
after there may be only for pity. I have not so much as an uncharitable wish against Achitophel, but 
am content to be accused of a good-natured error, and to hope with Origen, that the devil himself 
may at last be saved. For which reason, in this poem, he is neither brought to set his house h 
order, nor to dispose of his person afterwards as he in his wisdom shall t hink fit. God is infinitely 
merciful ; and his vicegerent is only not so, because he is not infinite. 

The true end of satire is the amendment of vices by correction. And he who writes honestly, is 
no more an enemy to the offender, than the physician to the patient, when he prescribes harsh 
remedies to an inveterate disease ; for those are only in order to prevent the chirurgeon’s work ot an 
Mise recidefudmn,, which I wish not to my very enemies. To conclude all ; if the body politic nave 
any analogy to the natural, in my weak judgment, an act of oblivion were as necessaiy in a not 
distempered stat^ as an opiate would be in a raging fever. 
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In pious times ere priestcraft did begin, 

Before polygamy was made a sin ; 

• This poem is said to he one of the most perfect alle- 
gorical pietes that our language ever pioduced. It is 
earned on through the A>hole witJi equal strength ami pio- 
pnety. The veil is no where laid aside. Thtue is a just 
bimilarity in the characteis, whicli are exactly poiimayed; 
the hneaments aie uell copied, the colounug is Lvely, 
the groupings show the hand of a master, and may seive 
to convince us, that Mr. Dryden knew his own power when 
he asserted, that he found it easier to write seveiely tnan 
gently. Many ecUtions of tliis p(.em were sold iii a very 
short time ; the name of the author was, lor some time, a 
secret, and the real ments of it were allowed, even hy me 
enemies of tlie cause it was meant to assist. Dr. William 
Ooviard, a physician of Merton College, Oxford, published 
a Latin translation of it in 1G82 ; as did also the celebiated 
Dr. Francis Atterbury, afterwards Bishop of Rochester. 
A piece of such reputation and service to a particular party 
could not appear without much censure and many answers ;*t 
among the most remarkable of which we may reckon 
“ Azariah and Hushai 5 ” and “Absalom senior, or Acbitophel 
tiansprosed j” a poem, dedicated to the Tones, as this was 
to tlie Whigs. Here the satire is transferred to the Duke 
of York; and from the four foUowingjfc lines in the second 
part of Absalom and Achitophel, we are to suppose, that 
Elknnah Settle was the author of it, to whom also the 
otlier piece is attributed. 

" Instinct he/dlcics, and no farther hnotcSf 

For to write verse with him is to ^transprose. 

^Twere petty treason at his door to lay^ 

IVho makes ^heaven’s lock a door to its own key.’* 

Wood tells us, that the Duke of Buckingham printed a 
loose sheet of paper soon after the publicaduu of this poem, 
intitled, “ Reflections upon it,” which contained nothing 
material and were sold very dear. The application of the 
sb)ry of Absalom to this part of K ing Charles 1 1.’s reign, w as 
flibt made by a clergyman in the pulpit, and his sermon 
was printed with the title of “ Atealom and Achiiophel.” 
Deebick:. 

Ter. 1. In pious Vmr'i] The application of Scripture 
stories, in the way of .U'egory, as in the piece before us, 
to modem and poHt*-.^ events, has been practised by more 
than one eminent poet. Sacine is supposed to have alluded 
to the situation of Madame ITaintennn in his Esther. But 
the most striking example of this practice, is the Siinstm 
Agonizes of Miitou, throughout which noble drama there 
is a constant roieieiice to the ease and condition of the 
great poet himself, exposed to the derision and insults of 
the debauched and dissolute Philistiaes of Charles II.’s 
court, and wishing to pull down the temple ot Dugoa on 
their heads. This is particularly visible in the chorus at 
verse 6b7. The very trials aud the condemnations of 
Sir llenry Yane, his ’favourite, and ot the other regicides, 
is plainly pointed out m these lines : 

“ Or to th’ unjust tribunals, under change of times 
And condemnation of th’ lugrateful multitude.” 

And the following lines cleaily relate to his own losses 
In the excise, and his severe fits of the gout : 

“ If these they 'scape, perhaps in poverty, 

Painful diseases and deform'd; 

The' not disordinato, yet causeless suffering 
The punishment of dissolute days. ” 

It is observed by my very ingenious friend, Mr. Fayl’y^ 

t Among the many answers to, and remarks on, this 
poem, the following arc curious Towser the Second a 
Bull-dog, or, A Short Reply to Absalonand Achitophel, ” 
folio, half sheet, London, ICSl. “ Absalou’s IX. Worthies,” 
a Poem, folio, half sheet, no date. “ Poetical Reflections on 
Absalom and Achitophel,” folio, s, d. “ Absalom Senior,” 
fe Poem, folio, 16Sd. Toon. 


When man on many mnltiplied bis kind, 

Ere one to one tvas cursedly confined ; 

YTben nature prompted, and no law denied 
Promiscuous use of concubine and bride ; 

Then Israel’s monarch after Heaven’s own heart, 
His vigorous warmth did variously impart 
To wives and slaves ; and wide as his command 
Scatter'd his Maker’s image through the land- * 
Michal, of royal blood, the crown did w'ear; 

A soil ungrateful to the tiller’s care : 

Not so the rest . for several mothers bore 
To god-like David several sons before. 

But since like slaves his bed they did ascend, ^ 
No true succession could their seed attend. 

Of all this numerous progeny was none 
So beautiful, so brave, as Absalon : 

who has certainly given us the mo>5t candid and exact life 
of Milton extant, that the lot of Milton n-ul a marvellous 
coincidence with that of his hero Samson in three remark- 
able points : “ First, he had been tormented by a beautiful 
hut msaffectionate and disobedient wife ; secondly, he had 
been the great ebampion of his country, and as such the idol 
of public admiration ; lastly, he had fallen from tlmt height 
of unrivalled glory, and had experienced the most humiii- 
ating reverse of fortune : 

^His foe’s derision, captive, poor, and blind.’ 

In delineating the greater part of Samson s sensations 
under calamity, he had only to describe his own.” I can- 
not forbear adding what the same candid writer has 
observed concerning Milton’s pohtical principles : ** That 
had his lile been extended long enough to witness the 
Revolution, he would probably have exulted as warmly as 
the staunchest friend of our present constitution can exult, 
in that temperate and happy reformation of monarchical 
enormities.” Dr. J, Wastox. 

Yer. 6 . Fromisevam ust\ These lines are insufDenthly 
gross and offensive. It is enrions to see how Atteihury, 
who, from a veneration for Tory principles, translated the 
whole poem, has rendered them. 

“ Cognovere pi.is nondum pia sa^ula frandes 
Arte sneerdonun, nondum vetuere imiritos 
Multiphci cekbiare jngo connulda leges, 

Cum vir sponsarum uumeraverat agmen, et uni 
Kon serv’are t'lio, iato advera.inte, ceactus 
Plunma fertiUius prouiL:»..t stenima'a Inmbis. 

Cum stiinulos natura doret nec leinbni> ullis 
Et &iKjns£e et leme vetitum e»t commune cdhile, 
Tunc Israelis, calo cedente, luonarcha 
Coneubitu vano vernas nuptasque fovebat.” 

The poem wn.*; so popular, that auuiher Latm translation 
was also published, in 4to. 16b2, at Oxfuid, by Dr WiUiain 
Coward, a physician of Merton College. Dr. J. Waexos. 

Yer. IS. So leant ful^ so The Duke of Mou- 

rnoutli was young, exquisitely beautiful, brave, geneii'U^, 
affecting populaiitv, and uuiierly beloved by his fctl.er , 
had been educated with one part of the flower of tne 
English youth at Oxford, and sen*ed with another in the 
army ; so that he had all the advantages of private friend- 
ship's joined to those which attend upon nyAlratraeti -u, 
His tutor, one Ross, a Scotchman, either from love to la** 
I pupil, or to gain imifortanoe to liiniself, was the first per- 
I son who inflamed his mind with high ambition, by making 
him believe, or perhuading him to make oUiers belioM*, 
that the King bad been privately married to hi*. 

Ross went further, for he advised Couzen^ Blah* p of 
Durham, to a rite a ccrtidcatc of the marriage, aiu t o 
deposit it in a strung box in his own hon»; jo i ning ■ 
a*' this argument, that, if the Duke of Icfk il 1 i - 




50 


ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL. 


Whetber inspired by some diviner lust, 

His father got bim witb a greater gust : ^ 

Or tbat bis conscious destiny made way. 

By manly beauty, to imperial sway. 

EaJriy in foreign fields be won renown, 

With kings and states albed to Israel’s crown : 

In peace the thoughts of war be could remove, ^5 
And seem’d as he were only bom for love. 
Whate’er he did, was done with so much ease. 

In him alone ’twas natural to please : 

His motions all accompanied with grace ; 

And paradise was open’d in his face. ® 

With secret joy indigent David view’d 
His youthftd image in his son renew’d ; 

To all his wishes nothing he denied ; 

And made the charaiing Annabel Ins bride. 

What faults he had, (for wlio from faults is free'^ 
His father could not, or ho would not see. ^ 
Some wann excesses which the law forbore. 

Were construed youth that purged by boiling o’er, 
And Amnon’s murder, by a specious name. 

Was call’d a just revenge for mjured fame. 

Thus praised and loved, the noble youth remain’d. 
While David, undistmb’d, in Sion reign’d. 

But life can never bo sincerely blest . 

Heaven punishes the bad, and proves the best. 
The J ews, a headstrong^ moody, murmuring race, 
As ever tried the extent and stretch of grace ; 
God’s pamper’d people, whom debauch’d with ease. 
No king could govern, nor no God could please ; 
(Gods -diey had tried of every shape and size. 
That god-smiths could produce, or i>nests devise :) 
These Adam-wits, too fojrtunately free, 

Began to di'eam Ihey wanted hberty ; 

And when no rule, no precedent was found. 

Of men, by laws less eu’cumscnbed and bound ; 
They led their-wiid desires to woods and caves, ^ 
And thought that all but savages wore slaves. 

converted from popery, there -would he no need of bringing 
the certific-Uo to public -view ; and if ho should not, that 
all arts were justifiable to exclude a papist fioin the thione; 
ciicnmstauces -vhich Couzens immediately C(»mmunicated 
to the King, but which that prince disregai ded, acquitting 
Monmouth and imputing them only to the petulance of 
his tutor Yet Eoss, after Couzens died, spread a report 
abroad, that he had left such a certificate behind him. 
Dr. J. WABTOX. 

Yer. 19. WTietTier inspiredC\ How gi'oss a-nd indelicate 
must the taste of that age nave been, when St.JEi're7nont 
could quote these very filthy and abominable lines in a 
letter addressed to the celebrated Duchess of Mazarine 1 
Dr. J. Waeton. 

Ibid. inspiri‘d by some diviner Ziwt,] Inspired with 

some diviner lust. First edition. 

Ver. 30. And paradise was open'd in his /ace] Pope’s 
Eloisa, in her compliment to Abelard on his founding the 
Paraclete, is certainly indebted to this pei sonal description; 
and the ingenuity of the poet, in the lociil adaptation, is 
truly admirable : 

“ You rai',ed tliese hallow’d walls ; the desart smiled, 
And pai-adise was open’d in the wild.” Todd. 

Yer. 51. Thes^ Adam-irits. &e.'\ Persons discontented in 
happy circumstances are not uiiluckily called Adam-ivits^ 
ftym a remembrance of Adam’s weakness in Paradise, who, 
aiming at being happier than the happiest, by peisimsion 
of Eve, eat of the forbidden fruit, and thereby forfeited the 
divine favour, and was excluded the garden of Eden. 
DcauiCK. 

Yer. 55. h d their wild desires to woods asnd caves. 

And thought that all but savages were blavesi} 
Pope, -whose eye was perpetually on his master, adopted this 
rhyme : 

* Cities laid waste, they storm’d the woods and caves, 
(For -wiser brutes were backward to be slaves )” 

Windsor Forest, ver. 49, 


They who, when Sanl was dead, without a blow. 
Made foolish Ishbosheth the crown forego : 

Who banish’d Dand did from Hebron bring, 

And with a general shout proclaim’d him tog; 
Those veiy Jews, who, at their very best, 

Their humour more than loyalty express’d, 

Now wonder’d why so long they had obey’d 
An idol monarch, which their hands had made ; 
Thought they might ruin him they could create,'’*^ 
Or melt him to that golden calf a state. 

But these were random holts : no foim’d design, 
Nor interest made the factious cro-wd to jom : 

The sober part of Israel, free from stain. 

Well knew the value of a peaceful reign ; ^ 

And, looking backward with a wise afeght, 

Saw seams of wounds dishonest to the sight : 

In contemplation of -whose ugly scars, 

They cui’sed the memory of civil wars. 

The moderate sort of men thus qualified, 

Inclined the balance to the better side ; 

And David’s mildness managed it so well, 

The had found no occasion to rebel. 

But when to sm our biass’d nature leans. 

The careful devil is still at hand wth means ; ^ 
And providently pimps for ill desii’es : 

The good old cause revived a plot requires. 

Plots, true or false, are necessary things. 

To raise up commonwealths, and ruin kings. 

The inhabitants of old J erusalem 
Were Jehusites, the to-wn so call’d from thorn; 

And theirs the native nght 

But when the clfosen people grew more strong, 

The rightful cause at len^ became the wrong ; 
And every loss the men of Jehus bore, 

They still were thought God’s enemies the more, ] 
Thus worn or weaken’d, well or ill content, I 

Submit they must to David’s government : 
Impoverish’d and deprived of all command. 

Their taxes doubled as they lost their land ; 

And what was hai’der yet to flesh and blood. 

Their gods disgraced, and burnt hke common 
wood. 

This set the heathen priesthood in a flame; 

For priests of all religions are the same. 

Of whatsoe’er descent thar godhead be, 

Stock, stone, or other homely pedigree 
In his defence his servants are as bold. 

As if he had been bom of beaten gold. 

Altering the original : 

“ From towns laid waste, to dens and caves they ran, 

(For -who first stoop’d to be a slave -was man.)” 

John Waeton. 

Yer. 92. worn or weahen'dj First edition ; worn 

and weaken’d. 

Yer. 99. For priests of aZZ] It is not my intention to add 
anything to the many just censures that have been passed on 
this s-weeping, iudiscriminating piece of satiie of the priest- 
hood, which hy -vulgar use is become almost proverbial. 
But I cannot forbear adding an extraordinaiy passage from 
Mr.Hnme’s Essays: — “It is a trite, but not altogether a 
false maxim, that priests of all religions are the same ; and 
though the chai actor of the profession -will not, in every 
instance, prevail over the x>ersonal character, yet it is sure 
always to predominate with the greater number.” He has 
added a long note, in which he says, page 54T, Svo, that 
“ this profession leads to dissimvXaiion and hypnens’/, to 
ambition, to self-conceit, to pride and airogance, to impatience 
of contradiction, to intolerance, and to revengeP He after- 
wards softens these saicastical strokes, and adds, “ 'Who- 
ever possesses the other noble -virtues of humanity, meek- 
ness, and moderation, as very many of them, no doubt, do, 
is beholden for them to nature and reJUctiofn, not to the genius 
of his calling.” Dr. J . Wabton. 
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Tlie JcTvish rdbbius, though their enemies, 

In this conclude them honest men and \\ise : 

For ’twas their duty, all the learned think. 

T’ espouse his cause, by whom they eat and drink. 
From hence began that plot, the nation’s cimae. 
Bad in itself but ropressented worse ; 

Raised in extremes, and m extremes decried ; 
With oaths affirm’d, with dying vows denied ; 

ITot weigh’d nor winnow’d by the multitude ; 

But swallow’d m the mass, unchew'd and crude. 
Some ti-uth thoi'e was, but dash’d and brew’d with 
lies. 

To please the fools, and puzzle all the wise. 
Succeeding times did equal folly call, 

Belienng nothing, or believing alL 
Th’ Egyptian rites the J obusites embraced ; 
Where gcxls were recommended by their taste. 
Such savoury deities must needs be goad. ^ 
As seiwed at once for woKhip and for food. 

By force they could not introduce theae gods; 
For ten to one m former days was odds. 

So fraud was used, the sacnticer’a trade : 

Fools are more hard to conquer than persuade. 
Their busy teachers mingled with the Jews, 

And raked for converts even the coui*t and stews: 
T^Tiich Hebrew priests the more imkindly took. 
Because the fleece accompanies the flock 
Some thought they God’s anointed meant to slay 
By gxms, mvented since full many a day ; 

Our author swears it not ; but who can know 
How far the devil and Jebusites may go 1 
This plot, w'hich fail’d for want o’f common sense. 
Had yet a deep and dangerous consequence : ^ 

For as wffien raging fevere boil the blood. 

The standing lake soon floats into a flood. 

And eveiy hostile humour, which before 
Slept quiet in its channels, bubbles o’er ; 

So several factions from this first ferment, 

Work up to foam, and threat the go-fernment. 
Some by their friends, more by themselves thought 
wis^ 

Opposed the power to which they could not rise. 
Some had in courts been gi*eat, and thrown from 
thence, 

Like fiends were hirden’d in impenitence. 

Some, by their moiLirch’s fatal mercy, grown 
From pardon’d rebeU kinsmen to the throne. 
Were imsed in power and public office high ; 
Strong bands, if bands ungrateful men co^d tie. 

Of ^tse the false Achitophel was first; 

A name to all succeeding ages cui^d : 


Ver. 110. JRaisfd in exinmes] There are many vigomus 
lines, and some bold truths, in this account of a plot tliat 
disgraces the annals of this country, and produced so much 
cnielty, perjury, injustice, baud, and revenge. Dr. J. 
Wabton. 

Ter. 112. Hht tceiffVd nor icumioiv’d] First edition, incor- 
rectly : 2s ot weigh'd, or wmaow d. 

Ver 121. As s^rv^tl at once /or tcors/iW ou-i /cr fool.j 
And served at ouce for worship and for tooA Fir&t edition. 

Yer. 150. 0/ these the false] This is the introduction of 
the chief hero of this piece, the celebrated Eail of Shaftes- 
bury, under the nnme of Achitophel.^ A man, insinuating,^ 
imposing in private, eloquent, daring in public, full of 
resources in both ; nho had been bied up in the sehtMda of 
civil commotion, in the bmg parliament, in CromaLiVs 
revolutions, and in those which followed Cromwell's death; 
and nbo, fiom that education, knew well the power of popu- 
lar rumours, at times when popular passions are m ferment; 
framed the fiction of the Popish plot, in the year HITS, in 
Older to bury the Duke, and perhaps the King, tinder the 
weight of the national fear and hatred of Popery. Shaftes- 


For close designs, and crooked counsels fit; 
Sagacious, bold, and turbulent of 'ftit ; 


Ter. 152. For close dtsfjns end erenlej counceb; 

First edition: For close designs, and crooked uu.isJ: fiV 


bury was stimulated, tfKi, by offences, both given acd 
received : for the King having said to him, — “ Shafto.sbrr', 
thou art the greatest rogue in the kinndom," he answered, 
bowing,— “ Ot a subject, Sir, I believe I am.” And the 
Duke rated him in passiimate terms for one of his speeches 
in Parliament. “lam glad,*’ said he, “ yorr K< >yol High- 
ness has not c.alled me Papist and cowaid.* ’ The ice.vint i»f 
this plot, in which was involved the as<!assinatiori of Charles 
and his bio±er, an invasion, the conflagration of the city, 
and a massacie of the Protestmts, was calculatid, in its 
great lines, to gain the attention of the higher ranks < f rhe 
nation, and, by the faraili.miy and detail of its circnm 
stances, to catch the credulity of the meanest of rlie ix pa- 
lace. By making the Duke" one of the objects uf tr.e 
pretended assassination, it prevented the siispiei m of its 
being directed a^inst him; and, by accusing the Ciaeen, 
whom the King did not love, it gave a chance foi sejiarating 
the interests of the britaers Tlie inmnaatinn, a^siM'U a'» 
given, fiew instantly abroad. Even the inarvellousntss of 
the story gave credit to what it was almost imposstbla to 
believe human fiction c* >uld have invented. Accident after 
accident, arising in a manner i iiparalleled in history, con- 
cuned to m.aintain the delusion Coleman's letter's weie 
seized, ’Which discovered th .tthe Duke had been carry xrg » n 
a correspondtnee with riunce, against the religion of his 
country and iti) interests. Danhy's correspondence with 
France for money to the King wiis betrayed, which irade 
Charles a sharer in his brother’s disgrace; but, above all, the 
murder of Godxrey, who, in his office of a magistrate, had 
made public the plot, caused almost every ^otestant ti 
iimigine he felt the dagger in his breast Shaftesl »ury knew 
too well the nature of the human mind, not to improve upon 
this last accident. He suggested to his faction to bring 
the eye in aid of the imagination, in order to complete the 
terror of the ^ople. The dead body, ghastly, and with the 
sword fixed in it, and lying on a bier, was exposed during 
two days in the public street It was carried m procession 
through the city of London to the grave, as the remains 
of a martyr to the Protestant religion ; seventy-two clergy- 
men walking before, near a thousand persons" of condition 
behind, innumerable crowds in a long silent order, an 
expression of passion more dangerous than that of clamour 
and confusion, bringing up the rear. 

Such is the character given by my amiable and ingenious 
friend. Sir John Dalryraple, of 'this celebrated politician ; 
which character having been censurad as unjust and se\ ere, 
the author, with that candour and liberality tliat en lears 
him 10 his acquaintance, made the following apoh gy in 
his second volume of Mera«.irs, p. 325: ‘‘It has bCe'n a 
misfortune to Lord Shaftc‘-bury’s memory, that every thing 
has lieen written against him, "and ni thing for him; iiix/u 
which account I am happy to hear, that his family have 
thoughts of endeavjnnng' to vindicate h:s mem’ory in 
pnhLc. Far from the intention to injure it, I flatter my- 
self that the papers publishod in this Appendix will set 
his character, in si^aeral respects, in a new light in the 
world. They will show that Le h j J no hand in the Duchess 
of Orleans's" treaty made at Dover for the interests of 
popery; that Cliarles first broke the ties of honour with 
him, by Ceceiv.ng and betraying lam nit * the second 
treaty with France, n the year 1071, wide h'' concealed 
from him the first, whim ui lieen mad.* in tip year 1070; 
and th.it Shaftes.hury no money from France, at a 
time when most of his friends uf the popular party were 
doing it'’ 

It is painful and difficult to bring one’s mind to conceive, 
tha^a man, totilly prnf.ig.ite and unprlncipkJ, C( nid liave 
been so much respected and beloved, as lie was, by such a 
man as Mr. L'Xke, and e. nld have been one *'f the i.a 't 
upright, able, irrepri achable, p-pular Lord Chancel b .s, 
that ever adorned that high station, to whicn I»zq*deii h ^ i- 
self bears testimony in the stn-ngest manner, in six haa 
lines, beginning l.ne 18d. It is te be lamented t!,at L. ( 
ne\er finished the memoirs, he began of Lord t?h.‘f:csbii > a 
life. A very curious and long extract is given ai 
L'teko's papers, by Le Clere, in the .*!ieTenth volume of the 
BiJ)liuihi..iue Choisie, from page 147 to page Ifi®, wtll 
woitliy the atient.ve perusal of the impartial n*a<hT. 
Locke" dwells much on the acuteness of lus wit, and h.a 
deep and close penetrathn into the human heart; ufv h i h 
among others, he gives a remarkable instance. Ha\ ng 
dined at Lord Chirendou’s with Lord i^oiithampton, he kWo* 
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Kcstless, tmfix’d in principles and place ; 

In power unpleased, impatient of disgi-ace : 

A fiery soul, which, working out its way. 

Fretted the pigmy-body to decay. 

And o’er-iuform’d the tenement of clay. 

A daring pilot in extremity ; 

Pleased with the danger, when the waves went 
high 160 

He sought the storms ; hut for a calm unfit, 
Would steer too nigh the sands to boast his wit. 
Great wits ai’e sm'e to madness near allied, 

And thin pai'titions do their bounds divide ; 

Else why should he, with wealth and honour 
blest, 163 

Refuse his age the needful hours of rest 
Punish a body w'hich he could not please ; 
Bankrupt of hfe, yet prodigal of ease 1 

on their retnm to the latter, “ Miss Anne Hyde, whom we 
have just left, is certainly married to one of the royal 
brothers. A certain secret respect, a studied and supprest 
attention and complaisance, paid to her by the mother, in 
her voice, looks, and gestures, and even in the manner in 
which she offeied her everything at tlie table, renders this 
suspicion of mine indisputable.” Lord Southampton 
laughed at the time at the improbability of this conjectme, 
hut was soon afterwards convinced of its truth. In these 
Memoiis is preserved a spirited letter to the Duke of York 
hnni Shaftesbury, when he was confined in the tower, in 
the year 1676. A saying of this sharp-sighted nobleman 
deserves to be remembered: “That wisdom lay in the 
heart, not in the head ; and that it was not the want of 
knowledge, hut the perverseness of the will, that filled 
m*n’s actions with folly, and their lives with disorder,” 
Dr. J. \VAItT05T. 

Ibid. the false AcJiitophel 

A name to all succeeding ages curst .] 

was Sir Anthony Asbley Cooper, inised to the degree of a 
baron at the Kestoration, and afterwards created Earl of 
bhaftesbury. His first remarkable appearance was in the 
royal interest, 1642, being then in his twenty-first year. 
He soon deserted it in disgust, and joined the Parliament, 
cutting a notable figure during the interregnum, there 
being nothing of any consequence transacted, but what he 
had a liand in, the King’s death excepted, of which he 
kept clear He conceived a dislike to Ciomwell, on being 
remsed one of his daughteis, and though he had befoio 
struck in with all his measures, he now endeavoured to 
throw many difficulties in his way, hut with so much 
caution, that he was not called to any account for so 
dom^. 

Being nourished by variety, and fond of change, and 
>iaving, at the same time, always an eye to his own advan- 
Uge, he assisted, privately, Sir George Booth’s designs 
in the West in behalf of the King, which he denied 
with solemn imprecations, when charged therewith by 
the Bump Parliament. At the Kestoration, in which he 
aided, he was one of the twelve members that were 
sent on that occasion to compliment the King at the 
Hague, when his wit and vivacity recommended him 
to much notice. It was at this time he received a hurt 
in his side, by being overturned in a chaise, which 
was attended with bad consequences; being some years 
after cut for it, an issue remained open. His enemies 
thence took occasion to ridicule him, by calling him 
Tapski. Independent of politics, we have no great room 
to think highly of his moral character ; for King Charles, 
in one of his socaal hours, told him, “Shaftesbury, I 
believe you are one of the wickedest fellows in the king- 
dom.” “ Of a subject, sir,” answered he smartly, “ it may 
he.” In 1672 he was removed from the exchequer, of 
which he was chancellor and under-treasnrer, to be one of 
the five commissioners appointed to execute the office of 
lord high chancellor of England. He was also one of the 
pnvy-council, and a member of that fiamous cahal which 
engrossed the King’s entire confidence. Dekbick. 

Ver. 154. Hestltas, unfixed in principles and place/] First 
edition ; Restless, unfix’d in principle and place. 

Ver. 158. the tenement of day^ So Milton, 

Ode Nativ. st.2 : — 

“ And chose with us a darksome home of enortal clay?'* 

Tonn. 


And all to leave what with his toil he won, 

To that unfeather’d t^^'o-legg’d thing, a son ; 

Got, while his soul did huddled notions try ; 

And bom a shapeless lump, like anarchy. 

In fiiendship false, implacable in hate ; 

Resolved to mm or to rule the state. 

To compass this the triple bond he broke ; 

The Pinal'S of the pubhc safety shook ; 

And fitted Israel for a foreign yoke : 

Then seized wdth fear, yet still affecting fame, 
Usuip’d a patriot’s all-atoning name. 

So easy stdl it proves, in factious times, ^ 

“With public ze^ to cancel pnvate ciimes. 

How is treason, and how sacred ill, 

"Where none can sm against the people’s will • 
Where crowds can wink, and no offence be known. 
Since m another’s guilt they find their own ! 

Yet fame deserved no enemy can gmdge ,* 

The statesman we abhor, but praise the judge. 

Ver. 175, the triple land he Iroke ;] In tbe year 

1667, a triple alliance was entered into between England, 
Sweaen, and Holland, which was dissolved by tbe second 
Dutch war, to which and a closer connection mth France, 
Lord Shaftesbury contributed his advice, and thereby 
fitted Israel for a foreign yolte. 

Tbe remaining lines allude to his having changed hia 
opinion, when he found it unpopular, as we have observed 
above, down to 

Yet fame deserved no enemy can grudge; 

The statesman toe abhor, but praise the judge. 

With all his failings it is on every hand allowed, that 
the business of the chancery was never transacted with 
more care and exactness than when Lord Shaftesbury 
presided in that court His expedition was unparalleled ; 
he made it bis study to bring matters to a speedy issue ; 
and his speeches from the bench were so strong and con- 
clusive, so finught with knowledge, and so happily 
expressed, that his meaning was plain to the most indif- 
ferent conception. The poet shows himself truly impartial, 
in thus lendenng him his duo; and, like a masterly 
paintei, he has thereby thrown a strong light over a piece 
that cannot be viewed to great advantage, nor placed in a 
clear situation. 

lie bad in his younger days been of Lincoln’s-Inn, where 
be studied the law with great attention ; but his paternal 
inheritance was so considerable, that be thought tho pinc- 
tice of it superfluous, except in this elevated station, the 
dignity of which he carefully and judiciously observed. 
He proceeded every day from Exctei -house in the Strand, 
where he then lived, with vast solemnity, to Westminster; 
for he said the credit of all great offices should he main- 
tained with state and ceremony He alteied nothing of 
his common g.nb, while he was lord-chancellor, only added 
an ash-coloured gown, thrown over his clothes, richly laced 
with gold. How amiable does the character, drawn of him 
in the passage now before us, represent himl and who, 
without grief, can see it so unhappily contrasted in almost 
all the rest of his life ? Deeeick. 

Ver. 179. Usurp’d a pati lot’s adr-atomng-name?] The 
first edition reads; Assumed a patiorfs all-atoning name. 
This last variation, evidently a typographical error, seems 
to have been discovered and corrected while the poem was 
going through the press. There is, in the library of Sion 
College, a copy of the first edition, which reads ; Assumed a 
patriofs all-atoning name. 

Ver. 180—191.] These twelve lines were added in the 
second edition. 

Ter. 187. The statesman we abhor, but praise the judge, 
dc.] In a brief account, published in 1684, of many 
memoiahle passages of the life and death of the Earl oi 
Shaftesbury, whose juridical character is described in this 
and the four following lines by Dryden, it is related, that 
the Earl being made lord chancellor of England, he exe 
cuted the office “with the greatest judgment and equitg 
imaginable?* Granger, in his discrimination of this noble- 
man’s various conduct, bestows an eulogiiim on this part 
of his character with moie than his usual strength oi 
diction, and In the very sentiments of the poet ; — “'JVhcri 
we coTisider him as sitting m the highest tribunal in the hing- 
dxm, explaining and correcting the laws, detecting fraud, ana 
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In Israel’s courts ne’er sat an Abethdin 
With more disceming eyes, or hands more clean, 
Unbnbed, unsought, the wretched to redi'ess, 
Swift of dispatch, and easy of access 
Oh I had he been content to serve the crown. 
With virtues only proper to the go\Mi ; 

Or had the rankness of the soil been freed 
From cockle, that oppress’d the noble seed ; 
David for him his tunetul harp had strung, 

And heaven had wanted one immoi-tal song. 

But -wild Ambition loves to slide, not stand. 

And Fortune’s ice prefera to Virtue’s land. 
Achitophel, grown woary to possess 200 

A law^ful fame, and lazy happmess. 

Disdain’d the golden fhiit to gather free, 

And lent the crowd his arm to shake tiie tree. 
Now, manifest of crimes contrived long since. 

He stood at bold defiance with his piince ; ^ce 
Held up the buckler of the people’s cause 
Agamst the crown, and sculk’d behmd the laws. 
The wish’d occasion of the plot he takes ; 

Some cii'cumstances finds, but more he makes. 

By buzzing emissaries fills the ears 
Of listemng crowds with jealousies and fears 
Of arbitrary counsels brought to light, 

And proves the king himself a Jebusite. 

Weak arguments 1 which yet he knew full well. 
Were strong with people easy to rebel 
For, govein’d by the moon, the giddy Jews 
Tread the same track when she the prime renews; 
And once in tw’enty years, their senbes record, 
By natural instinct they change their lord. 
Achitophel still wants a chief, and none ^ 
Was found so fit as wai'like Absalom 
Not that he wish’d his greatness to create. 

For pohticians neither love nor hate : 

But, for he knew his title not allow’d. 

Would keep him still depending on the crowd: ^ 

exPTt^rtq nTl (kt poiaers of Ms eloquence on the side ofjusticp ; tee 
ttdmut ttble the commanding orator, andthe upright 

jwig-. Bnt when he enters into .ill the iniquitous measures 
of the CaMl, when he prostitutes his eloquence to en&lave 
his country, and becomes the factious leader, and the 
pnj'ular incendiary, we regard him with an equal miature 
of liorrnr and regret.” — Biog. Hist. voL iii. p. G6i, second 
edit. Todd. 

Ver 19S But tcUd Amiition loves to slid^, not stand, 

And Fortune’s ice prefers to Virtue's landj 

Qiicre: "WTiether from Seneca? Thyestes. 

“ Stet, quicunqne volet, potens 
.\uhe eulraine luhrico.” Jomi "WAETOjr. 

Vcr. 203 Jle stood at hold def/ince\ The particular cir^ 
cimistauce th.T.t ^ovc Shaftesbury into a sudden opposii- 
tit’n to the court, was, that the King, alarmed at the strong 
louK* Oitiinceb (.f the Ciunmnns against Popery, and a dis- 
ptmsing iKtwer, and bre.aking vnth his own hands the t-eal 
aitixed to the declaration of indulgence, and granting all 
the Commons desired, was guilty himself of a breach of 
pnmuie to his new ministers, and exp^ised them to rhe 
vongoance of the people. To escape which venjn*an'e, the 
made the same sudden turn with then mastei ; so 
that on this occasion Shatteshury «>aid, ‘*The p »pce 
who forsook Inmself, deserved to be fortakeu. ' Dr. J . 
Wautox. 

Tor. 223 For politxcians'\ _ The faults and meiits of 
vxixu^icii s .ind pohticians are, in .all gove.iiraents, espe dally 
thO'.e +hat .ne free perpetually exaggerated and c.ir..Ld to 
ane\ti*.nu‘ Deep laid schemes that ui. ver entered their 
thou^^hts aie .ascribed to them, and they are fre/u';.tlv 
aceu .ed of a. tful designs to introduce ai i> ti-ary por, ti wh n 
their sole view and aim h.as been merely to keep th .m-,c‘lvos 
iTi oihee. The line .ihive insinu.'tes, ts' it as s»>n is they 
boo* line inhi'st’rs, they cease to be .an indn’-itu»n 

founded on f.iction, false zeal and igiimance of liam.an 
nat 11 re. Dr. J . W a n i os. 


That kiugly power, thus ebbing out, might be 
Drawn to the diegs of a democracy. 

Him be attempts with studied arts to please. 

And sheds his venom in such words aa these. 

Auspicious prince, at whose naiirity ao 

Some royal pLmet ruled the southeiiisky; 

Thy longing country’s darlmg and desire ; 

Their cloudy pillar and them guardnm iii'e : 

Their second Moses, whose extended wand 
Divides the seas, and shows the promised land : 
Whose dawming day in eveiy distant age ^ 
Has exercised 5ie sacred prophet's rage : 

The people's prayer, the glad diviner’s theme. 
The young men's vision, and the old men’s dream ! 
Thee, Saviour, thee the nation's vowrs confess 
And, never satisfied with seeing, bless : 

Swift unbespoken pomps thy steps proclaim. 

And stammeiing babes are taught to lisp thyname. 
How long wilt thou the geneial joy detain, 

Stance and defraud the people of thy reign J 
Content inglonously to pass thy days, 

Like one of virtue's fools that feed on praise ; 

Till thy fresh glories, which now shine so bright, 
Grow stale, and taniish with our daily sight ] 
Believe me, royal youth, thy fruit must be ^ 
Or gather'd ripe, or rot upon the tree. 

Heaven has to all allotted, soon or kitei, 

&‘ome lucky revolution of their fiite : 

Whose morions if we watch and guide with skill, 
(For human good depends on human will,) ^ 
Our fortune loUs as from a smooth descent, 

And from the first impression takes the bent : 
But, if unseized, she glides away hke wind, 

And leaves repenting foDy fia* behind. 

Now, now she meets you with a glorious prize, ^ 
And spread® her locks before her as she files. 

Had thus old Darid, from whose loins you spring, 
Not dared when fortune call’d him to be kmg, 

At Gath an exile he might still remain. 

And He-aven’s anointing oil had been in vain. ^ 


Ter. 227. JDratvn to tie dregs of a democraeg.} To this 
alliteration ve may not unaptly apply the observation 
i»f the acute Dr. Clarke, in an alliterative passage in 
Homer : — 

XXU.-U itsAaSsV Rem tarpem consnltl verbortun 
xaze^anla depingit Ita YirglLus, belli civiiis horrorem ; 

** Kca patn'ce validas in viscera vertite vires.” 

JEV 1 .vi.e 33 . 

He uses this line again in The SirAaTidBanih€r,reT.211, 
John Waktox. 

Ter. 230 . Auspicious prlncei] AH the most povrerful 
topics that could be urged to kindle the latent sparks of 
amb'tion in a vain, young, spirted, unprincipled prince, 
are here brought together, placed in the most sn iking light^ 
and <n pLaced as each to strengthen the foregoing oue vith 
ni.ucliless dexterity .and art, so that here appears -what 
D” J-.liii'son calls the pieduminant mlent of our poet, Ratio- 
cination In line 299, Diyden, like a trui? abjjct t^iub^rcr 
I of despotic pov'C’’, thoiigut he depreciated the <l<DCtnne of a 
Uni t-d moil iwVv, by p*-rting a cnaimendation of it in the 
mouth ot Shaftesbury. Dr. J . W autox. 

Ver. 234. ir^insc ezi nd d trend 

Divides f/.e sciis, and shuws tie promised Zand *1 

First edition 

whose extended ward 

S'luts up the seas, and shews the promised Lind. 

Ter 2G1, And spreads her 7oe\s hefore her as tie 
First edition. Derrick incorrectly has— 

And spreads her locks before gou an she fiiaa 
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r^et his successM youth your hopes engage ; 

But shun the example of declinmg age . 

Behold him setting in his western skies, 

The shadows longthoinng as the vapours rise. 

Ho is not now, as when on Jorvhxn’s sand ^ 
The joyful people throng’d to see him land. 
Covering the beach, and blackening all the strand ; 
But, like the pnnee of angels, from his height 
Comes tumbhng downward with diminish’d li^t : 
Betray’d by one poor plot to public scorn : 

(Our only blessing since his cursed return :) 

Those heaps of people which one sheaf did bind, 
Blown off and scixtter’d by a puff of wind. 

What strength can he to your designs oppose, 
i^Taked of friends and round beset with foes 1 ^ 

If Pharaoh’s doubtfiil succour he ^ould use, 

A foreign aid would more incense the Jews : 
Proud Egypt would dissembled friendship hiong ; 
Foment the war, hut not support the king : 

Nor would the royal painty e’er unite 285 

With Pharaoh’s arms to assist the Jebnsite; 

Or if they should, their interest soon would break. 
And with such odious aid make David weak. 

All soi’ts of men by my successful arts, 

Abhorring kings, estrange their alter’d hearts 290 
From David’s rule : and ’tis their general cry, 
Religion, commonwealth, and lib^y. 

If you, as champion of tho public good. 

Add to their arms a chief of royal blood. 

What may not Israel hope, and what applause 295 
Might such a general gain by such a cause 1 
Not barren praise alone, that ^udy flower 
Fair only to the sight, but solid power : 

And nobler is a limited command, 

Given by the love of all your native land, 

Tlion a successive title, long and dm*k, 

Drawn from the mouldy rolls of Noali’s ark. 
What cannot priuse effect in mighty minds. 
When flatteiy soothes, and when ambition blinds 1 
Desire of power, on earth a vicious weed, ^ 
Tet spiTing from high is of celestial seed : 

In God *tis gloiy ; and when men aspire, 

’Tis but a spaik too much of heavenly fire. 

The ambitious youth too covetous of fame;, 

Too full of angel’s mettle in his frames 
I TTuwarily was led from virtue’s ways. 

Made drunk with honour, and debauch’d with 
I praise. 

Half loth, and half consenting to the ill, 

For royal blood within him struggled still, 

He thus replied. — ^And what pretence have I 
To take up arms for pubhc liberty! 


Ter.272. Coierhg ike keackyCmS'btacKemng aU tJie sirand;] 
This Litter expiession Pope has adopted : 

** While the long fqnerals Wacken all the way.” 

John Wartox. 

Ter 291. and 'tis their general erg^ First edi- 

tion : and ’tis the general cry. 

Ter. 314. For royal hlood] First edition : loged. 

Ter. 315. A7td icliai pretence have J] The seem- 

ing loluctance of ilomnuuth, not yet totally depraved, to 
eon' ply ii ith the dangerous advice of his seducer, his pro- 
Kb'sions of atkctlon, loyalty, and retpeet for bis father, to 
■w h im he fondly ascribes niiiny virtues and excellencies, and 
erratlt’ule fur favours received fh/Hi him, all these cirenm- 
scane‘*& aix ably and indiciopsly painted, and the break in 
his speech at *line 347, iv-here he comes to mention the 
Duke of York as successor to the cioim, is particularly 
aitful. As is the wish at line 363, that fate had given his 
luind another turn, and fortune made him either greater 
sr meaner. Di. J. Wartox, 


My father governs with unquestion’d right ; 

The filth’s defender, and mankind’s delight ; 
Good, gracious, just, observant of the laws , 

And Heaven by wonders has espoused his cause. 
Whom has he wrong’d in all his peaceful reign ! 
Who sues for justice to his throne in vam 1 
What millions has he pai-don’d of his foes. 

Whom just revenge did to his wrath expose ! 
Mild, easy, humble, studious of our good ; 335 

Inclined to mercy, and avei^e from blood 
If mildness ill with stubborn Israel suit, 

His crime is God’s beloved attribute. 

What could he gain his people to betray, 

Or change his nght for arbitrary sway ^ 

Let haughty Phaiaoh curse with such a reign 
His fruitful Nile, and yoke a servile tram. 

If David’s rule Jerusalem displease, 

The dog-star heats their brains to this disease 3 Si> 
Why theai should I, eaicourag;mg the bad. 

Turn rebel and run popularly mad! 

Were he a tyrant, who by lawless mi^t 
Oppress’d the Jews and raised the Jebusite, 

Well might I monm ; but nature’s holy bauds 
Would curb my spirits and restrain my hands . 
The people might assert their hboriy ; 

But what was right in them were crime in me. 
His favonr leaves me nothing to reqiure, 

Prevents my wishes, and out-runs desire ; 

What more can I expect while David lives ^ 
All but his kmgly diadem he gives : 

And that — ^But there he paused ; then sighing, 
said — 

Is justly destined for a worthier head. 

For when my fether from his toils shall rest, 

And late augment the number of the blest, 

His lawful issue shall the throne ascend, 

Or the collateral hne, where that shall end. 

His brother, though oppress’d with vulgar spite, 
Tet dauntless, and seem’e of native right, 

Of every royal virtue stands possess’d ; 

Still dear to all the bravest and the best 
His courage foes, his friends his tinith proclaim ; 
His loyalty the kmg, the world his fame. 

His mercy e’en the offending cTOwd will find ; 
For sure he comes of a forgiring kind. 3“ 

Why should I then repine at Heaven’s decree. 
Which gives me no pretence to royalty ? 

Tet oh that fiite, propitiously inclined, 

Had raised my birth, or had debased my mind ; 
To my large soul not all her treasure lent, ^ 
And then betray’d it to a mean descent ! 

I find, I find my mounting spirits bold. 

And David’s part disdams my mother’s mold. 
Why am I scanted by a niggard birth 
My soul disclaims the kindred of her earth ; 270 

And, made for empire, whispers me within. 
Desire of greatness is a god-hke sin. 

Him staggering so, wken hell’s dire agent found. 
While fiunting virtue scarce maintain’d hergroimd. 
He pours fresh forces in, and thus replies : 

The eternal God, supremely good and irise. 


Ter. 367. I find^ I fnd mg m/iunthig sphits lold^ He 
liad li^ eye on Virgil’s Nisus and Euryains. 

“ aliquid i.am diidiim invadere maginnn 

Mens agitat mihi, nee placidll oontenta qiiiete est.” 

But the repetition J Jindj more strongly reminds ns of 

“ Est hie, est aninins lucis contemptor.” 

John Waston. 
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Imparts not these prodigious gifts in yain : 

What wonders are reseived to bless your reign ! 
Agamst your will youi* arguments have shown, 
Such vii-tue 's only given to guide a throne. ^ 
Not that your father’s mildness I contemn; 

But manly force becomes the diadem. 

*Tis true he gi’ants the people all they crave ; 

And more perhaps, than subjects ought to have : 
For lax’ish grants suppose a monarch tame, ^ 
And more his goodness than his wit proclaim. 

But when should people strive them bonds to 
break, 

If not when kings are negligent or weak ? 

Let him give on till he can give no more, 

Tho thi-ifty Sanhediim shall keep him poor ; 

And every shekel, which he can receive 
(Shall cost a limb of his prerogative. 

To ply him "with new plots shall be my care ; 

Or plunge him deep m some expensive war ; 
'WTneh v hen his treasure can no more supply, ^ 

I He must, wath the remains of kingship, buy 
I His faithful jhiends, our jealousies and fears 
Call JehuaiteSj and Pharaoh's pensioners ; 
j ^Vhom when our fury from his aid has tom. 

He shall be naked left to public scorn. 

The next successor, whom I fear and hate, 

My arts have made obnoxious to the state ; 

Turn’d all his \TTtues to his overthrow, 

And gain’d our elders to pronounce a foe. 

His right, for sums of necessazy gold, ^ 

Shall list be pawn’d, and afterwards be sold ; 

Till time shall ever-wantmg David draw, 

To pass your doubtful title mto law ; 

If not, the people have a right supreme 
To make their kings; for kings are made for 
them. ^ 

All empii*e is no more than power in trust, 

Wliich, when resumed, can be no longer just, 
hsucccssion, for the general good design’d, | 

I In its own wrong a nation cannot bind : 
j If alteiing that the people can relieve, 

} Better one suffer than a nation grieve. 

I The Jews well know their power : ere Saul they 
I chose, 

God was their king, and God they durst depose. 
Urge now your piety, your filial name, 

A latlier’s right, and fear of future fiime ; 

The public good, that uuivei’sal call. 

To which e’en Heaven submitted, answers all 
Nor let his love enchant your generous mifld; 

Tis natui'e’s trick to propagate her kind. I 

Oiu’ fond hegettei*3, who -svould never die, 

Love hut themselves in their posterity. i 

Or let his kindness by the effects be uied. 

Or let him lay his vam pretence aside. 

God said, he loved your father ; could he bring 
A better proof, than to anoint him king] ^ 
It surely show’d he loved the shepherd well, 

WTio gave so fiur a ffock as Israel. 


Yer.411. AU empire] He thinks he sufiSciently exposes 
this notion of tlie origin and end of "ovomment, hy putting 
it into the mouth of a seeming profligate politician. Yet 
this opinion u'as held by Hookor, by Locke, and Ibrnilv, 
and many other latiunal "writtrs on govtmment. And ins 
successor was of a contrary opinion, saj mg, 

“Th’ enormous faith of many made for one.’’ 

Dr. J. "Wahtox. 

Ver-416. Hfttrr one sujir t^an a naticn ffrieie,] First 
edition: million. 


Would David have you thought his darling son ? ^ 

^Mlat means he then to ahenate the crown l 
The name of godly he may blu^rh to bear : ^ , 

Is’t after God’s own heart to cheat his heir ] i 
He to his brother gii ea supreme command, \ 

To you a legacy of baiTen land ; * 

Perhaps the old hai*p, on which he thrums his lays, j 
Or some dull Hebrew ballad in your praise. ! 

Then the next heir, a prince severe and vise, i 
Already looks on you with jealous eyes ; 

Sees thi'ough the thm disguises of your arts, 

And marks youi’ progiess in the people’s hearts ; 
Though now his mighty soul its grief contains : 

He meditates revenge who least complains ; 

And like a lion, slumboiang in the way, 

Or fileep dissembling, while he waits his prey, 

His fearless foes within his distance draws. 
Constrains his roaring, and contracts his paws ; | 

Till at the lost, his tune for fury found, [ 

He shoots with sudden vengeance from the i 
ground; 

The prostrate vulgar passes o'er and sparer 
But with a lordly rage his hunters tears. 

Your case no tame expedients will afford : ^ 

Bosolve on death, or conquest by the sword, 

' 'Which fljr no less a stake than life you draw ; 

And self-defence is nanii’e’s eldest law. 

Leave the w'orm people no considering time : 

For then rebellion may be thought a crimeL < 

Avail yourself of what occasion gives, 

But tiy your title while your iather lives : 

And that your tU'ins may have a fail* pretence, 
Proclaim you take them in the king’s defence ; 
'W’lic'.e '?acred life each minute woidd expose 
To plots, from seeming Mends, and secret foes. 

And who can sound the depth of David’s soul I 
Perhaps his fear Ids kindness may coutroL 
He fears his brother, though he loves his son. 

Fur plighted vow s too late to be undona ^ j 
If so. by force he wishes to be gain’d : 

Like women’s lechery to seem constrain’d. | 

Doubt not : bu^ when he most affects the frown, . 
Commit a pleasing rape upon the crown. 
kSeem'e lua person to secuie your cause ; 

They who possess the piince posso&s the laws. 

He s:ud. and this advice above the rest, 

With Absalom’s mild natui*e suited best ; | 

Unblamed for life, ambition set aside, 

Not stain’d with cruelty, nor puff d with prida j 
How happy had he been, if deseny 1 

Had higher placed his birth, or not so high ! ; 

H:s kingly virtues might have claim’d a throne . 
And bless’d all other conntnes but his own. ! 

But charmmg greatness since so few refuse, ® , 
*Tis juster to lament him than aecusa 
Strong were his hopes a rival to remove, 

With blandishments to gain the public love : 

Ter. 436. Is’t eftrr Geds oien heart to cheat hisJuirf] 
The first edition biis— 

’ JiA aixr God’s own heart to cheat his heir. ugvuzS^. 

Ter. 447. AnJ Ule a Zton,] Thoe lines are some of the 
hichlv-flnibhtd and anhuat.-d of any in the whole 
p'.Lce Cut is not tfhiites.lui'v, hy intPuJuclng this fine 
b.iuile In his aiveeh to irtnm.'uih. as much too great a 
rutt, es .Fneas is in the conii‘.iii:>(tn'5 he has introauctfd in 
h.b iiarrat.jn to DIuo m the stcund and third hooks of the 
Alneid ? Dr. J . W aLTOir. 

Ver.4Gl. Avail you/ jJ/ o/ wAnt <>cconb» yitw,! First 
edition: Fruxiil (Sec. 
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To lioiwl fclic fiictioii while thoir j^eal waa hot, 

And p()])ul;irly prosofiiLo the plot. 

To further thiH, Achitophel imibos 
Tho niiih'OiiiGutH of all the Israelites : 

Whoso diflering pai*tics ho could wwoly join, 

For Roveral cuds, to Bor\"0 tho siuno design. 

'Pho host, and of the princes some were such, 

Who thought tho power of moiiai'ohy too much j 
Mistaken men, and patiiots in their hearts ; 

Not wicked, hut Roducc<l by impious aits. 

By these the springs of propoidy were bent, 

And wound so high, they crack’d the govcnimont. 
Tho next for interest sought to embroil the 
state, 

To sell their duty at a dearer rate ; 

And make their Jewish mai'kots of the throne ; 
Protending public good bo serve tbeir ow’n. 

Otbors thought kings an usoloss heavy load, 

Who cost too much, and did too little goocL. 
Those were for laying honest David by, 

On principles of pure good husbandry. 

With thorn join’d all tlio liaranguoi-s of the throng, 
That thought to get profonuent by tho tongue. 
Who follow next a double danger bring, 

Nob only bating David, but the king; 

Tho Solynircau rout ; w^oU versed of old. 

In godly faction, and in treason bold ; 

Cowering and quaking at a conqueror’s sword, 
But lofty to a lawful prince restored ; 

Baw with disdain an Ethnic plot begun, 

And scorn’d by Jobusibes to bo outdone. 

Hot Lovites headed those ; who pull’d before 
From tho ark, which in tho Judges’ days they 
boro, 

BoRumod their cant, and with a zoidous cry. 
Pursued their old beloved Theocracy : 

Wlicro Sanhodnm and priest enslaved tho nation. 
And justified thoir spoils by inspiiution : 

For who so fit to roigu as Aaron’s luce, 

If once dominion they could found in grace ! 
'J’hcso led tho pack ; though not of surest scent. 
Yet deepest mouth’d against the govommoiit. 

A numorous host of dreaming samts succeed, 

Of tho true old enthusiastic breed : 

'Gainst form and order they thoir power employ, 
Nothing to build, and all things to destroy. 

But far more numerous was the herd of such, 
Wlio think too little, and who talk too much. 
These out of mere instinct, they knew nob why, 
Adoi’ed their futhoi’s’ God and propoi'tyj 
And by the same blind benefit of fiite, 

The devil and tho Jobusitc did hate : 

Bom to be saved, oven in their own despite. 
Because they could not help believing light, 
Such wore tho tools ; but a whole Hydra more 
Remains of sprouting heads too long to score. 
Borne of thoir chiefs wore princes of tho loud ; 

In the hrst rank of these did Zimri stand ; 


Vcr. 52.'5. For wild so fit to reign as Aaron^s race,! In the 
fuht edition: 

For who so fit /or reign as Aaron’s race. 

Vor. 6tt. In the first lanl^ It will he difficult to find in 
noi.acG, Boilcnu, or Hoiio, any portrait drawn with such 
triKh and spirit as this of Villiers, Duke of Buckingham 
Pope (‘uturiid the ^ihts with his master, but has not come 
up to the vigour, the variety of follies ennraciated, the 
nice discriminations of foibles and weaknesses, tlie tone 
of ph'asanti-y and contempt, tho contnxpieties ami ineon- 
fiiBtcnc.es, enumerated by Biyclen These lines were 
intended as a payment in full, for tho bitter, but dcsen'ed 
sulira of the Rehearsal, acted about nine ycar.i helOiO 


A man so various, that he sooiu’d to bo 
Not one, but all mankind’s epitome : 

Stiff in opinions, alivays in the wrong; 

Was every thing by starts, and nothing long ; 


■Whether Bayes or Zimri be placed in tho more ridiculous 
light, I will not detennino. liut undoiihtedly, tho veiy 
unnatural and forced sentiments, tho fustian and bniubast 
language, the inartificial plots, the absurd situatioiis, and 
total want of doconim in our author’s plays, are oxpow'd 
m tho Uehcarsal with much good manly sense and sound 
criticism. And I cannot but be smpnscd that Dr. John- 
son should speak of this piece in so conti'mptnous a 
maimer, calling it a mere farce, and wondering it should 
be thought tlic production of several wits united in the 
scheme. But Diydcn Mas bo much liis favourite, hat ho 
has endeavoured to palliate many of liis faults, and almost 
to defend his rhyme-tragedies, saying, “that ■wo know 
not the effect it might have on the passions of an aiuU- 
cnce; but it has this convcuience, that sontencos stauil 
more independent on each other, and sinking passages 
arc therefore easily selected and retained. Tims tlic 
description of night in the Indian Empcior, and the Kisu 
and Fall of Empire in the Conquest of Granada, arc more 
frequently repeated than any hues in All for Love, or 
Bon Sebastian ” Woo to that tragedy whose merit depends 
on striking detached passagi's, on select sentences, and 
florid descriptions I Dr. J. \V autox. 

Ibid. Zimri 

A nmt so vnnons, that hr seem'd to he 
Not one, bat all immUnd's epitimo ;] 

Was draivn for George ‘Villiers, wlio snect'odod to the title 
of Duke of Buekmghara, on tho death of his father, ivho 
was murdered by Felton. “lie had some wit, great 
vivacity, was the minister of riot, the slave of lutem- 
peianco, a protended atheist, without honour, priiieiph*, 
economy, or discretion.” He had a fine person, and lliti 
women deemed him handsome; ho was capricious and 
sarcastic; sung well; told a story very faectumsly; 
mimicked tho failings of others admuahly ; and possi'ssetl 
St long powers for ridicule; voisified with case ; but Icue.w 
all his accomplishments, and foiled them l)y liis inteli*- 
rablo vanity lie had shared in the King’s exile, and 
coming into possession of more than 20,000i. per annum, 
at the Rostonition, was a gi’eat favourite. In lUOG it was 
discovered that he had cndeavouiud to stir up such of 
the people that were ill-disposoil to tho gov(‘nnnent, 
because ho had been refused tlic tnist of President of tlio 
North. In the following year he made his peace at eouri, 
and became a memher of the Cabal, which was madi' up 
of five nimistcis, in whom alone the King for .some time 
confided, and who led him into measuu's tliatweie pro- 
ductive of all tho uuea.sines8 ho altoiwards HUHtaii«*(l. 
In 1G76 he hecame a favourer of the Noneonfonmsts; and 
in the affairs of the Popish plot, and bill of exelitsion, 
stuck close to Rhafteslnuy, and, with all his strength and 
influence, opposed tho court. Having at length squan- 
dered away almost all his immense fortune, with the 
acquisition of an infamous character, ho departed this 
life m 1G87, lamented by nobody, according to Wood, at 
his house in Yorkshire; but Pope says ho died m the 
utmost inisuiy. m a lemoti* inn in Yorkshire., having run 
through a fortune of 50,000^. a year, and been possessed 
of some of tho highest posts in the kingdom. 

“ In the ■woiht inn’s worst room, with mat half hung, 
Tho floors of plaister, and the walls of dung ; 

On once a flock-bed, but repair’d with straw, 

With tnpc-ticd curtains, never meant to draw. 

The George and Garter dangling from that hod, 
Whore tawdiy yellow strove witli dirty rc(l ; 

Great Villiers lies, alasl how changed from him, 

That life of pleasure, and that soul of wlnin, 

Gall.'int and gay, in Cliefdcn'.s proud alcove, 

The bower of wanton Sliiewsbiiry, and love: 

Or just as gay at council, in a ring 
Of mimiok’d statesmen, and a meiry king. 

No -wit to flatter left, of all his store ! 

No fool to laugh ot, which he valued moro. 

There, victor of his health, of fortmu*, friends, 

And fame ; this loid of useless thousands ends.” 

Ills grace was the author of several pieces of onteitain- 
ment, but particulaily the Rehearsal ; the Bay(',H of which 
ho intended for Biydcn, who has fully avenged b ini self in 
the character of Zimri, with this advantage, that the 
xnctuic IB an exact resemblance, BKnmajK. 
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But, in tho course of one revolving moon, ^49 
Was chyinist, fiddler, statesman, and buffoon : 
Then all for women, painting, rbymmg, drinking, 
Besides ton thousand freaks that died in thinking. 
Blest madman, who could every hour employ. 
With something new to wish, or to enjoy ! 
Bailing and praising were his usual themes ; 

And both, to show his judgment, in extremes : 

So over violent, or over civil, 

That oveiy man with him was God or Devil. 

In squandonng wealth was his peculiar art : 
Nothing went imrewarded but desert. 

Beggar’d by fools, whom still he found too late ; 
Ho had his jest, and they had his estate. 

Ho laugh’d himself from court ; then sought relief 
By forming parties, but could ne’er be cmef : 

For, spite of him, the weight of business fell 
On Absalom, and wise Achitophel : 

Thus, wicked but in will, of means bereft. 

Ho left no faction, but of that was left. 

Titles and names ’twere tedious to reheai’se 
Of lords, bolow the dignity of verse. 

Wits, warriors, commonwealth’s-men, were the 
best : 

If ind husbands, and mere nobles, all the rest. 

And therefore, in the name of dulness, be 
Tlie well’lmug Balaam and cold Caleb free : 

And canting Nadab let oblivion damn, 

Who made new porridge for the paschal lamb. 


Ver 650. Was c7ii/mi8t,Jiddler, statesman, cmdhvffoon:'] 

" Scliainobates, augur, medicus, magus, omnia norit.” 

John Wabton. 

Tor. 509. Hhtles and names'] Fourscore years ago it 
might have heen inteiestiug and entertaming to have 
known the particular histones of the persons here enume- 
rated. Who inquires anything relating to Balamn, who 
was the Eail of Ilimtingdon; to Nadab, Lord Howard of 
Escnck; to hnll-faced Jonas, meaiung Sir William Jones, 
a groat lawyer of his time, and mentioned Tby Burnet as 
having refused the great seal ; to Shiniet, who was Slingshy 
Bethel, Esq., famous for his avarice, of whom our poet 
says coarsely, 

“ Cool was his kitchen, though his hrains were hot,” 

The only person of whom we wish to knowmore was Caleb, 
who was Ford, Lord Grey, whose memoirs ate very cunous. 
Dr. J. Waetok. 

Ver. 674. cold Caleb] Lord Grey, who was child- 

less — MS. Note hy Mr. Luttrell. Malon®. 

Yer. 675- And canting Nadab let oblivion damn. 

Who made new pon vd^efor the paschal towJ.] 
Nadah is Lord Howard of Escrick, who took the sacra- 
ment in lamhsAvool.— M S. Note hy Mr. Luttrell. Malone. 

Fold, Lord Grey of Work, was strongly attached to the ’ 
Duke of Monmouth, a zealous promoter of Lord Shaftes- 
hury’s measures, and a constant opponent of the court. 
He was a smooth talker, possessed ot a laige estate, both 
which accomplishments gave him influence among the 
people. Being concerned in the Ryehouse-plot, he was 
arrested, and examined before the Privy-council, who 
ordered him to the Tower ; hut when the messenger, who 
had the care of him, brought him thither, tlie gates were 
shut, it being late, and tlioy could not get in; so that 
they spent the whole night together, and drank pretty 
freely. In the morning they came to the Towei again 
v(*ry early, the doors not being as yet opened ; and his 
keeper, who was very drunk, falling asleep, he turned 
down towards the whar^ and, taking oars, got off to 
Holland. Hci e he joined his old friend Monmouth, whom 
ho contnbuted to spirit up to the rebellion in the ensuing 
reign, that brought that unhappy nobleman to the block. 

The duke is said to have rched much upon him to very 
little purpose ; for he was charged with having made a 
poor and cowardly fiwire at Sodgemore, where he headed 
the duke’s cavalry, which was, by his dastardly behaviour, 
tiiroun into confusion, and the King's forces obtained a 
complete victory. Limd Grey was taken at Holtbnctge in 


Let feiendsbip’s holy band some names assure ; 
Some their own worth, and some let scorn secure. 
Nor shall the rascal rabble here have place, 
Whom kings no titles gave, and God no gi*ace : 
Not bull-faced Jonas, who could statutes draw 
To mean rebellion, and make treason law. 

But he, though bad, is follow’d hy a worse. 

The wretch who Heaven’s anointed dared to cureo ; 
j Shimoi, whose youth did early promise bring ssi 
Of zeal to Gfod and hatred to his kmg; 

a shepherd’s habit ; and the duke himself was soon after 
seized in a ditch, disguised like a peasant, itith a few 
peas in his pocket; neither of them behaved with com- 
posure or equanimity, and both were brought prisoners 
together to London. Monmouth’s fate has been thready 
taken notice of, but Lord Grey’s life was saved by a 
proper application of several sums of money; Lord 
Rochester having touched 16,OOOZ. He was, besides, mean 
enough to confess every thing that he knew relative to 
Monmouth, or his designs, and even appeared as an evi- 
dence against several persons: however, he had before 
stipulated for their lives. 

Lord Howard was bied up in republican principles; be 
was a professed enemy to monarchical government, stuck 
fast to all Shaftesbury’s seditions undertakings, and was 
very active m promoting riots, and opposing the Tory 
interest in the City. He had been committed to the 
Tower for endeavouring to persuade Pitz-Harrls, who was 
tried for being concerned in. a seditious libel, to accuse 
tlie King, Queen, and Duke, of some designs a^inst the 
people’s Ubeity ; and was actually engaged so mr in the 
Ryehouse-plot as to have listened to a scheme proposed 
for murdering the King. Lord Russel and some other 
men of honour, linked in this conspiracy, knew of nothing 
hut a design of securing Ins loyal person, till such time 
as they should have obtained from lum a certainty of the 
support and firm establishment of the Protestant religion, 
which these patriots, not without reason, supposed to be 
in some danger. 

A warrant being issued out against him on this account^ 
he was found hid in a chimney in his own house, and when 
dragged down, behaved in tlie most contemptible manner, 
bewailing his misfortune with tears, promising to reveal 
every thing he knew ; and ho kept his word, being used 
as a witness against the good Lord Russel, and many 
other people in great estimation; nor did the succeeding 
reign excuse his being still called upon to do their dirty 
work, a drudgery of which he complained in heavy terms. 
Derbicx. 

Ver. 676. Who made new porridge] I have avoided in 
these remarks the irksome, and, perhaps, useless task, of 
pointing out, from time to time, the many vulgar, 
familiar, flat, coarse, and prosaic expressions, into which 
our author so frequently and unexpectedly fall^ in the 
midst of passages remarkably beautiful : 

'* medio de fonte leporum 

Surgit aman aliqnid.” Dr. J. 'Wabton. 

Yer. 5S1. Jonas, who could statutes draw] Sir 

■WUliam Jones. He drew the Habeas Corpus Act. — MS. 
Luttrell. Malone. 

Yer. 6S5. Shimei, whose youth did early piomise bring 
In the first edition : 

Shimei, whose early youth did promise bring 

Ibid. ShiTTici, whose youth did early promise bring 
Of zeal to God and hatred to his king ;] 

Shimei, Slingsby Bethel, Esq., by poll chosen one of the 
sheriffs for the city of London, on Midsummer-day, 1680, 
was a zealous fanatic, and had been formerly one of the 
Committee of Safety ; however, to render himself fit for 
his oflicc, he received the sacrament, and renounced the 
covenant, but not his factious principles. Burnet caHa 
hirn a man of knowledge, and says he wrote a learned 
book about the interest of princes; but that his miserable 
way of living, and miserly disposition, was very preju- 
dicial to his party, and rendered him disagreeable to 
everybody. , . 

TV hen the King, as usual in suen cases, had changed 
Lord Staffoifl’s sentence from hanging to beheading, he 
1 officiously and impudently petitioned the House of Com- 
mons, to’ know whether such a right was vested in the 
King? And he and his colleague, Henry Cornish, tam- 
I pered ivith Fitz-Harris, while in Newgate, about intro- 
ducihg the names of the King, tlw. Queen, or the Duke 
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Did wiacly from expouHivo sins refr.im, 

And nevor Lroko tlio sa])i>atli, b\it for gain : 

Nor ov(5r was lio known an oath to voiitj 
Or ciii’HO, iiuloss against the govoniinent. 

Thus heaping wealth, by the most ready way 
Among tUo J cws, which w'os to cheat and pray : 
Tho city, to reward hia pious hate I 

Ag<uuKt Ins master, choso liim magistmte. I 

I (is hand a varo of justice did uphold ; 

His neck was loaded with a chain of golcL 
1 Juririg his office treason was no crime ; 

Tho sons of Belial had a glorious timo : 

Eov yiumei, though not prodigal of polf, 

Yet lo\ ed Ins wicked neighbour as liimsolf. 

Wbun two or throe wore gather’d to doolaim , 
Against the monarch of Jcrusalom, 

Shiinui was always m the midst of thorn : 

An<l if they cursod tho king wbon ho was by, 
Would rather cui*sc than break good company. 

If any dni'st his factious fiicnds accuse, 

1 1 0 ]>ack’d a jury of dissenting J ows ; 

Whose fellow-feeling in the godly cause 
Would free tho suffeiing saint from human laws. 
For laws are only made to punish those 
Who servo tho king, and to protect his foes. 

If any leisure timo he had from power, 

(‘Because ’tis sin to misemploy an hour,) 

His business was, by writing to pei*suade. 

That kings wore useless, and a clog to trade : 

And, that his noble style ho might rohno, 

No Bechabite more shunn’d the fumes of wine. 
Chasto were his collars, and his shnoval board 
Tho gi'ossncss of a city feast abhorr’d ; 

Idis cooks with long disuse theii* trade forgot ; 

Cool was his kitchen, though his brains were hot, 

fl,s conconicd in tho Popish plot ; and promising him, In 
wvRo he could only tiiiin]) up a fownal story to that piir- 
ptwo, not only his lifo, hut restitution of Ins estate, wliith 
had l)«en forreitod in tho Irish rehullioii, for I'ltz-llams 
wftH an Irish Ilomaii Catholic 

Cornish was a plam-spoko.n honest i-opuhlican, who 
'u'mponsod for the good of his party; ho was unjustly 
accused, in XG85, of high treason, and liumotl out of the 
world without hemg allowed tiiiie suflicicut to prepare for 
his dofeuco, for he was tried, condomued, and executed, xu 
a week; hut King James was shortly after so well con- 
vinced of his mnoccnco, that he xostored lus estate to his 
family, and condemned tlio two witnesses that had appeaivd 
against him, Colonel Kumscy and Goodeuougli tlio 
attorney, to perpetual imprisonment. Deruick. 

Ver 694. Against hxa master j chose him magistrate.} Sheriff. 
—MS. LnttreU. Mauonb. 

Ver. 696 7/w hand a varo of justice did uphold,} Ponhts 
have been entertained conccining the word vare in this 
line, which some persons hare supposed an error of the 
press ; and Derrick substituted vase for it. But the text 
is perfectly cnirect, and vaie Is tho true leading; tho 
tneanmg of which uncommon word is ascertained by the 
following passage in Howell’s Letters, p. 161, edit. 1728, 
which has been communicated by James Coswell, of the 
Inner Temple, Esq. 

“He Cthe Spaniard] is wonderfully obedient to gorem- 
niont; for tho proudest Don of Spain, when he is prancing 
uiion lus ginot in the street, if an alguazil (a serjeaut) 
show Iiini lus vare, that is, a little white stalfc he cairioth 
as u badge of his office, my Don will presently off his 
Jinrso, and yield himself Ms prisoner.” 

Vaia m Spanish signifies a wand. In a note on one of 
Drytien’s Ih'ose l*.ecc8, Mr. Malone has observed, that ho 
was a groat reader of Spanish authors. 

Ver. 6M. //ia Imsvipss was, hj writing to persuade, &(*.] 
See lus “ Inteiust of the several l^rotostaut I’owors.” — MS. 
Note by Mr. Lutti'eU. Malone. 

Vtu G18. Chaste were his rellais, and hts ehrieonl hoard, 
&e.J lie kept a very poor and scandalous shrievalty.— 
MS. Note by Mr. Luttrell. Malonk 


Such fiiigal viiiiue malice may accuse ; 

But sure ’twas uccpysaiy to tho J ows : 

For towns, once burnt, such inagi.stratcs ro(iiiiro 
As dare not tempt God’s jirovidcnco by lire 
With spmtual food ho fed his servants well, 

But free from ilosh that made tho Jews rebel ; 
And Moses’ laws ho hold in nioro account, 

For forty days of fasting in tho mount. 

To spoak tho rest who boUcr arc forgot, 

Would tire a woll-brcathod witness of tho plot. 
Yet Ooruh, thou slialt from oblivion pass ; 

Eroct thysolf, thou monumontal brass, 

High a.s the sorpont of thy motal made, 

While nations stand socuro beneath thy shado. 
What, though ins birth wore base, yet comets 
rise 

From caithly vapours, cro tlioy sliiuo in skies. 
Prodigious actions may as well bo done 
By weaver’s issue, as by prince’s soil 
This arch-attostor for the public good 
By tliat ono deed ennobles all his blood. 

Who ever a.sk’d the witness’s high race, 

Whose oath with martyrdom did Stephen gi'aco? 
Ours was a Ijovito, and as times went then, 
fiis tribe wero God Almighty’s goal leiuon. 

Sunk were his oyes, Ins voice wius liiu'sh and loud. 
Sure signs he neither choleric W!^, nor proud : 
His long cliin proved his wit ; his saiut-liko grace 
A churuh-vonnilion, and a Moses’ face. 

His momoiy, mii'aculously gi’cai, 

Could plots, exceeding man’s belief, repeat ; 
Which therefore cannot be accounted lies. 

For human wit could never such devise. 

Some future truths are mingled in his book ; 

But whore tho witness fail’d, tlio prophet spoke : 
Some things like visionary flights aiiiioai* ; 

Tho spirit caught him u]), tho Lord knows whore; 
And gave him his rabbinical degree, 
tJukiiovvn to foreign uiiivorsiby. 

His judgment yet his memory did excel ; 

Which pieced his woudci’ous ovidouco so well, 
And suited to the tomjior of tho times. 

Then groaning uudot Jcbusitic crimes. 


Ver. 0.32. Fet Corah,} Tills was Titus Oabis, the in- 
fonner of tlic cxocrabb*. P<)]usli plot, which was so loaded 
with alisiirditics and iuconsistcucjos, that to have hi-luivcd 
It, is a lasting disgiacc to tho poiiplo of this cmuiti'y. Ho 
was Minsi'lf the most infamous of men ; and among other 
crimes, had been indicted fox pcrjuiy; and boon cvpcllt'd 
from a chaplainship in the Hoot on complnmt of some 
unnatural practices. So ample an account lias Imcn given 
of tho intended muidovs, inassacrus, and cniidtloH, by 
Iliu*nut, Echard, North, and Hinno, that th(‘y mu'd not, 
and cannot, bo detailed in this place, and are, indot'd, huI- 
hciontly known. Oates for lus disrovory was hy tlie 
parluiinont iccomraonded to tho King, was l<)dg<‘d in 
Whitehall, and protected by guimls, and had a ponsiou of 
1209?. a 3 'oar lint in tho succeeding roign, KJHT), tins 
ahandoned villain was convicted of the most atroemua 
perjury, on the fullest and dearest ovkUiuco, was hni‘d a 
thousand niaiks on eadi of two indiclments, and Hcntcncc^d 
to bo whippiHl on two different days from Ahlgato to New- 
gate, to be imprisoned for life, and to bo iiilloned live tnnijs 
cvoiy year. All this ho survived, and in tlio sueeeeduig 
loign obUimcd a pension of 200/. a year. Dr. J. Wauton. 

Vor.C37. From earthly unpofirs] Earthy, first edition. 

Ver. G99. Jly weaver's issue, Ac,] Tifus Oates xvns the 
son of a weaver.— MS. Note by Mr. Luttrell. Malone. 

Vor, GTiG. Same things like vwwnary flights appear}} 
First edition. Doirick has Jlight. 

Ver. 069 Unknown to foreign umversW/^ Tlo pudeiidotf 
to havo taken a dcgi’oe at Salamanca, — MS, Nolo bj 
Mr. Luttrell Malone 
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Let Israel's foos suspect his heavenly call. 

And rashly judge his writ apocryphal , 

Oar laws for such aflrouts have forfeits made : 
Ho takes his life who takes away his trade. 

'Were I myself m witness Corah’s place, 

The wretch who did me such a OLii’e disgrace, 
Should whet my memory, though once forgot, 
To make him au appendix of my plot. 

His zeal to Heaven made him Ins prince despise, 
And load his person with indigmties. 

Hut zeal peculiar privilege affords, 

Indulging latitude to deeds and words : 

And Corah might for Agag’s murder call, 

III terms as coarse as Samuel used to Saul 
What others in liis evidence did join. 

The best that could be had for love or coin, 


Vcr. fi7G. J}/d QorrQi mxffht for Agafs murdw call,] 
Afiiij?, Sir Kdmoiidhnry Godfrey, o justice of peace, before 
whom Oates had made hia hrst deposition, and who was, 
s )uii ait('r, found murdered iii a diteli near Priinrose-liill, 
0 1 the load to Hampstead, liia swoid being run quite 
through his body, without any clfusion of blood. This was 
cloius as it was supposed, with a view to make people 
think ho liad murdered himself, whereas, in fact, Ins 
death was occasioned by shaugling, a bioad hvid maik 
being plain round his neck, winch ivas broken, and lus 
breast bruised iii several places, as if ho had been kneeled 
or trampled upon. Uis gloves and cane lay near lum, liis 
shoes were clean, and his money untouched. It is very 
surprising that lua murtlercis wore never discoveied, 
though lludloe, au infamous wretched incendiary, swoie 
the 01 nne against two or throe innocent people, who suf- 
fered death. The Earl of Shaftesbury took prodigious 

J inins to force some unhappy persons to swear it upon the 
^vpists, oUbiiug tliomSOOi. rowaid, mease they acquiesced; 
and menacing them in the severest manner, if they refused. 
Idu threatened one Mrs. Mary G ibbons, a relation of Sir 
Godfiey’s, tliat she should be woinod to deatli, as dogs 
worry cats, unless she confessed that Sir John Banks, 
Mr. Pepys, and Mr. Be I'uy, know somotliing of the 
murder ; by his rude behaviour the woman was throira 
into fits, and her hfo endangered : ho labouiod hard to 
induce the two men who first fouud the corpse, to lay the 
minder upon some great Koman Catholic, but though, 
they were botli in mean circumstances, he could not pervert 
their honesty. Nor had he more success with Pnincis 
Canol, an honest common hackney-coachman, whom some 
of Ins eraissanes accused of having carried the coipse in 
liis coach to the place in which it was found. Thia poor 
man was confined in Newgate near two months, loaded 
witli irons, inclosed in a dungeon, the noisomeness of 
which was contagious, and actually kept firom Thursday 
to Sunday without victuals, in such misery, that he begged 
hai d for a knife to end a wretched life, which he said he 
would rather forfeit than stain his soul with peijury. He 
was at length dismissed, after having given proofs of 
integrity, that would have done honour to the most refined 
understanding. 

q'he inconsistencies and contradictions of the witnesses, 
who pretended to know the circumstances of Sir Godfi*ey’s 
dv‘ath, suliicieiitly acquit the difierent persons who suflered 
up m tiieii testimony. i*crhaps ho was despatched inieality 
by homo zealous Papist, who feared that Oates’s information 
might be preiudicial to tbc Catholic interest, and that the 
justice might be hereafter summoned as a secondary 
evidence ; or may be, it was perpetrated by the contriveis 
and inventors of the Popish plot, to throw the greater 
odium on the court, and the pai’ty they meant to ruin : if 
30 , they succeeded to admiration. 

“liir Eduimuibury Godtrey was a man of ave:^ good 
character, of a rchcrvcd melancholy turn of mind, an 
enemy to all poreecntion, and rather a protector than 
p irsecutor of Nonconformists. He had, with reluctance, 
leceivcd Oates’s information. As to the report that pre- 
vailed of lus having been murdered by the Papists, 
heeaiisc tlicir violent enemy, it was without any manner oi 
foundation, for he was upon good terms with the party In 
genei al. It has been aihrmed, that he hanged himself in 
his own house, and that his two brothers, who were his 
next heirs, had the body conveyed abroad, and the sword 
run through it, that so it might be thought ho was 
assassinated, and the crown thereby prevented fiom seizing 
on his effects.” — Burnet, Echard, Smollett. DBaEicK. 


In Corah’s own predicament will fall : sso 

For witness is a common name to all, 

Suin'oimded thus with fLuends of every sort, 
Doludod Absalom forsakes the court : 

Impatient of high hopes, ui’ged with renown, 

And fired with near possession of a crown. ^ 

The admiiing crowd ai’e dazzled with surprise. 
And on his goodly person feed then- eyes. 

His joy conceal’d, he sets himself to show ; 

On each side bowing populai’ly low : 

His looks, his gestures, and his words he frames, 
And with famihar ease repeats their names. 

Thus form’d by nature, furnish’d out with arts, 
He glides unfelt into their secret hearts. 

Then, with a kmd compassionating look. 

And sighs, bespeaking piiy ere he spoke, 

Few words he said ; but easy those and fit. 

More slow than Hybla-drops, and far more sweet. 

I mourn, my countiymen, your lost estate ; 
Though far imable to prevent your fate : 

Behold a banish’d man for your dear cause ^ 
Exposed a prey to arbitrary laws ! 

Yet oh I that I alone could be undone. 

Cut off from empire, and no more a son I 
Now all your liberties a spoil are made ; 

Egypt and Tyms intercept your trade, 

And J obusites your sacred rites invade. 


Ver. 683. Dduded Ahsalam} I intended to have pointed 
out, as we passed along, the art and dexterity of the poet 
in adapting the Senpture-story to his design; but the 
parallel is so bioken and disjointed, and so imperfectly 
pursued, tliat I was forced to drop that design. 

Dr. J. Wabton. 

Ver. 686. TJie adminng crowd are dazzled with surprise, 
And on his goodly person feed their eyes.] 

Here the poet dcsciihes the tour taken by the Duke of 
Moumontli after his return j&em Holland, without the 
King’s leave, and with the advice of Sliaffesbury, to whose 
counsels he had fatally resigned himself. This progress, 
he justly observes, though couched under tlie notion of its 
being made for bunting, and the diversions of the country, 
was, in reality, to try how the people stood affected; 
whether the suspicions against the Queen and the Duke oi 
York were sufiSciently inculcated, to give Monmouth an 
opportunity of mounting the throne, in case of the King' s 
death; and his ambition he disguised under the specious 
pretences of his being the King’s lawful son, whose right 
was suppressed to make way for an uncle’s usurpation of 
his being the avowed champion of the Protestant religion, 
and the only one of tlie royal family who had the 
courage openly to declare himself an enemy to Popery and 
slavery. 

With regard to the make and outward graces of Mon- 
mouth’s peraon, says Grammont, nature never formed a 
man more complete. Every feature of his face had a 
peculiar delicacy, and altogether exhibited a countenance, 
beautifiil without effeminacy, manly, yet not robust. His 
body was finely formed : he was extremely agile, fenced 
admirably, and was one of the best horsemen of his time; 
but he had a soul very unequal to such a tenement. He 
had no sentiments of his own; his voice was pleasing; his 
manner of expicssing himself captivating; hut these 
accomplishments were used only to deliver the thoughts 
and words of other people. He was rash in his under- 
takings; irresolute and uncei tain in the execution; abject 
and cowenng in distress , he begged his life of James II. 
with teais in lus eyes That monarch treated his sorrow 
slightly ; the queen insulted it When he found he had 
no hopes of life, he assumed an air of philosopliic calmness 
and met death with indiftcrence. He was brave in the 
field, felt for the distresses of humanity, was kind to his 
infc ‘1 lors, and naturally very generous. With these virtues 
he might have proved a friend to his country, and a pillar 
of the throne, had fortune thronm him into the hands of 
honest men ; for his niin was owing to his connections, 
not to himself. Debbick. 

Ver. 688. Eis foy ccnceaVd,] "First ediHov.: IHssembUng 

joy- 
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My fafher, whom with reverence yob I name, 
Ciliarui’d into o:iso, is careless of his ftuno ; 

And, bribed with potty sums of foreign gold, 

Is grown in Bathshoba’s embraces old ; 

Kxalts his enemies, his friends destroys: 

And all his power against himself employs, 
lie gives, and let him give, my right away : 

Blit why shordd he his own and yours betray 1 
l ie, only ho, can make the nation blood, 

And ho alone from my revenge is freed. 

Take then my tears, (with that he wiped his eyes,) 
all the aid my present power supplies : 

No court-informor can those arms accuse ; 

Tlioso lu-ms may sons against thoir fathers use : 
And ’tis my wish, the next successor’s reign 
Hay make no other Israelite complain. 

Youth, beauty, graceful action seldom fail; 

But common interest always will prevail ; 

And pity never ceases to bo shown 7^ 

1''o him who makes the people’s wrongs his own. 
The crowd, that still believe their kings oppress, 
With lifted hands their young Messiah bless : 

Who now begins his progress to ordain 
With chariots, horaoiuon, and a numerous train : 
From east to west his glories ho displays, 73i 
And, like the sun, the promised land surveys, 
li’amo runs before him as the inoming-star. 

And shouts of joy salute him from afar : 

Bach house receives him as a guai'dian god, 733 
And consecrates the place of his abode. 

Bui hospitable treats did most commend 
Wise Issachar, his wealthy western friend. 

This moving court, that caught the people’s eyes, 
And seem’d but pomp, did other ends disguise : 
Achitophel had form’d it, with intent 7-ii 

To sound the depths, and fathom whore it wont 
The people’s hem’ts, distinguish friends from foes; 
And try thoir strength, before they came to blows. 
Yet all was colour’d with a smooth pretence '-w 
Of specious love and duty to thoir prince. 
Rohgion, and redress of gnevaucos, 

Two names that always cheat, and always please, 
Are often urged ; and good king David’s hfo 
Endanger’d by a brother and a wife. 750 

Thus in a pageant show a plot is made ; 

And peace itself is war in masquerade. 

Oh, foolish Israel ! never warn’d by ill ! 

Still the some hail, and circumvented still ! 

Did over men forsake their present ease, 755 
In midst of health imagine a disease ; 

Take pains contingent mischiefs to foresee. 

Make heirs for monarchs, and for God docreo 1 
What shall we think Can people give away. 
Both for themselves and sons, thoir native sway 
Tlion they are left defenceless to the sword 76 i 
Of each unbounded, arbitrary lord : 


Vcr. 723. Tbut^, lemty, graceful action scldrm fail;] 
Tutatur favor Enryalum, lachrymroque deconn, 
Gratior et piUohro veuious in corpoi’o virtus.” 

JoHK Wahton. 

Vor 738. ipealtliy western friend^ Issachai’ 

wan Thomas Thynno, Esq., ancestor of the Marquis of 
liatli, one of the most opulent commoners in the kingdom, 
and therefore usually culled Tom of Ten Thousand, lie 
hud once been a favourite of the Duke of York, but ho 
afterwards miignilicently entertained the Duke of Mon- 
mouth and all his attendants, when he made a progress 
into the west, at his noble house at Longleat. 

Dr. J. Wahton. 

Ver. 742. To sound the depths,] First edition: To 
bound the df'jpth. 


And laws are vain, by whicli we right enjoy. 

If kings unquostion’d can those laws destroy. 

Yet if the crowd bo judge of fit and just, 7 « 
And kings are only ofiicors m trust, 

Then tliis resuming covenant was declared 
When kings were made, or is for ever barr’d. 

If those who gave the scoptro could not tie 
By thoir own deed their own posterity, 770 

How then could Adam bind his future race 1 
How could his forfeit on mankind take place ? 

Or how could heavenly justice damn ns liil. 

Who ne’er consented to our father’s fall ^ 

Then kings are slaves to those wliom they 
command, 7;.» 

And tenants to thoir people’s pleasure stand. 
Add, that the power for property allow’d 
Is miscliicvously seated in the crowd : 

For who can be secure of private right, 

If sovereign sway may bo dissolved by might! 
Nor is the people’s judgment always tnio : 

The most may err as grossly as the few, 

And faultless kings run down by common ciy, 
For vice, oppression, and for tyranny. 

What standard is there in a fickle rout, 786 

Which, flowing to the mark, runs f.istor out 1 
Nor only crowds but Simhodrnns may bo 
Infected with this public lunacy. 

And share the madness of rebellious times, 

To murder monai'chs for imagined crimes. "Od 
If they may give and take whoiio’er they please, 
Not kings alone, the Godhead’s images, 

But government itself at length must fall 
To natm-e’s state, where all Jiave right to all. 

Yet giunt our lords the people kings can make, 7^’ 
What prudent men a settled throne would shake 1 
For whatsoe’er their sufferings were bolbro, 

That change they covet makes thorn sullbr more. 
All other errors but disturb a state ; 

But innovation is the blow of fate 
If ancient fabrics nod, and throat to fall, 

To patch thoir flaws, and buttress up the wall, 
Thus far ’tis duty : but hero fi.x the mark : 

For all beyond it is to touch the ark. 

To change foundations, cast tho frame anew, *** 
Is work for rebels, who base ends piu-sue ; 

At once divine and human laws control, 

And mend the pai’ts by min of tho whole. 

The tampering world is subject to this curse, 

To physic their disease into a worse. 

Now what relief con righteous David bring? 
How fatal ’tis to be too good a king ! 

Friends he has few, so high tho madness grows ; 
Who dare ho such must bo tho people’s foes. 

Yet some there wore, e’en in the worst of days; 
Some let me name, and naming is to praise. 

In this short file Barzillai first appears ; 
Barzdllai, crown’d with honour and with years. 


Ver. 777. Add, that tho power for jprojperty allow^tX] In 
the first edition : 

That power which is for property allow’d. 

Ver. 802. To patch thaiv fnws, "I First edition : flaws, 

Ver 804. For all beyond xt ts to touch the ax 7i,.] Tlie first 
edition reads less elegantly, our aik. 

Vcr. 817. In this shoi t filf\ For honour, iiite.prrity, con- 
Mstency, greatness of mind, honovolence, and jiistic<‘, tlve 
Duke of Ormond, Barzillai, seems to he the viny first and 
most eminent character that over adorned the English 
nobility. Dr. J. Wauton. 
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Long since, tlio nsiug rebels lie withstood 
In regions waste beyond the Jordan’s hood : 
Unfortiiiiatoly brave to buoy the state ; 

But sinking underneath his master’s fate * 

In exile with his godlike piinco he mourn’d ; 

For him ho suffer’d, and with him return’d. 

The court ho practised, not the couiiior’s art : ^ 
Largo was his wealth, but larger was his heart ; 
Which well the noblest objects knew to choose, 
The fighting wai'nor, and recording muse. 

His bod could once a fiTiitfal issue boast ; 

Now more than half a father’s name is lost. 

His oldest hope, with every grace adorn’d, 

By me, so Heaven will have it, always mourn’d, 
And always honour’d, snatch’d in manhood’s prime 
By unequal fates, and providence’s enme; 

Yet not before the goal of honour won, 

All piuiis fulfill’d of subject and of son: 

Swift was the race, but short the.time to run. 

Oh, narrow circle, but of power divine. 

Scanted in space, but perfect in thy line ! 

By sea, by land, thy matchless worth was known, 
Arms thy delight, and war was all thy own : 

Thy force infused the fainting Tynans propp’d : 
And haughty Pharaoh found his fortune stopp’d. 
Oh, ancient honour ! Oh, unconquer’d hand, 
Wliom foes impunish’d never could withstand ! 
But Israel was unworthy of his name ; 

Short is the date of all immoderate fame. 

It looks as Heaven our ruin had design’d. 

And durst not trust thy fortune and thy mind. 
Now, fi’ee from earth, thy disencumber’d soul ^ 
Mounts up, and leaves behind the clouds and 
stany pole : 


Vor. 819, the rising rebels he withstood 

In regions waste beyond the Jo) dan's flood '1 

Tho Duke of Omond adhered zealously to the interest 
of his sovereign Charles I. in Ireland, wheio, being 
chief of n noble, ancient, and vealtliy family, his power 
and influence wore, as long as possible, exeited agamst 
the arms of Cromwell. But being at length obliged to 
yield to the necessity of the bmes, he quitted that kingdom, 
and accompanied King Charles II in his exile. After the 
Kestoi ation, lie -n as at one and tho same time lord lieu- 
tenant of Ireland, steward of the household, groom of the 
stole, and privy-comicillor for the three kingdoms. Pei- 
haps no man was ever better beloved, and no man deserved 
it bettor : he was liberal, brave, loyal, and sincere ; a friend 
to tho constitution, aud a protector of the Prote-itants On 
tins aocoimt he was no favoiiiite m the succeeding reign, 
and died in retiionicnt, without post or employment, July, 
lUSS, aged seventy-nine Deeeick. 

Voi 831. His eldest hope, with every grace adorn'd, '] 
Thomas, Earl of Ossory, Baion Butler of More Paik by 
writ, oldest son of tho afoiesaid duke, and one of the most 
gallant noblemen of his time He behaved with groat 
bravely in the tirst Dutch war, under Sir Edwaid Spnijg, 
and in the second was rear-admiinl of llie blue He a as a 
courageous warrior, a prudent counsellor, a dutiful son, a 
kind fi leud, a libeiiil pation, and a generous man. He died 
unive-i sally lamented in ICtiO. DbiiiiiCK 

Vci.8'12. Thy fm'ce infused the fuuittng Tynans propp'd ’ 
A nd haughty Pharaoh found h>s foi tune stopp'd ] 

Lord Ossory having married a Dutch lady, lived some 
time in Holland, and was of signal seivice in preventing 
the progi’oss of the French aims, by his knowledge and 
advice. Dereick. 

Ver 841 Oh, ancient honour t Oh, unconquer'd hand^ 

“ lieu piehih, heu pri‘?ca hdes, invictnquc bHlo 
Dexteral” John’ WAitrox. 

Ver. 816. But Israel was unworthy of his name ; 

Shot t is the date of all immoderate, fame ] 

In tho first edition wo find : 

But Israel was unworthy of Idiy birth, 

Short is the date of all immoderate it'-^rfh 


From ibence tby kindred legions mayst thon 
bnng, 

To aid the guai’dian angel of tby king. 

Here stop, my muse, bore cease tby painful 
flight : 

No pinions can pursue immortal beigbt : *5 

Toll good Baraillai tbou canst sing no more, 

And tell tby soul sbe should have fled before : 

Or fled sbe with bis life, aud left this verse 
To hang on her departed patron’s lieai*se 1 
Now take tby steepy flight fi'om heaven, and see 
If thou canst find on eai*th another he : sci 

Another be would be too hard to find ; 

See then whom thou canst see not far behind. 
Zadoc the pnest, whom, shunning power and 
place, 

His lowly mind advanced to David’s grace. ^ 
With him tho Sagan of Jeiusalem, 

Of hospitable soul, aud noble stem ; 

Him of the western dome, whose weighty sense 
Flows in fit words and heavenly eloquence. 

The prophets’ sons, by such example led, 

To learning and to loyalty were bred : 

For colleges on bounteous kmgs depend. 

And never rebel was to aits a fiiend. 

To these succeed the pillars of the laws ; 

Who best can plead, and best can judge a causa 
Next them a train of loyal peel's ascend ; 
Sharp-judging Adriel, the muses* friend. 


Ver. 858. and left this vei se 

To hang on her departed patron's hearse ?] 

This alludes to the custom of affixing poems to the pall or 
hoarse. See Milton’s Lat. Eleg ii. 22, and his epitaph 
on the Marddoness of WiTwhester, ver. 58, &c. Tonn. 

Ver. 864. the priest,] Sancroft (Zadoc) was ad- 

vanced fiom the deanery of St Paul’s to the see of Canter- 
bury. lie bad considerable learning, but was a man of 
solemn and sullen gravity and deportment. Ho seldom 
mixed in company, but led a strict and ascetic life. He 
lived uumaiTled, and rather encouraged celibacy in his 
cleigy. He was so cold, reserved, and peevish, that few 
loved him. He died in a state of separation from the 
church, but had not the courage to own it. His deatli, 
says Burnet, ought to have put an end to the schism that 
some were endeavouring to raise, on the pietence that a 
pailiamentnry deprivation was never to he allowed, and 
theieforo they looked on Sancroft as the archbishop still, 
and reckoned Tillotson an usurper. Dr. J. Waeton. 

Ver. 866 the Sagan of Jerusalem,] This was 

Compton, brother to the Earl of Kortliampton. Having 
carried arms for some years, he was past thirty -when he 
took orders. Ho applied himself moie to his function than 
bishops, savs Dumet. had commonly done. His preaching 
was without much life or learning. Ho was a grenr patron 
of the converts from Popery, and ol those Protestants, whom 
the bad usage they w'cie beginning to meet unth in 
Fiance drove over to us. The Duke of York hated him. 
This was the bishop tliat canied the Princess Anne to 
Nottingham, in ordei to join the party of the Prince of 
Orange. Dr.J Warton. 

Ver. 868. Him of ike western] This was Dolhen, who 
was hishop of Rochester, and succeeded Stenie in the arch- 
bishopric of York ; a man, says Burnet, of more spirit 
than discretion, an excellent preacher, but of a free con- 
versation, wliicb laid liiin open to miicb censure in a 
vicious court. During tho rebellion he bore arms, and was 
made a major by Charles 1. Dr. J. Wabton. 

Voi 875. Who best can plead, and best can judge a cause. 
Fii&t tdition : 

'Who best rotdd plead, and best can Judge a cause. 

Ver 877. Sharp-judging AdruX,] Sheffield, Earl of Mul- 
orave, Adriel, was a man of fine person, elegant manners, 
and insinuating address. When they weia^oth young, he 
paid his address to Queen Anne, aud to prevent a connec- 
tion Charles II. is said to have contrived a eniel and 
imiustifiable scheme of sending him to Tangicrs in a ship 
HO cnizy as to have drowned him. He was .always turn in 
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ITimaolf a muno : in Sanliodrim’s dobato 
True to liis prince, but not a slave of state : 
Whom David’s love with lioiiours did adoni, ^ 
That from his disobedient sou were toni. 

Jotham of iiioroing wit, and pregnant thought : 
Endued by nature, and by learning taught. 

To move assemblies, who but only tried 
The wurso awhile, then chose the hotter side : 
Kor choso alone, but turn’d the balance too ; 

So much the weight of one bravo man can do. 
llusbai, the friend of David in distress ; 

In public stoi’ms, of manly stedfastnoss : 

By foreign treaties ho inform’d liis youth, 

And join’d experience to his native truth. 

His frugal caro supplied the wanting throne ; 
Fnigal for that, but bounteous of his own : 

’Tis easy conduct when exchc(j[uoi’s How ; 

But hard the task to manage well the low : 

For sovereign power is too depress’d or high, 
Wlieu kings are forced to soil, or crowds to buy. 


his attachmoTit to .Tamos IT, for ■which, ■with great 
lihoraUty, King 'Williain once commended him, and after 
some ycurs to'ik In in into favour, and gave him a pension 
of jlOOOi a-yoar. lie was a man of -wit and parts, not a 
gonins. II is poems are feeido and flimsy, notwithstanding 
Dryden has so profusely praised his Essay on Poetry. But 
the prose is lorse, perspicuous, and elegant, and his memoirs 
so curious, thnt wo must regret they wore loft unfinished. 
ITo imitated the Cmsars of the Emperor Julian, a capital 
piece of satire, enual to any part of Lucian, in a piece called 
the Assemhly of the Gods, where many contemporary 
princes are introduced. I cannot forhoar mentioning a sly 
sarcasm on King William, to whom Jupiter himself is 
said to have shown groat esteem ; hut was suspected a 
little of some partiality, on account of his own proceeding 
with old father Saturn. Dr. J. Wautox. 

Ycr. 882. Jotham of piercing mt^ First edition : Jotham 
of ready wit. 

Ibid. ofp\(>rciny The Marquis of Halifax, 

fTothain, was, in Ilumc’s opinion, the man who possessed 
the finest genius and mott extensive capacity of all em- 
ployed in public a'daiis hy OhavleB II. Ilumo is of 
opinion, that the many variations ho was guilty o( in his 
political conduct, for ho voted first for tlie exclusion hill, 
then for limitations, then for expedients, and was then on 
good terms with the Duke, might be the efl'ccts of his 
integrity, rather than of his ambition. Lord Orford in his 
Noble Authors, p 8G, vol li. is of a very diffeiont opinion 
Ho wrote many pamphlets on topics then ngitatod, now 
forgotten. Ills Advice to a Haughter is still read. Not- 
withstanding the great change of manners, it would ho 
amusing to compare it with Mrs. Hannah More’s Stne- 
tnres. Ilis moral, political, and miscellaneous thoughts 
are full of penetration and a deep knowledge of men and 
manners. Dr. J. Waetox. 

Vor 888. ITuahai, the friend of David xn distress f\ 
Laurence Hyde, second sou to Edivard the gieat Earl ot 
Clarendon, was advanced to the earldom of JloclicsttT, and 
mode treasurer in 1G82, hat removed from the ti’co.sury m 
1G84, to the office of president of the council, a post of more 
rank hut less advantage, which gave the lively Maniuis of 
Halifax occasion to say, that “ he had lieai’d of many 
people being kicked down staira, but the Earl of RnchORtiw 
was the fiist ho had over knoivn kicked up.” He was 
ineornipt, sincere, warm, and violent; writ well, but not a 
graceful speaker, though smooth and plausible Ho de- 
fended his father m the House of Commons -with stiongth 
of aigumcnt, and power of elocution, that showed him 
mast(‘r of great abilities ; and yet with so much decency 
and disci*etion, as not to omhroil himself with his opponents. 
Through the whole of King Charles’s icign, ho deported 
himself with so much real fidelity to his master, anil such 
pnidiuiee, that ho was not particularly pointed at, or 
ridiculed hy any party. Dkiuuck. 

Vcr. 890 By foreign treaties he xnfomid his yovth,! In 
1G70 he wiMiUoii aii emliassy to Poland, was one of the 
plenipotentiaries at the treaty of Nimesucn, and aftei waids 
ambassador in 1 1 oil and, where he ac'|uitted himself with 
honour Ho was strongly against tlio bill of exclusion. 
Duerzck;. 


Indulge one labour more, my weary luuso, 

For Amici : who can Ainiol’B pniiso rol’iiwo? 

Of ancient race by bivlh, but nobler yet 
111 hi» own worth, and without title grotit : 

The Sanhedrim long time oh chief ho ruled, 
Their reason guided, and thoir piiKsion cool’d : 

So doxtei’ous wits he in tho crown’s dolbnee, 

So fonn’d to spoak a loyal nation’s seuso, 

That, as thoir band wsus Israel’s tribes in small, 

So fit was ho to roprosont thorn all. 

Now rasher charioteers tho seat juscond. 

Whoso loose cai'oors Ins steady skill commend : 
They, like the uneq^ual mlcr of the diiy, 

Misguide tho seasons, and mistake tho way : 
While he witlidra-wn at their mad lahours smiles, 
And safe enjoys the sabbath of his toils. 

Those were tho chief, a small but faitliful 
band 

Of worthies, in the breach who dared to staml, 
And tempt the united fniy of tho land ; 

With grief they view’d such powerful ongiiios 
bent. 

To hattor down tho lawful govornmont. 

A numerous fiiction, with proton iled frights, 

In Sanhedi'ims to plume tho regal rights ; ®20 

The true successor from tho court removed; 

The plot, by hireling witnesses im]n'ovod ; 

These ills they saw, and, as their duty bound, 
They show’d the king tho danger of tho wound ; 
That no concessions from tho throne would 
please, 

But lenitives fomented tho disease : 

That Absalom, ambitious of tho crown, 

Was made the lure to draw tho pooplo down : 
That false Achitophol’s pernicious hate 
Had turn’d the plot to rum churcli and state : 
The council violent, tho rabble wui*ko * 

That Shimoi taught JoniHalom to ciu’so. 

With all thobo loads of injuries ot>press’d, 

And long revolving in his careful breast 
TJio evonfc of things, at last In's pationco tirod, 
Tims, from his royal throne, by floavon inspired, 
Tho god like David spoke , with awful fear 
His train thoir Maker in thoir master hoar. 

Tlius long have I, by native mercy sway’d, 

My wrongs dissemble^ my revengo delay’d : 


Ver. 809. xolio can AmieVs jnnlse^ Sir Ethvanl 

Seymour, A'miel, was a man of lugli InvtU, liuiug the (‘hlcp 
blanch of that family, of gri'at boklui'SH, vivacity of piu-m, 
and a graceful manner, though (J inHufTcrahlu prhlo. 
Biimct B.iys, he was tho fn st Sju'akcr of the 1 [ousi* of Ooiu- 
mons that was not bred to the law. Ho knew the hniise 
and every man lu it so well, that by looking about he 
could tell the fate of any question. Charles 11. loved 
him por-sonally, though he Ircqnently voted against Ins 
nu’asures. But once having voted for the court, iho king 
said to him, “ You were not against ino to-day.” He iin- 
inodiatply answered, “ No, sir, 1 was against my conscience 
to-day.” Hr. J. WAnTox. 

Vor 91d. These were the chiefs If this bo considi'ied, 
says Dr Johnson, a,s a poem political and controversial, it 
will bo found to comprise all the excellencies of which the 
subject is susceptible; acrimony of consure, elegance of 
praise, artful delineations of characters, variety au<l vigour 
of sentiment, happy turns of language, and phaising har- 
mony of numbers , and all tliuso raisi'd to such a hciglit, 
as can searcely be found in any other English cfunprjsition. 
On this exaggerated pancgyiic I will only bog leave to 
observe, that if this poem is of a nature pundy and merely 
political and controversial, it does not partake of the 
essence of real poeti*y. Dr. J. Wabtox. 

Vor. 937. The god-hhe David] This spoeeli of tho King 
is by no means equal to those of Shaftosbury and Moamoiitli 
Dr. J. Wabtox. 
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fc3o willing to forgive tlic ofiending ago ; 

So much the father did the king aBauago. 

But now BO far my clemency they slight, 

The offendoi’s quoation iny Ibigivmg light : 

That one was made for many, they contend; 

But ’tis to inile ; for that ’s a monarch’s end. 
They call niy tendornoBs of blood, my fear : 
Though manly tempers can the longest boar. 

Yet, since they will divert my native coui’se, 

’Tis time to show I am not good hy force. 

Those heap’d affronts that hauglity subjects bring, 
Arc burdens for a camel, not a king. 

Kings are the public piUars of the state, 

Bora to sustain luid prop the nation’s weight : 

If my young Samson will pretend a call 
To shake the column, lot him sliare the fall : 

But oh, tliat yet he would repent and live ! 

How easy ’tis for parents to forgive 1 
With how few teal’s a piu'don might be won 
From nature, pleading for a darluig son I 
Poor, pitied youtli, by my paternal c<ire. 

Raised up to all the height his fi^mie could bear 1 
Had God ordain’d his fate for empire horn, 

Ho would have given his soul another turn : 
Gull’d with a patriot’s name, wliose modern sense 
Is one that would by law supplant his prince ; 
The people’s brave, the politician’s tool ; 

Never was patriot yet, bu;b was a fooL 
Whence comes it, that religion and the laws 
Should more be Absalom’s than David’s cause Wo 
His old iuatructor, ore ho lost his place, 

Was never thought indued with so much grace. 
Good heavouSj how faction can a patriot paint 1 
My rebel over proves my people’s saint. 

Would they impose an heir upon the throne I 
Let Sanhedrims be taught to give their oivn. 

A king ’s at least a part of government ; 

And mine as requisite as i&ir consent ; 

Without my leave a futui’e king to choose, 

Infers a right the present to depose. 

True, they petition me to approve theii' choice ; 
But Esau’s hands suit ill with Jacob’s voice. 

My pious subjects for my safety pray; 

Which to secure, they take my power away. 

From plots and treasons Heaven preseive my 
yeai’S, 

But save mo most from my petitioners ! 

Unsatiate as the barren womb or giuve ; 

God cannot grant so much as they can emve. 
What then is left, but with a jealous eye 
To guard the small remains of royalty ! 

The law Bhall still direct my peaceful sway, 

And the same law teach rebels to obey : 


Vor. 957— 9fi0. Those four verses weie .idded in tlie 
second edition. 

Ver 960. 7s one that would "by lavo supplant Tiis prince f] 
The fust edition has, 

Is one that would hy law destroy his prince. 

Ver. 991. The law shall stiU diTec{\ We cannot read 
the.so words, put into the mouth of Charles II , without 
a def?rco of just indignation, when w© reflect on some 
striking transactions of his u'ign, paiticularly the appoint- 
ment of that ministry called tPe Cabal. 

All power in England, Scotland, and Ireland was com- 
mitted to bix men. CUflbid, Ailingtou, Buckingham, 
Ashley Cooper, afterwards Eail of Shafteshuiy, Lander- 
dale, and Robeits, the three last of whom had d’livn their 
Bword.s against the King’s father ClilToidlind r.nsed liim- 
«elf hy his gioat nifliienco lu the House ot Commons; 
ishley Cooper had still gieatcr in the House of Loid.s 


Votes shall no more establish’d power control. 
Such votes as make a paii; exceed tlie whole. ’ 
No gi’ouudless clamoura shall my friends remove, 
Nor crowds have power to punish ere tliey 
prove; sfe 

For Gods and god-like kings their care express. 
Still to defend their servants in distress. 

Oh, that my power to saving were confined I 
Why am I forced, like Heaven, against my mind, 
To make examples of another kind 1 
Must I at length the sword of justice draw? 

Oh, ciu*scd effects of necessaiy law J 
How ill my fear they by my mercy scan ! 

Bewai’e the fuiy of a patient man. 

Law they reqmi’e, let Law then show her face ; 
They could not be content to look on Gi-ace, 

Her hinder parts, but with a doling eye 
To tompt the teiTor of her front and die. 

By their own aiiis ’tis righteously decreed, 

Those dire ai-tificere of death shall bleed. 

Against themselves their witnesses will swear, 
Till vipor-like their mother plot they tear ; 

And suck for nutriment that bloody gore, 

Which was their principle of life before. 

Their Belial with their Beelzebub will fight ; 

Thus on my foes, my foes shall do me light 
Nor doubt the event : for factious crowds engage. 
In their fiii’st onset, all their brutal itige. 

Then let ’em take an unresisted course : 

Retire, and traverse, and delude tbeir force : 

But, when they stand all breathless, urge the 
fight. 

And rise upon them with redoubled might ; 

For law’ful power is still superior found; 

When long diiven back at length it stands the 
ground. 

He said : The Almighty nodding gave consent; 
And peals of thimder shook the firmament. 


Arlington, notwithstanding his secret inclinations to 
Popery, had maintained connections with the dissenters; 
Buckingham, favouring- all sects, because he was of no 
religion himself, was a favourite of the dissenters; Lander- 
dale had great interest with the presbyterians of Scotland; 
and Shaftesbniy and Buckingham weie supported by the 
people, because they pretended a reverence for tlieir rights. 
TJiis ministry was the most extraordinary that ever vas 
composed : for the King had an nnconquerahle distnist of 
Shaftesbury ; though diverted with the humours of Buck- 
ingham, he u as shocked with an advice which that duke 
had given him to procure a pailiamentary divorce flora 
the Queen, and had once comniittod him to the To-wer, for 
personal offences against himself: Arlington and Bucking- 
ham uere mortal foes; and Buckingham. Sliaftcsbiiry, and 
Lauderdale weie averse from the influence of the Duke of 
Yoi'k -nith his brother, because they thouerht it interflred 
with their own ; or, at least, the Duke believed that they 
were so : hut at the inten’icw at Dover, the Duchess of 
Oilcans iDconciled Arlington and Buckingham, and the 
King to Buckingham, and knit the famous (Jahal firmly 
together in the intei ests of the new alliance. See Echard 
and Dalrymple. 

The melancholv fate of the Duchess of Orleans, after 
her return fiom Dover, supposed to have been by poison, 
ordeiedto he given lier hy her husband, nho was jealous of 
her intimacy with her own brother, Charles II., is too well 
known, but we hope too atrocious to obtran credit. Dr. J, 
'WaiiTosr. 

Yer. 1010. Py their own arts 'tis righteously decreed^ 

Those di/p art\fi cars of death shall hletd, 

“ neqiie enim lex aiquior ulla est, 

Quam necis artifices arte penre su3.” 

Jonx WAaTOK, 

Ver. 1012. Against themselves their vsitnesses will swear,'] 
Alluding to the inconsistencies and contiadictions of Dr. 
Oates, Captain Bedloe, and other ip itnesses, made use of tc 
suppoit the credit of the Popish plot. Debeicc. 
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irenceforlili a sorios of now tinio began, 

Tlio migliiy years in long procoasion luii : 

Yen*. 1028. a smes nfnm tme?\ It Is an 

fact, though it may a])p(!ur a stuuigo assertion, that tins 
lioem, once so fnmouH, is in th<‘ iivescnt ago but little read. 
I have met with many well-infornusl literary peisons, who 
uave fiankly i»wnoil they never went thrnugh it, and know 
little of it hilt from the icport of its foinier celohnty. So 
short-lived and transitory is personal and occasiuual .satire. 


Once more ilio god-liko David was roHtorod, 

And -willing nations know ibcir lawful lord. 

The Buiiciad of I'opo begins to bo iicgloeii'd. Dr J-Wauton. 

Ver 1031. And wlUititj nation'i] (Iroat is the icaiirr’s 
(Usappointmont at meeting with tins fi'ehli' concluhion, 
h.u mg been led toi'xpeet that somo important event wmild 
he brought foiw.ird after such mighty prepunitious. lint 
the radical fault of the poem is, that it consists only ol 
characters and speeclics, withoutaiiy action. ^Dr. J.Wautoit. 


3EE 


Si fpiiH tanicn lijcc quoque, si quis 

Captus anioro loget 


TO THE EEADEE. 


In tbe yoar 1680, Mr Dryden. undertook the poem of Absalom and AcU lophel, upon ilio doniro ol 
King Charles the Second. The performance was applauded by every one ; and several jicrsona 
pressing him to write a second pai’t, he, upon declining it himsoif, spoke to Mr. Tato» to write one, 
and gave him his advice in the direction of it; and that part beginning with 


and ending with 


Next these, a troop of busy spirits press,” 
“ To talk like Doeg, and to wiito like thee.” 


containing near two hundred verses, wore entirely Mr. Drydon’s composition^ besides somo touches 
in other places. . Deuhiok. 


Since men like boasts each other’s prey wore made, 
Si-nce trade began, and prieKthood gi-ew a trade, 
Since realms were form’d, none sum so cui-scd as 
those 

That madly their own happiness oppose ; 

There Heaven itself and god-like kings m vain ® 
Sliowor down the manna of a gontlo rcigii , 

While pamper’d crowds to mad sedition run. 

And monarchs by indulgence are undone. 

Thus David’s clemency was fatal gi'own, 

While wealthy faction awed the wanting throne. 
For now their sovereign’s orders to contemn 
Was hold the charter of Jemsalem ; 

His rights to invade, his tnbutes to refuse, 

A pri-vilego peculiar to the Je-ws ; 

• This second part was written by Mr. Nahum Tate, and 
is by no means equal to the fiif.t, though Dryden coi reeled 
it throughout, and added above two hundred linos, vary 
easily distinguishable from the lame numbers of Tate. The 
dull actors introduced arc fewer and of loss importance, and 
require not so much illu->tration. Few authors have been 
fuends, and wiote in conjunclion; but Mr. Diydsti did 
so with Zwsa and UAvewint; Colman with T/wmton and 
(Jarruk; Gray with West; Lloyd with Oliurclall; and 
Buileau with Itacine. Dr. J. "Warton. 

Ver, 0 Thus JDamd^s clemency was fatal yroion,’] In the 
first edition we Imd: 

Thus David’s goodness was e’en fatal grown. 


As if from heavenly call this licence fell, ^ 
And Jacob’s seed were choBon to rebel 1 
Achitoplicl with triumph hooh Iuh crimes 
Thus suited to the madnoss of tbe times ; 

And Absalom, to make his lio^ios Buccood, 

Of flattering chanus no longer stands in need ; ^ 
W’hile fond of change, thougli no’ or so doiuly 
bought, 

Our tribes outstrip the youth’s ambitious tbougbfc; 
ITis swiftest hopes with swifter homage moot, 
And crowd their servile necks beneath his foot. 
Thus to his aid while pressing tides repair, ^ 
He moimts and spreads his streamers in the 
air. 

The charms of empire might his youth mislead, 
But what can our bosottod laraol plead? 

Sway’d by a monarch, whose serene command 
Seems half the blessing of our promised laud ; 
Whose only grievance is excess of case ; 

Freedom our pain, and plenty our disease I 
Yet, as all folly would lay claim to sense, 

And wickedness ne’er wanted a pretence, 

V or. 20. 0/ flattering ehaivis] First edition • flattends. 
Ver. 33. Yet aa all folly'] Fiiat edition: Yet since nil 
folly. 
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WiUi alignments they’d make their treason good, 
And righteous DaYid’s self with slanders load : 
lliat of foreign sway he did affect, 

And guilty Jehusites from kw protect, 

Whose very chiefe, convict, were never fi’cod ; 
Nay, we have seen their saicnficers bleed i ^ 
Accusers’ infamy is urged in vam, 

While in the bounds of senso they did contain , 
But soon they kunch’d into the un&thom’d tid^ 
And in the depths they knew disdam’d to nde. 
For probable discoveries to dispense, ^ 

Was thought below a pension'd e-Mdence , 

Mere trulfe was dull, nor suited with the port 
Of pamper'd Corah when advanced to court. 

No less than wonders now they will impose, 

And projects void of grace or sense disclose ^ 
Sudb was the charge on pious Michal brought, 
Michal that no’er was cruel even in thought, 

Tlie best of queens, and most obedient t^g, 
Impeach’d of cursed designs on David’s life ' 

His life, the theme of her eternal prayer, “ 
Tis scarce so much his guardian angel’s care. 

Not siimmor moms such mildness can disclose, 
The Hermon KLy, nor the Sharon rose. 

Neglectmg each vain pomp of nuyesty, 
Tro^porti^ Idlchol feeds her thoughts on high. ^ 
She lives with angds, and, os angels do, 

Quits heaven sometimes to bless the world below; 
Where, cheiidi’d by her bounties’ plenteous 
eprjx^ 

Reviving widows smile^ and orphans sing. 

Oh ! when rebellious l^el’s crimes at height ^ 
Are threaten’d with her lord’s approaching fate, 
Thypiety of Michal then remain' 

In H!WLven’B remembrance and prolong his reign ! 

Less desoktion did the pest pursue 
That from Dan’s limits to Beeraheba dew, J’’ 
Less fatal the repeated wars of Tyre 
And less Jerusalem’s avenging fire. 

With gentler terror these our state o’er-rao, 

Than sinoe our evidencing da^ began ^ 

On every cheek a pale confusion sat, ” 

Contmu^ fear b^ond the worst of fate ' 

Trust was no more ; art, science useless made ; 
AU occupations lost but Corah’s trade. 

Meanwhile a guard on modest Corah wait, 

If not for safety, needful yet for state 
Well might he deem ea^ peer and prLico lus 
dave, 

And lord it o’er the tribes which he could uivo : 


yrr 61. Such was Qia duirge m pinus 31, hd’ hcujJt*.'] 
First editLon. Denldc Ineurrectly Las cki/ige. 

Vlt 53 The beat of gueenal] Of all tlie nit.ons m 
Em (1110, tl 0 I’ortvgneae weie, and still are, the must igno- 
rant and niobl higotted Of all persons thst ctuild he 
imagined, Catharine of Portaigal was the most iin]irnpcr wife 
for a gay and spirited pnnee. At her very first appearance 
at slio retained and showed a strong tincture of the 
convent She even rejected the English dress, and the 
iLsual attendance of the English ladies, and a as only fimd 
of her stiff, reserved, and formal duenna^ who were the scorn 
and the Just of the whole conrt When she a as mamed 
at Winchester, hy tlie Archlnshop of Canteihiiiy, hhc would 
not repeat after him the words of the matnmonial service, 
nor endure the sight ol the archbiBhop. She proved, says 
Enme^ ahsrxen ^e, and was a woman of a mean appear^ 
auee, andof no agreeable temper; so that the king never 
Considered her much, and she made ever after hut a veiy 
mean fgnre. I cannot forbear adding, that Charles II. 
had the merit of not listening to some pn^iosals habely 
mule tn him, eiQier of a divorce^ or d sending her away to 
another country. Dr J. Wautox. 


Even vice in him was virtue— what sad fate 
But for his honesty had seized our state i 
And with what tyranny had we been cursed, 

Had Corah never proved a villauY firsts 
To have told his knowledge of the intiigue iu 
gros^ 

Had been, alas f to our deponent’s loss: 

The travell'd Levite had the esperience got 
To husband well, and make the best of ’a plot, “ 
And therefore, like an evidence of skill, 

With wise reserves secured his pension still ; 

Nor quite of future power himself bearefa 
But hmbos large for unbelievers lefL 
And now bis writ such reverence had §ot, “ 
’Twas worse than plotting to suspect ms plot 
Some were so well convinced, they made no doubt 
Thems^ves to help the founder’d swearers out 
Some had their sense imposed on by their fear. 
But more for interest sake believe and swear 
Even to that height with some the fr-ensy grew, 
They raged to £nd their danger not prove tine 
Yet, than all these a viler ci*ew remain, 

Who with Achitophel the cry maintain ; 

Not urged by fear, nor through misguided sens^ 
Blmd zeal and starving need had some pretence, 
But for the good old cans(^ that did excite 
The oiigmal rebels’ wiles, revenge and spite. 
These raise the plot, to have the scandal thrown 
Dpon the bright successor of the crown, 

"VSTiose virtue with such wrongs they had pursued. 
As seem’d all hope of pardon to exdudeL 
Thus, while on private ends theiT zeal is built. 
The cheated crowd appkud and share their guilt 
Such practicea as these, too gross to he 
Long unobserved by each discetraing eye, 

The more judicnous Israelites unspeSl’it 
Though still the charm the giddy rabble held. 
Even Absalom, amidst the dazzling beams 
Of empire, and ambition’s flattering dreams, ^ 
Perceives the plot, too foul to be excused. 

To aid designs^ no less peocnicioai^ used. 

And, fllial sense yet striving in his broosl^ 

Thus to Achitophel his doubts expressed 
Why are my thoughts upon a crown employ'd, 
Which once obtain’d can be but half enjoj^d ^ ^ 
Not BO when virtue did my arms require^ 

And to my father's wars I flew entire. 

My regal power how will my foes resent, 

“VVlien I myself have scarce my own consent ** ^ 
Qive me a son’s imblemish’d tinth again. 

Or quench the sparks of duty that remain. 

How slight to force a throne that l^ons guard 
The task to me ; to prove uiyust. how hard ' *** 
And if the imagined guilt thus wound my thought, 
What will it when the tragic scene is wrought 
Dire war must first be conjured from below, 

The realm we 'd rule we lii’bt must o\ei*tiirow ; 


Ter. 96 'Tuaa worse than plotunp to suspect Us 
The ride of prejudice nm bo strongly m favour of Oateb ana 
the other Tataaesses, after the death of Sir Godfrey, that to 
spesh slightingly onhem, or their deposition, was as mnch 
os a man’s life was worth , and even the king himself nhn 
saw the trick horn the heqinuing, did not to speak 
his sentiments freely. He did Ills ntmost to keep as private 
as poBsihle sneh discoveries of the siq;ipow>d putt as were 
cmnmnnKaited to him, the intenUon of which his pen^- 
cnity soon canvassed ; and he was very angry when Lord 
Danby, without his leave, laid them before the pariiameiit: 
“ Now,*' said he, yon hove laid the feundarion of your own 
rain, and of much perplexity for me.** The seqnd proviA 
his nu^esty a prophet. Bzbbice. 
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And, when the civil furies are on wing 
That blind and undistinguish’d slaughters fling, 
Who knows what impious chance may reach the 
king** 

Oh ! rather let me perish in the strife. 

Than have my crown the price of David’s life ! 

Or if the tempest of the war he stand, 

In peace, some vile officious villain’s hand 
His soul’s anointed -temple may invade, 

Or, press’d by clamorous crowds, myself be made 
His murtherer ; rebellious crowds, whose guilt 
Shall dread his vengeance till his blood be spilt; 
Which if my filial tenderness oppose, 

Since to the empire by their arms I rose. 

Those very arms on me shall be employ’d, 

A new usurper crown’d, and I destroy’d : 

The same pretence of public good will hold. 

And new Achitophels be found as bold 
To urge the needfiil change, perhaps the old. 

He said. The statesman with a snule repUes, 
A smile that did his rising spleen disguise : — 

My thoughts presumed our labours at an end. 
And are we stiH wnth conscience to contend 1 
Whose want in kings as needful is allow’d, 

As ’tis for them to find it in the crowd. 

Far in the doubtful passage you are gone, 

And only can be safe by pressing on. 

The crown’s true heir, a prince severe and wise, 
Has view’d your motions long with jealous eyes : 
Tour person’s charms, your more prevailiag arts. 
And mark’d your progress in the people’s hearts, 
Whose patience is the effect of stinted power. 

But treasures vengeance for the fatal hour ; i'® 

And if remote the peril he can bring. 

Your present danger’s greater from the king. 

Let not a parent’s name deceive your sense, 

Nor trust the father in a jealous prince ! 

Tour trivial fiiults if he could so resent, 

To doom you little less than banishment, 

What rage must your presumption since inspire ? 
Against his orders you return from Tyre ; 

Nor only so, but with a pomp more high, 

And open court of popularity, 

The factious tribes ^Andthis reproof from thee? 

The prince replies ; 0 statesman’s winding skill. 
They first condemn that first advised the ill 1 
Illustrious youth, return’d Achitophel, 
Misconstrue not the words that mean you well ^ 
,The course you steer I worthy blame conclude, 
But ’tis because you leave it unpursueA 
A monarch’s crown with fate surrounded lies ; 
Who roach, lay hold on death that miss the prize. 
Did you for tjbis expose yourself to show, 

And to the crowd how popularly low ? 

For this your glorious progress next ordain, 

With chariots, horsemen, and a numerous train ; 
With fame before you like the morning star. 

And shouts of joy saluting from afar? 

Oh, from the heights you ’ve reach’d but take a 
view, 

Scarce leading Lucifer could Ml like you I 
And must I here my shipwreck’d arts bemoan ? 
Have I for this so oft made Israel groan ; 

Your single interest with the nation weigh’d, 200 
And turn’d the scale where your desires were laid** 
Even when at helm a course so dangerous moved 
To land your hopes, as my removal pro'^ed. 

Ver. 142. Q\i\ rather let First edition Or. 

ratner let me, &c 


I not dispute, the royal youth replies. 

The known perfection of your policies ; 205 

Nor in Achitophel yet grudge or blame 
The privilege that statesmen over claim ; 

Who private interest never yet pursued. 

But still pretended ’twas for others’ good. 

What pohtician yet e’er ’scaped his fate, 2^® 
Who saving his ovm neck not saved the state ? 
From hence, on every humorous wind that veer’d, 
With shifted sails a several course you steer’d. 
What form of sway did David e’er pursue, 2 ’’* 
That seem’d like absolute, but sprung from you*^ 
Who at your instance quash’d each penal law, 
That kept dissenting metions Jews in awe ; 

And who suspends fix’d laws, may abrogate ; 

That done, form new, and so ensHve the state. 
Even property, whose champion now you stand, 
And seem for this the idol of the land, 

Did ne’er sustain such violence before, 

As when your counsel shut the royal store ; 
Advice, that ruin to whole tribes procured, 

But secret kept till your own banks secured. 225 
Recount with this the triple covenant broke. 

And Israel fitted for a foreign yoke ; 

Nor here your counsels’ fatal progress staid, 

But sent our levied powers to Ph^oh’s aid. 
Hence Tyre and Israel, low in ruins laid, "•jo 
And Egypt, once their scorn, their common ter- 
ror made. 

Even yet of such a season can we dream, 

When royal rights you made your darling thomo ; 
For power unlimited could reasons draw, 

And place prerogative above the law ; ^ 

Which, on your fell from office, grew unjust, 

Tlie laws made king, the king a slave in trust : 
Whom with Btat 6 -oi*aft, to interest only tmo, 

You now accuse of ills contrived by you- 

To this Hell’s agent — Royal youth, fix here ; 
Let interest be the star by which I steer. 

Hence to repose your trust in me was wise, 
Whose interest most in your advancement lies, 

A tie so firm as always will avail, 

When friendship, nature, and religion fail ; 

On ours the safety of the crowd depends, 

Secure the crowd, and we obtain our ends, 
Whom I will cause so far our ^It to share, 

Till they are made our champions by their foar. 

Ver. 214. TPhat form of sway did David e'er pursue,} So 
the fiist edition Derrick absurdly has, 

What f/'om a sway, &c. 

Ver. 216. Who at your instemee quash'd each pmal Imo,] 
Suspending the penal laws, and granting liberty of con- 
sdence, was owing to the advice of our Achitophel; and was 
an affair of dangerous tendency, as being one great step 
towards enslaving the state. Dbebiok. 

Ver. 223. shut the royal store;} Or the exchequer, 

in the beginning of 1672, he being in great want of money; 
a transaction that occasioned much confusion, for there 
being thereby a stagnation of all public payments, the banks 
also stopped ; hut the king having assured the bankers and 
merchants that the present deficiencies should be soon made 
good, matters flowed again in their proper channel, though 
it was a stretch of power not easily foigotten or digested 
Dxbbicx. 

Ver. 232. Been yet oj such a season can we dreaan^ First 
edition : £v’n yet of such a season we can dream. 

Ver. 241. Let interest le the star by which I steer.] So 
the first edition. A reading evidently required by the 
context. Compare ver. 238 and 243. Derrick has, 

Let interest be the star by which you steer 
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What opposition can your rival bring, 2.10 

While Stuihednms are jealous of the king 
His strength as yet in David’s friendship lies, 

And what can David’s self without supplies 1 
Who with exclusive bills must now dispense. 
Debar the heir, or starve in his defence ; 
Conditions which our elders ne’er will quit. 

And David’s justice never can admit. 

Or forced by wants his brother to betray, 

To your ambition next he clears the way ; 

For if succession once to nought they bring, 
Their next advance removes the present khig : 
Persisting else his senates to dissolve, 

In equal hazard shall his reign involve. 

Our tribes, whom Pharaoh’s power so much 
alarms. 

Shall rise without their prince to oppose his arms , 
Nor boots it on what cause at first they jom, 
Their troops, once up, are tools for our design. 

At least such subtle covenants shall be made, 

Till peace itself is war in masquerade. 
Associations of mysterious sense, 270 

Against, but seeming for, the king’s defence : 
Even on their courts of justice fetters draw. 

And from our agents muzzle up their law. 

By which a conquest, if we fail to make, 

’Tis a drawn game at worst, and we secure our 
stake. 

He said, and for the dire success depends 
On various sects, by common guilt made friends. 
Whose heads, though ne’er so diffenng in their 
creed, 

I’ the pomt of treason yet were well agreed. 
'Mongst these, extorting Ishban first appears, ^so 
Piusued by a meagre troop of bankrupt heirs. 
Blest times, when Ishban, he whose occupation 
So long has been to cheat, reforms the nation I 
Ishban of conscience suited to his trade, 

As good a saint as usurer ever made. ^ 

Yet Mammon has not so engross’d him quite. 

But Belial lays as laige a claim, of spite ; 

Who, for those pardons dBrom his prince he draws, 
Returns reproaehes, and cries up the cause. 

That year in which the city he did sway, 

He left rebellion in a hopeful way. 

Yet his ambition once was found so hold, 

To offer talents of extorted gold; 

Could David’s wants have so been bribed, to shame 
And scandalise our peerage with his name , 

For which, his dear sedition he ’d forswear, 

And e’en turn loyal to be made a peer. 

Next him, let railing Eabsheka have place, 

So full of zeal, he has no need of grace; 


A saint that can both fl.esh and spirit use, 3 oo 
Alike haunt conventicles and the stews : 

Of whom the question difS-cult appears. 

If most 1’ the preachers’ or the bawds’ arrears. 
What caution could appear too much in bim 
That keeps the treasure of Jerusalem ! ^ 

Let David’s brother hut approach the town. 
Double our guards, he cries, we are undona 
Protesting that he dares not sleep in ’s bed. 

Lest be should rise next mom without his head. 

Next these, a troop of busy spirits press, 

Of little fortimes, and of conscience less; 

With them the tribe, whose luxury had drain’d 
Their banks, in former sequestrations gain’d ; 
Who rich and great by past rebellions grew, 

And long to fi^ the iroubled streams anew, 
Some future hopes, some present payment draws, 
To sell their conscience and espouse the causa 
Such stipends those vile hirelings best befit, 
Priests without grace, and poets without wiL 
Shall that false Hehronite escape our curse, ^ 
Judas, that keeps the rebels’ pension-purse ; 

York fiom tlie succession, and recommending that they 
would still literally pursue the same measures, and grant 
no supplies to the crown, till they saw themselves effectually 
secured from Popery and arbitr^ power.” And in pursuit 
! of these measures, the suhscrihing persons promised to 
stand by them with their lives and fortunes. 

I Indeed, addresses of the same nature were forwarded to 
their representatives from many other parts of the kingdom, 
which gave great uneasiness to the court, and occasioned 
these lines, put into Achitophers mouth, line 253 : 

what can David’s self without supplies? 

Who with exdusive bills must now dispense, 

Debar the heir, or starve in his defence. Debeick. 

Ter. SOI. conventicles'] He accents the word again 

on the third syllable, in the Medal, line 285. Thus, in a 
Collection of Loyal Songs, written between 1639 and 1661, 
vol. ii. p. 16. 

“ But all the parish see it plain, 

Since thou art in this pickle, 

Thou art an Independent quean. 

And lov’st a conventicle" Todd. 

Ter. 310. Next these} This was not the only poem 
written on the political transactions of those times. Dula 
wrote one also, entitled The BevieWj the best and most 
vigorous, perhaps, of his compositions. He begins with 
the Hestoration, and passes on throngh great pait of 
Charles II.’s reign, but left it unfinisbedl The characters 
of Shaftesbury and ViUiers are particularly laboured, but 
very inferior to those given by Dryden. — He is particularly, 
and I *TnnT& blameably, severe on Lord Clarendon, whom he 
calls Byrsa, accusing him of taking bribes to procure the 
pardon of many notorious rebels, and of being privy to, 
and promoting the marriage of his daughter with the 
Duke of York, which the chancellor always denied in the 
most solemn and most unequivocal terms. Dr. J. Wabtok. 

Ter. 815. And long to fish the troubled streams anew^ 
First edition; troubled waves. 


Ter.280. extorting Ishban first appairs, 

Pursued by a. meagre troop of bankrupt JieirsI} 
Sir Robert Clayton, an alderman of the city, and one of 
its members, who remarkably opposed the court. Though 
he wa- very avaricious, he had offered a large sum to be 
made a peer; and those who consider the king’s wants will 
believe with me, he was sorry the alderman’s money was 
not tangible. DBRurcK. 

Ter. 298. railing Babshekc^ Sir Thomas Player, 

one of the city representatives in Parliament; a factious 
blundering malecontent ; one of the chief supporters of the 
Whigs in the city ; declared enemy of the Duke of York, 
and strongly for the bill of exclusion. When he was re- 
chosen in 1680-1, together with Sir Robert Clayton, TJiomas 
Pilkington, and William Love, esqrs , many of the Whig 
citizens, in common hall assembled, drew up and presented 
to him and them an extraordinary paper, “giving them 
thanks for their former good services, moie especially for 
their zeal in promoting the bill for excluding the Duke of 


Ter. 820. Shall that faUe Eebronite escape our eurse^^ 
Robert Ferguson, a Scotch Independent preacher, subtle, 
plausible, bold, and daring, had for many years preached and 
writ against the government with great animosity; had 
weight among the Whigs in the city, and was a very 
proper instrument to stir up sedition. Shaftesbury knew 
his excellencies, made use of them by confiding in him, and 
he contributed much to the success of his designs. 

Ferguson was one of the main springs that animated the 
Rye-hoiise plot, for which he was outlawed both in En^ud 
and France, a reward of five hundred pistoles being offered 
for taking him He had openly approved of the conspira- 
tors’ intention to murder the king and his brother; and a 
day being appointed for that parricide, which some of the 
assassins objected to as being Sunday, he told them, “ The 
sanctity of the deed fitted the sanctity of the day.” He 
was described thus remarkably : A tall thin man, dark 
brown hair, a great Roman nose, thin jawed, heat in his 
face, speaks in the Scotch tone, a sharp piercing eye, stoops 
a little in the shoulders, hath a shuffling gait that differs 

f3 
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Judas, that pays the treason-writer’s fee, 

Judas, that well deserves his namesake’s tree ; 
Who at J erusalem’s own gates erects 
His college for a nursery of sects ; 

Young prophets with an early care secures, 

And with the dung of his own arts manures^ 
What have the men of Hehron here to do ^ 

What paii; in Israel’s promised land have you^ 
Here Phaleg, the lay Hehronite, is come, ^ 
’Cause, like the rest, he could not live at home ; 
Who from his own possessions could not drain 
An omer even of Hebronitish grain ; 

Here struts it like a patriot, and talks high 
Of injured subjects, alter’d property : ^ 

An emblem of that buzzing msect just, 

That mounts the wheel, and thinks she raises dust. 
Can dry bones live or skeletons produce 
The vital warmth of cuckoldising juice i 
Slim Phaleg could, and, at the table fed, 

Eetum’d the grateful product to the bed. 

A waiting-man to travelling nobles chose. 

He his own laws would saucily impose, 

Tih bastinado’d back again he went, 

To learn those manners he to teach was sent. ^ 
Chastised he ought to have retreated home, 

But he reads politics to Absalom. 

For never Hehronite, though kick’d and scorn’d. 
To his own country willingly return’d, 

— But leaving famish’d Phaleg to be fed, 

And to talk treason for his dmly bread. 

Let Hebron, nay, let Hell, produce a man 
So made for miscbief as Ben-Jochanan, 


from all men, Tvears his perrmipr An-wu almost over his 
eye's, and about forty-five years of age.” He escaped to 
Holland, returned with Monmouth in 1685, had the good 
luek again to secure his retreat, and was rewarded with a 
good post on the Eevoliition ; but being of a turbulent 
uneasy dispositioi^ he tunied tail, became a strenuous 
advocate for Jacobitism both in the reigns of King 'WiiliaTn 
and Queen Anne ; appeared more tlian once a champion for 
the banished king, and engaged in schemes for his restora- 
tion. Dbrbiok, 

Robert Ferguson, here meant, says Mr Granger, was a 
great dealer in plots, and a prostitute political writer for 
different parties, and particularly for the Earl of Shaftes- 
bury. He approached nearer to a parallel character with 
Oates than any of his contemporaries ; and was rewarded 
with a place in the reign of william, though it was well 
known he merited a halter. Dr. J. W autos’. 

Ver. 324 W^o at Jerusalem's own ffates erecis 
Jffis college for a nursery of sects;! 

Feiguson had a chapel near Moorfields. Dbrbick. 

Ver. 334. Sere struts it like a patriot, and talks high 
Of injured subjects, alter^ d property : 
jin emblem of that buzzing iTisect just, 
Thatmounts the wheel, thinks she raises d«sf.] 

“Musca, Troohiltts, bt Teossulus. 

**jEBtate media concitati sex equi, 

Currum trahentes, pntre quatiebant solum, 
Claramque dense pulvere tegebant diem. 

Temone in ipso tenuis interca sedens, 

0 quantus, inquit Musca, premit equos labor, 
Quantusque sudor irrigat, dum me trahunt I 
Sic praevalcnti cum sedere vult trabe, 

Quse quinque opimos facile sustineat boves, 

Pusillus ille, ox alitum gente infima , 

Pnetentat illam Trochilus, et supeiailit 
Similis timenti, ferre ne se non queat. 

Sic impudent! Trossulomm de grege 
Aliquis, ineptus, administris impeil 
Multum exbibere se negotii putat, 

Qui, vivat ille an mortuns sit, nesciunt.” 

DesbiUon’s Fab .^s. Lib. iv. Fab 14. 

John Wabton. 

Ver 3.53 Slo made for mischief! Ben-Jochanan was 
Saiuucl Johnson, author of the famous pamphlet entitled 
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A Jew of humble parentage was lie, 

By trade a Levite, though of low degi’ee : ® 

His pride no higher than the desk aspired, 

But for the drudgery of priests was hired 
To read and pray in linen ephod brave, 

And pick up single shekels from the grave. 
Married at last, but finding charge come faster. 
He could not live by God, but changed his 
master : 

Inspired by want, was made a factious tool , 

They got a villain, and we lost a fool. 

Still violent, whatever cause he took, 

But most against the party he forsook. 

For renegadoes, who ne’er turn by halves, 

Are bound in conscience to be double knaves. 

So this prose prophet took most monstrous pains 
To let his master see he earn’d his gams. 

But as the devil owes all his imps a shame, 

He chose the apostate for his proper theme ; 
With httle pains he made the picture true, 

And from reflection took the rogue lie drew. 

A wondrous work, to prove the Jewish nation 
In every age a murmuring generation ; 

To trace ’em from their infancy of sinning, 

And show ’em factious from their first beginning ; 
To prove they could rebel, and rail, and mock, 
Much to the credit of the chosen flock ; 

A strong authority, which must convinco ^ 
That saints own no allegiance to their piince. 

As ’tis a leading-card to make a whore, 

To prove her mother had tmn’d up before. 

But, tell me, did the drunken patriarch bless 
The son that show’d his father’s nakedness i 
Such thanks the present church thy pen will give, 
Which proves rebellion was so primitive. 

Must ancient failings be examples made 
Then murtherers from Cain may learn their tiudo. 
As thou the heathen and the somt hast drawn, 
Methinks the apostate was the better man : 

And tby hot father, waiving my respoct, 

Hot of a mother-church, but of a sect. 

And such he needs must he of tby inditing ; 

This comes of drinking asses’ milk and wnting. 

If Balak should be call’d to leave his place, 

As profit is the loudest call of grace, 

His temple, dispossess’d of one, would be 
Beplenish’d with seven devils more by thee. 

Levi, thou art a load ; I ’ll lay thoe down, ^ 
And show rebellion bare, without a gown ; 

Poor slaves in metre, dull and addle-pated, 

Who rhymebeloweven David’s Psalms translated ; 
Some in my speedy pace I must outrun, 

As lame Mephibosheth, -the wizard’s son ; 

To make quick way, I ’ll leap o’er heavy blocks, 
Shun rotten IJzza, as I would the pox ; 

And hasten Og and Doeg to rehearse. 

Two fools that crutch their feeble sense on verso ; 


Julian, in wMcli he diew a parallel lictwixt that apostate 
and James II. And also of another still moie offen 
sive, called An Address to the English Protestants in Kmg 
James's Army. For ■which he was sentenced to stand in 
the pillory three several times, at Westminster, Channg 
cross, and the Royal Exchange, to pay a fine of five 
hundred marks, and he whipped from Newgate to Tyhuni. 
The last part of the punishment was mildly executed, and 
he was degraded from his ecclesiastical functions heforo it 
was inflicted. Of all the seditious writers here proscrihod 
hy Dryden, he was a man of the greatest learning and 
best morals. Dr. J. Wabton. 

Ver. 384. But, tell me, did the drunken patriarch The 

fnst edition, by a strange crroi of the press, has fintno* 
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WTio, by my muse, to all succeeding times 
Shall live, in spite of their own doggrel rhymes. 

Doeg, though without knowing how or wdiy. 
Made still a blundermg kind of melody ; 

SpuiT’d boldly on, and dash’d through thick and 
thin, 

Through sense and nonsense, never out nor in , 

Free from all meaning, whether good or bad, 

And, in one word, heroically mad ; 

He was too warm on pickmg-work to dwell, 

But fagotted his notions as tkey fell, 

And if they rhymed and rattled, all was well. 
Spiteful he is not, though he wrote a satire. 

For stni there goes some thinking to ill-nature : 

He needs no more than birds and beasts to tlnnk, 
All his occasions are to eat and di’ink. 

If he call rogue and rascal from a gairet, 

He means you no more mischief than a parrot : 
The words for friend and foe alike were made. 

To fetter ’em in verse is all his trade. 

For almonds he ’ll ciy whore to his own mother * 
And call young Absalom king David’s brother 
Let him be gallows-fi'ce by my consent, 

And nothing suffer since he nothing meant ; 
Hanging supposes human soul and reason ; 

This animal ’s below committmg treason. 

Shall he be bang’d who never could rebel 1 
That ’s a preferment for Achitophel. 

The woman that committed buggaiy 
Was rightly Sentenced by the law to die ; 

But ’twas hard fate that to the gallo-ws led 
The dog that never heard the statute read. 

Railing in other men may be a crime, 

But ought to pass for mere mstiuct m him : 
Instinct he follows, and no farther knows, 

For to write verse with Inm is to transpiose. 
’Twere pity treason at his door to lay, 

Who makes ?ieaven's gate a loch to its own Jscg: 

Let him rail on, let lus mvective muse 
Have four-and-twenty letters to abuse. 

Which, if he jumbles to one line of sense. 

Indict him of a capital offence. ^ 

In fireworks give him leave to vent his spite, 

Those are the only serpents he can write,- 
The height of his ambition is, we know. 

But to be master of a puppet^show, 

Ver.412. Doeg, tTiough without knowing'] This character of 
Elkanah Settle, which is exquisitely satirical, particularly 
lines 416j 420, 422, 427, 428, was certainly inserted by 
Dryden, whom he had offended by writing pamphlets for 
the Whigs, though he afterwaids suddenly changed sides, 
and was as violent a defender of Tory principles, and wrote 
a poem of high panegyric on the coronation of James II. 
in 1685. He was the author of seventeen plays, now totally 
forgotten. He had a pension from the city for wnting an 
annual panegyric on the lord m.ayor Towards the end of 
his life he was reduced to great poverty, and wrote low 
drolls for Bartholomew Fair, and was reduced in his old 
age to act in farce a diagon enclosed in a green leather of his 
oira invention. To which our witty satirist, Dr. Young, 
alludes in his epistle to Pope, on the authors of the age . — 

“ Poor Elkanah, all other changes past, 

For bread in Smithfield dragons hiss’d at last : 

Spit streams of fire to make the butchers gape, 

And found has manners suited to his shape.” 

Og, mentioned afterwards, •who was Shadudl, we must 
reserve speaking of to a more important occasion. I can- 
not forbear adding, that Dryden was so much mortifiid at 
the success of the Emperor of Morocco, a tragedy of Settle’s, 
whidh was even acted at Whitehall by the court-ladie.s, 
that he wrote a most virulent and even brutal cnticisin on 
it, dictated by envy, rage, and jealousy, from which i 
Dr. Johnson has gi'cen a long extract of eight pages, which 
disgrace tlie pen ot Dryden. Dr. J. Wabton. , 


On that one stage his works may yet appear, 

And a month’s harvest keeps him all the year. 

Now stop your noses, readem, all and some. 
For here ’s a tun of midnight 'work to come, 

Og, from a treason-tavern rolling home ; 

Round as a globe, and hquor’d eveiy chink, ^oo 
Groodly and great, he sails hehmd his link. 

With all this bulk there ’s nothing lost in Og, 

For every inch that is not fool, is rogue : 

A monstrous mass of foul corrupted matter, 

As all the devils had spew’d to make the batter. 
When wine has given him courage to blaspheme, 
He curses God, but Gnd before cursed him , 

And if man could have reason, none has more, 
That made his paunch so rich, and him so poor. 
With wealth he was not trusted, for Heaven knew 
What ’twas of old to pamper up a Jew ; 

To what would he on quail and pheasant swell, 
That even on tripe and cainion could rebel ^ 

But though Heaven made him poor (with reve- 
rence speakmg), 

He never was a poet of God’s making ; 

The midwife laid her hand- on ius thick skull 
With this prophetic blessmg — Be thov, duXlI 
Drink, swear, and roar, forbear no lewd delight, 
Fit for thy bulk ; do anything but write : 

Thou art of lasting make, like thoughtless men, 
A strong nativity — ^but for the pen ; 

Eat opi'um, mingle arsenic in thy drink, 

Still thou mayst live, avoiding pen and ink. 

I see, I see, ’tis counsel given in vain, 

For treason botch’d in rhyme will he thy bane ; 
Rhyme is the rock on which thou art to wreck ; 
’Tis fatal to thy &me and to thy neck : 

Why should thy metre good king David blast? 

A psalm of his will surely he thy last 
Barest thou presume in verse to meet thy foes, 
Thou whom the penny pamphlet foil’d in prose ^ 
Doeg, whom God for mankind’s mii-th has mado, 
O’ertops thy talent in thy very trade; 

Doeg to thee, thy paintings ai-e so coarse, 

A poet is, though he ’s the poet’s horse. 

A double noose thou on thy neck dost pull, 

For writing treason, and for writing dulL 
To die for fiiction is a common evil. 

But to be bang’d for nonsense is the devil 
Hadst thou the glories of thy king express’d, 

Thy praises had been satire at the best : 

But thou, in clumsy verse, unlick’d, unpointed. 
Hast shamefully defied the Lord’s anointed. 

I will not rake the dunghill of thy crimes, 

For who would read thy life that reads thy 
rhymes? 

But of king David’s foes, he this the doom. 

May all be like the young man Absalom ; 

And, for my foes, may tl^ their blessmg he. 

To ixiXk. like Doeg, and to write like thee. 

Achitophel each rank, degree, and ago, 

For various ends neglects not to engage ; 

The wise and rich, for purse and counsel brought. 
The fools and beggars, for their number sought : 
Who yet not only on the town depends, 

For even in court the faction had its friends; 
These thought the places they possess’d too small, 
And m their hearts wish’d couit and king to fiill ; 
MTiose names the muse disdaining, holds i’ the 
dark, 

Thrust m the villam herd without a mark ; 

With parasites and hbel-spawnmg imps, ^ 
Intriguing fops, dull jester^ and woiv.o j imps. 
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Disdain the rascal rabble to pursue, 

Their set cabals are yet a viler crew. 

See where involved in common smote they sit, 
Some for our mirth, some for our satire fit : 
These gloomy, thoughtful, and on mischief bent. 
While those for mere good fellowship frequent 
The appoiated club, can let sedition pass. 

Sense, nonsense, anything to employ the glass ; 
And who believe, in their dull honest hearts, 

The rest talk treason but to show their parts ; 
Who ne’er had wit or will for mischief yet, 

But pleased to be reputed of a set 
But in the sacred annals of our plot, 
Industrious Arod never be foigot : ^ 

The labours of this midnight magistrate. 

May vie with Corah’s to preserve the state. 

In search of arms he fail’d not to lay hold 
On war’s most powerful, dangerous weapon, gold. 
And last, to take from Jebusites all odd^ ^ 
Their altars pillaged, stole their very gods. 

Oft woidd he cry, when treasure he surpiised, 
’Tis Baalish gold in David’s coin disguised ; 
Which to his house with richer rehques came. 
While lumber idols only fed the flame : ^ 

For our wise rabble ne’er took pains to inquire, 
What ’twas he burnt, so ’t made a rousing fire. 
With which our elder was enrich’d no more 
Than fidse Gehazi with the Syrian’s store ; 

So poor, that when our choosing-tribes wore met. 
Even for his stinking votes he ran in debt ; 

For meat the wicked, and, as authors think, 

The saints he choused for his electing drmk ; 
Thus every shift and subtle method past, 

And all to he no Zaken at the last. ^ 

Now, raised on Tyre’s sad ruins. Pharaoh’s 
pride 

Soar’d idgh, his legions threatening far and wide ; 
As when a battering storm engender’d high, 

By winds upheld, hangs hovering in the sky. 

Is gazed upon by every trembhng swain, ^ 
This for h]S viueyai’d fears, and that his grain ; 


Ver. 534. J5ut in the sacred annals of our plot, 

Itulusti ions Arod never he fo7'got .•] 

Arod, Sir William Waller, son to him ivlio liad done so 
much service to the long parliament. He uphold the 
exdnsion bill with all his might, and took every oppoi- 
tunity of showing his hatred to Popery, by seeking out and 
dispersing the Papists, when assembled to celebrate divine 
service in their way. To which, if he was not much mis- 
represented, he was stimulated rather in hopes of spoil, 
their altars being generally rich, than out of respect to Ms 
country, or love for religion. Deerick, 

Yer. 656. — aU to he no Zaken at the ZowM At the 
choosing a new parliament in the heginning oi the year 
1679, Sir WiUiam had, to no purpose, endeavouied to get 
himself chosen into the house; and the publicans, who 
trusted him at this time in such entertainments as he 
oidered, found it difficult to get their money from him. 
Djseeick. 

Ver. 656. Now, raised on Tyris sad ruins, Pliaraoh^s pride 
Soared high ] 

rhe success of Louis XIV.’s arms, particularly in Hol- 
land, rendered him formidable all over Europe; while 
England, who has it so much in her power to command 
respect, was scarcely regarded. Weakened by domestic 
disputes, her king always wanting money, and opposed and 
kept bare by her parliament, her mediation was of no 
consequence, and she had httle or no influence abroad. 
Dperick. 

Ver. 660. As when a hattering storm engender'd high, 

By winds upheld, hangs houermg in the shy, 

/s gazed upon hy every tremhlinq swain, 

7' his fci his vineyard feais, and that his grain; 1 


For blooming plants, and flowers new oponing, 
these 

For lambs yean’d lately, and far-labouring bees : 
To guard Ins stock each to the gods does call, 
TJneertam where the fire-charged clouds will fall: 
Ev’n so the doubtful nations watch his arms, ^ 
With terror each expecting his alarms. 

Where, Judah, where was now thy lion’s roar? 
Thou only couldst the captive lands restore ; 

But thou, with inbred broils and faction press’d, 
From Egypt need’st a guardian with the rest 
Thy prince from Sonhodrims no trust allow’d, 
Too much the representers of the crowd, 

Who for their own defence give no supply. 

But what the crown’s prerogatives must buy : 

As if their monarch’s rights to violate 
More needful were, than to preserve the state ! 
From present dangers they divert their care, 

And all their fears are of rite royal heir , 

Whom now the reigning malice of his foes ^ 

Unjudged would sentence, and ere crown’ d deposa 
Rehgion the pretence, hut their decree 
To bar his reign, whate’er his faith shall be ! 

By Sanhednms and clam’rous crowds thus press’d, 
What passions rent the righteous David’s breast ^ 
Who l&LOWs not how to oppose or to comply, 
Unjust to gi*ant, and dangerous to deny ! 

How near in this dark juncture Israel’s fat^ 
Whose peace one sole expedient could create, 
Which yet the extremest viriue did require, 

Even of that prmce whose downfal they conspire ! 
His absence David does with tears advise 
To appease their rage. Undaunted he complies. 
Thus he, who, prodigal of blood and ease, 

A royal life exposed to winds and seas, 

At once contendmg with the waves and fire, 

And heading danger in the wars of Tyro, 
Inglorious now forsakes his native sand, 

And like, an exile quits the promised land * 

Our monarch scarce from pressing tears rofrains, 
And painfully his royal state maintains, 

Who now embracing on tho extx’emest shore 
Almost revokes what he enjoin’d before • 
Concludes at last more trust to he allow’d 
To storms and seas than to the raging crowd ! 
Forbear, rash muse, the parting scene to di-aw, 
With silence charm’d as deep as theirs that saw ! 
Hot only our attending nobles weep, 

But hardy sailors swell with tears the deop I 
The tide restrain’d her course, and more amazed 
The twin-stars on the royal brothers gazed : 

While this sole fear 

Does trouble to our suffering hero bring, 

Lest next the popular rage oppress the king t 
Thus parting, each for the other’s danger grioved,®^^ 
The shore lie king, and seas the prince received. 
Go, injured hero, while propitious gales, 

Soft as thy consort’s breath, inspire thy sails ; 
Well may she tinist her beauties on a flood, 
Where thy triumphant fleets so oft have rode ! **20 


" Qualis ubi ad teiraa abnipto sidere nimbus 
It mare per medium, miseris beu prsescia longfi 
Horrescunt corda a^colis : dabit ille ruinas 
Arboribus, stragemque satis, ruet omnia laW*.” 

Virgil. JLn.xii 451. 

John 'Waetox. 

Ver. 592. ffis absence David docs with tears advise] 
This alludes to tho Duke of York’.s quitting tho oomt, 
and ictiring to Biussels, and afterwards to Scotliuul 
Dbeeicr. 
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Safe on thy breast reclined, ber rest be deep, 
Rock’d like a Nereid by tbe waves asleep ; 

While happiest dreams her fancy eiitertam, 

And to Elysian fields convert the main ! 

Go, injured hero, while the shores of Tyre 
At thy approach so silent shall admire, 

Who on thy thunder still their thoughts employ. 
And greet thy landmg with a trembhng joy. 

On heroes thus the prophet’s fate is thrown. 
Admired by every nalaon but their own ; 

Yet while our factious Jews his worth deny, 
Tlieir aching conscience gives their tongue the lie. 
Even in the worst of men the noblest paits 
Confess him, and he triumphs in their hearts, 
Whom to his king the best respects commend 
Of subject, soldier, kmsman, prmce and fifiend ; 
All sacred names of most divine esteem, 

And to perfection all sustain’d by him, 

Wise, just, and constant, courtly without art. 
Swift to discern and to reward desert ; 

No hour of his in fruitless ease destroy’d, 

But on the noblest subjects still employ’d : 
Whose steady soul ne’er learnt to separate 
Between his monarch’s interest and the state. 

But heaps those blessings on the royal head, 
Which he well knows must be on subjects shed. 

On what pretence could then the vulgar rage 
Against his worth, and native rights engage ? 
Religious fears their argument are made, 
Rehgious fears his sacred rights invade I 
Of future superstition they complain, 

And Jebusitio worship in his reign : 

With such alaims his foes the crowd deceive, 
With dangers fright which not themselves behove. 

Since nothing can our sacred rites remove, 
Whate’er the faith of the successor prove : 

Our Jews their ai’k shall undisturh’d retain, 

At least while their religion is their gain, 

Who know by old experience Baal’s commands 
Not only claim’d their conscience, hut their lands ; 
They grudge God’s tithes; how therefore shall 
they yield 

An idol full possession of the fields 
Grant such a prince enthroned, we must confess 
The people’s suJEferings than that monarch’s less. 
Who must to hard conditions still be hound, 

And for his quiet with the crowd compound ; 

Or should his thoughts to tyranny incline, 

Where are the means to compass the design ? 

Our crown’s revenues are too ^ort a store. 

And jealous Sanhedrims would give no more. ^ 
As vain our feai*s of Egypt’s potent aid. 

Not BO has Pharaoh learnt ambition’s trade, 

Nor ever with such measures can comply 
As shock the common rules of policy ; 

None dread like him the growth of Israel’s king. 
And he alone sufiicient aids can bring j 
Who knows that prince to Egypt can give law. 
That on our stubborn tiibos his yoke could draw : 
At such profound expense he has not stood, 

Nor dyed for this his hands so deep in blood ; 
Would ne’er through wrong and right his progress 
take, 

Gnidge his own rest, and keep the world awake. 
To fix a lawless prince on Judah’s throne, 

First to invade our rights, and then his own ; 

His dear-gain’d conquests cheaply to despoil, ^ 
And reap the harvest of his crimes and toil. 

We grant his wealth vast as our ocean’s sand. 
And curse its fiital influence on our land. 


Which our bribed Jews so numerously partaxe, 
That even an host his pensioners would make. 
From these deceivers our divisions spiing, 

Our weakness, and the growth of Egypt’s ; 
These, with pretended friendship to the state, ' 
Our crowd’s suspicion of their prince create, 

Both pleased and frighten’d with the specious 
cry, cos 

To guard thefr sacred rites and property. 

To ruin, thus, the chosen flock are sold, 

While wolves ai-e ta’en for guardians of the fold ; 
Seduced by these we groundlessly complain, 

And loathe the manna of a gentle reign. 700 
Thus our forefathers’ crooked paths are trod ; 

We trust our prince no more than they their God. 
But all in vain our reasoning prophets preach 
To those whom sad experience ne’er could teach, 
Who can commence new broils in bleeding scars, 
And fresh remembrance of intestine wars ; 

When the same household mortal foes did yield. 
And brothers stain’d with brothers’ blood the 
field ; 

When sons’ cursed steel the fathers’ gore did stain. 
And mothers mourn’d for sons by frithers slfliu ! 
When, thick as Egypt’s locusts on the sand, 

Our tribes lay slaughter’d through the promised 
land, 

Whose few survivors with worse fate remain 
To drag the bondage of a tyrant’s reign : 

Which scene of woes, unknowing, we renew, 

And madly, even those ills we fear, pursue; 
While Pharaoh laughs at our domestic broils. 
And safely crowds his tents with nations’ spoils. 
Yet our fierce Sanhedrim, in restless rage. 
Against our absent hero still engage, 7^ 

And chiefly urge, such did their frenzy prove, 
The only suit fiieir prince forbids to move, 
Which &1 obtain’d, they cease afiairs of state, 
And real dangers waive for groundless hate. 

Long David’s patience waits relief to bring, 

With all the indulgence of a lawful king, 
Expecting till the troubled waves would cease. 
But found the raging billows still increase. 

The crowd, whose insolence forbearance swells, 
While he forgives too frr, almost rebels. 

At last his deep resentments silence broke ; 

Th’ imperial palace shook, while thus he spoke : — 
Then Justice wake, and Rigour take her time. 
For, lo ! our mercy is become our crime. 

While halting Pumshmeut her stroke delays, ^ 
Our sovereign right, Heaven’s sacred trust, decays I 
For whose support even subjects’ inters^ calls , 
Woe to that kingdom where the monarch falls 1 
That prince who yields the least of regal sway,^ 
So his people’s freedom does betray. 

Right lives by law, and law subsists by power ; 
Disarm the shepherd, wolves the flock devour. 
Hard lot of empire o’er a stubborn race. 

Which Heaven itself in vain has tried with grace ! 
When will our reason’s long-charm’d eyes imcloso, 
And Israel judge between her friends and foes } 

Ter. 706] “ Sangmne civili rem conflant : divitiasqae 

Conduplicaut avidi, csedem cfedi accnmulantes. 
Crudeles gandent in trista funere fratris : * 
Et consanguineum mensas odere, tunentiiue.’' 

JOHX Waeton. 

Ter 736. WTiile Mlting PunisTiTnent Tier streJU delays,'] 

“ Rari) antecedentem scelestura 
Deseruit pede Poena claudo.” 

Jonsr WAitToir. 
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When shall wo see expired deceivei's’ sway, 

And credit what our God and monarchs say^ 
Dissembled patriots bribed with Egypt’s gold, 
Even Sanhedrims in blind obedience hold; 

Those patriots falsehood in their actions see, 

And judge by the permcious fruit the tree : 

If aught for which so loudly they declaim, 
lieligion, laws, and freedom, were their aim ; 

Our senates in due methods they had led * 

To avoid those mischiefs which they seem’d to 
dread; 

But first, ere yet they propp’d the sinking state, 
To impeach and charge, as urged by private hate, 
Proves that they ne’er believed the feai-s they 
press’d, 

But barbarously destroy’d the nation’s rest ! 

Oh ! whither \^1 ungovem’d senates diive, 

And to what bounds licentious votes aiTivo^ 
^Vhen then* injustice we are press’d to share, 

The monai’ch urged to exclude the lawful horn ; 
Are piinces thus distmguish’d from the crowd, 

And this the privilege of royal blood ? 

But grant we should confiim the vsrongs they 
press, 

His suffermgs yet were than the people’s less ; 
Condemn’d for life the murdering sword to wield, 
And on their heirs entail a bloody field : 

Thus madly their o’wn freedom they betray, 

And for the oppression which they fear make way ; 
Succession fix’d by Heaven, the kmgdom’s bai*, 
Which once dissolved, admits the fiood of war ; 
Waste, rapine, spoil, without the assault begin, ^ 
And our mad tribes supplant the fence within. 
{Since then their good they will not understand, 
’Tis time to take the momu'ch’s power in hand ; 
Authority and force to join with skill, 

And save the lunatics agmnst their will. 

The same I'ongh means that ’suage the crowd, 
appejise 

Our senate’s lugiug with the crowd’s disease. 
Hencefoith unbiass’d measures lot them draw 
From no false gloss, but genuine text of law , 

Nor urge those crimes upon religion’s score, 
Themselves so much in Jebusites abhor. 

WTiom laws convict, and only they, shall bleed. 
Nor Pharisees by Pharisees be freed. 

Impartial justice from our throne shall shower. 
All shall have right, and we our sovereign power. 

He said, the attendants heard with awful joy, 
And glad presages their fix’d thoughts employ ; 
From Hebron now the suffering heir return'd, 

A realm that long with civil discord mourn’d ; 

Till his approach, like some airiving god, 
Composed and heal’d the place of his abode ; 

The deluge check’d, that to Judea spread, 

And stopp’d sedition at the fountain’s head. 

Thus in foigiving David’s paths he drives, 

And chased from Israel, Israel’s peace contrives. 
The field confess’d his power in aims before, 

And seas proclaim’d his triumphs to the shore ; 
As nobly has his sway in IJobrou bliyvin. 

How fit to inherit godlike David’s throne. 

Ver 752. AjvI jxulge hy tha iyernirtons fruit the treefl 
A scnptmal allusion. John Wahton. 

Vcr. 803, — — '■ noVy has his stony tn Hebron sliouan^ 
When the Duke of York x etui nod fiom Scotland, in the 
beginmug of 108*2, the muimurs against lum seemed to 
have, in a good measure, subsided. He had shown 
hin;self so well inclined to support the refomed relifidon in 
that kingdom, that he was thanked lox* it by seven bishopa. 


Through Sion's streets his glad arrival ’s spread, 
And conscious Faction shrmks her snaky head ; 
His train their suffonngs think o’erpaid to soe 
The crowd’s applause with virtue once agree. 
Success charms all, but zeal for worth distress’d, 
A -virtue proper to the bravo and best ; 

’Mongst whom was Jothran, Jothran always bent 
To serve the crown, and loyal by descent, 

Whose constancy so firm, and conduct just. 
Deserved at once two royal masters’ trust ; 

Who Tyre’s proud arms had manfully withstood 
On seas, and gather’d laurels from the flood ; 

Of learning yet no portion was denied. 

Friend to the muses and the muses’ pride. 

Nor can Benaiah’s worth forgo ttoii he, 

Of steady soul when public stoims wore high , 
Whose conduct, while the Moor fierce onsets 
made, 

Secured at once our honour and our trade 
Such were the chiefs who most his sufferings 
momn’d, 

And view’d with silent joy the prince return’d ; 
While those that sought his absence to betray, 
Press firat their nauseous false respects to pay ; 
Him still the officious hypocrites molest, 

And with malicious duty break his rest. 

While real transports thus his friends employ, 
And foes are loud in their dissembled joy, ^ 
His tnumphs so resounded fai* and near, 

Miss’d not his young ambitious rival’s ear ; 

And as when joyful hunters’ clam’rous train 
Some slumbeiing lion wakes in Moab’s plain, 

Who oft had forced the bold assailants yield, 

And scatter’d his pursuers through the field. 
Disdaining, furls his mane and tears the ground, 
His eyes inflaming all the desert round, 

With roar of seas directs his chasors’ way, 
Provokes from fai', and dares them to the fray , 
Such rage storm’d now m Absalom’s fierce breast^ 
Such indignation his fired oyes confess’d. 

Whore now was the instructor of his prido ^ 

Slept the old pilot in so rough a tide 

Whose wiles had from the happy shore betray’d, 

And thus on shelves the credulous youth convoy’d. 

in an address which was published, to the satisfaction of 
all ranks of people ; and tlio citizans of Loudon, particu- 
larly, treated hun on that account with vast icHpcit 
Dbeiuck. 

Ver. 80G. And conscious FfieUon shrinTis her mahj hr ml,'] 
An energetic line, tlie imagery of which Poiio soouib to 
have dilated, and pcvhnps weakened. 

“ Then hateful Envy her own snakes shall feel, 

And rcrsecution mourn her broken wheel , 

Then Paction roar ” 

John Wabton. 

Ver. 811. Jothran always 'bent 

To serve the crown, ami loyal by descent^ 
Jothran, the Lord Dartmouth, a nobleman of great hnnesty, 
who, though inviolably attachod to the Duke of Yoi k, li.ui 
always the courage to tell him fieely when he disliked any 
of Ins pioceciliugs , and his highness was discreet (Mioii;L;b 
to take ins reproseiitationK as they weie meant Dwuiik'k. 

Ver. 819. Nor can BenataJUs worth forgotten Doiiaiah, 
Colonel, afterwards Genonil Sackvill(‘, a gcntli'inan oi incd 
courage, and known good sense: lie was ol (lie Dorsid 
family; had served at Tangiei with reputation, and on 
account of hw liaving exinasssod a clisbolief ol the I'ojuhb 
plot, was expelled the House of Commons, and coiminttcd 
to the Tower. He obtained his liberty, lank, and command, 
in a very short time, but not Ins seat in the lioiise. 
Dubbick. 

Ver 833. And as when joy fit hnnlers' &c] Tins is a 
faint imitation of Drytlcn, and alxmnds with wlut Quintilian 
calls “otiosa epitliela.” John Waiuon. 
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In deep reYolvmg thouglits lie weighs his state, 
Secure of u’aft, nor doubts to bailie fate ; 

At least, if his storm’d bark must go adrift, 

To baulk his charge, and for himself to shift 
In which his dextrous wit had oft been shown. 
And in the wreck of kingdoms saved his own , 

But now with more than common danger press’d. 
Of various resolutions stands possess’d, 

Perceives the crowd s unstable zeal decay, 

Lest their recanting chief the cause betray, 

Who on a father’s gi’ace his hopes may ground, 
And for his pardon with their heads compound. 
Him, therefore, ere his fortune shp her thne. 

The statesman plots to engage m some bold crime 
Past pardon, whether to attempt his bed, 

Or threat with open arms the royal head. 

Or other dai’ing method, and unjust. 

That may conhim him in the people’s trust. 

But failmg thus to ensnare him, nor secui-e ^ 
How long his foil’d ambition may endure. 

Plots next to lay him by as past his date, 

And try some new pretender’s luckier fate ; 
Whose hopes with equal toil he would pursue. 
Nor cares what claimor’s crown’d, except the 
true. 

Wake, Absalom, approaching ruin shun. 

And see, oh, see, for whom thou art imdone I 
How are thy honours and thy fame betray’d, 

The property of desperate villains made 
Lost power and conscious fears their crimes create, 
And guilt m them was httle less than fate ; 

But whyshouldst thou, from every grievance fr*oe. 
Forsake thy vmeyards for their stormy sea ? 

For thee did Canaan’s milk and honey flow, 

Love dress’d thy bowers, and lam’els sought thy 
brow, • 

Preferment, wealth, and power thy vassals w’sre. 
And of a monarch ^1 things but the care. 

Uh, should our crimes again that curse draw down, 
And rebel-arms once more attempt the crown, 
Sui*e rum waits unhappy Absalon, 

Alike by conquest or defeat xmdone ! 

Who could relentless see such youth and charms 
Expire with wretched fate in impious arms ^ 

A prince so form’d, with eaiiih’s and Heaven’s 
applause, 

To triumph o'er crown’d heads in David’s cause : 

Or giunt him victor, still his hopes must fliil, j 
Who conquering would not for himself prevail ; j 
The faction, whom he trusts for future sway, 

Hun and the pubhc would alike betray ; 

Amongst themselves divide the captive state, 

And found their hydra-empire m his fate ! 

Thus havmg beat the clouds with painful flight. 
The pitied youth, with sceptres m his sight, 

(So have their cruel politics decreed,) 

Must by that crew, that made him gmlty, bleed ! ^ 
For, could their pnde»hrook any prmce’s sway, 
Whom but mild David would they choose to 
obey] 

Who once at such a gentle reign repine. 

The fall of monarchy itself design ; 

From hate to that their reformations spring, ^ 
And David not their grievance, but the king. 
Seized now with panic fear the faction lies, 

Lest this clear truth strike Absalom’s charm’d 
eyes, 

Ver. 864. That imy confiim hiin] First edition : That 
may secuie him. 


Lest he perceive, from long enchantment free. 
What an beside the flatter’d youth must see. ^ 
But whate’er doubts his troubled bosom swell, 
Fair cai’nage still became Achitophel ; 

Who now an envious festival installs, 

And to survey their strength the faction calls. 
Which fraud, religious worship too must gild ,* 
But, oh, how weakly does sedition build i 
For, lo ! the royal mandate issues forth, 

Dashing at once their treason, zeal, and mirth ' 

So have I seen disastrous chance invade. 

Where careful emmets had their forage laid, 
Whether fierce Vulcan’s rage the ftirzy plain 
Had seized, engender’d by some careless swain. 
Or swelling Neptime lawless inroads made, 

And to their cell of store his flood convey’d ; 

The commonwealth broke up, distracted go, 

And in wild haste their loaded mates o’erthrow : 
Even so our scatter’d guests confusedly meet. 
With boil’d, baked, roasi^ all j'ustling in the 
street ; 

Dej’ected aU, and ruefully dismay’d, 

For shekel, without treat, or treason, paid. 

Sedition’s dark eclipse now fainter shows, 

More bright each hour the royal planet gi’ows. 

Of force the clouds of envy to dispei’se. 

In kind conj’ unction of assistmg star’s. 

Here, labouring muse, those glorious chieft relate, 
That turn’d the doubtful scale of David’s fate , 
The rest of that illustrious band rehearse. 
Immortalised in laui’ell’d Asaph’s verse : 

Hard task I yet will not I thy flight recall, 

View heaven, and then enjoy thy glorious ftli. 

First write Bezaliel, whose illusfiious name 
Forestalls our praise, and gives bis poet fame. 

The Kenites’ rocky province his command, 

A barren limb of fertile Canaan’s land ; 

Which for its generous natives yet could be 
Held worthy such a president as he 1 
Bezaliel with each grace and virtue fraught. 
Serene Lis looks, serene his life and thought ; 

On whom so largely nature heap’d her stor^ 
There scarce remain’d for arts to give him more ! 
To aid the crown and state his greatest zeal, 

His second care that service to conceal ; 

Ter 912. Achitophel; 

Who now oai envious festival installs^ 

And to survey their strength the factum caZfe,] 
Tl’.e Duke of Yoik beiug invited to dine at Merchant 
Tailors’ Hall with the Company of Artillery, of which he 
was captain-geneiiil, on the ylst of Apiil, 1682, tickets weie 
dispersed m opposition to, and contempt of, tins meeting; 
inviting the nobility, gentry, and ciuzens, who wished 
well to the Piotestant lehgion, to convene the same day at 
St Michael schuich, Uonihill, .indlkence proceed to dine at 
Habeidashers’ Hall* but this association, was stopped 
by an order ot council. Df4Rbicx. 

Ver 917. lol the royal mandate issues /ortii,] 

The substance of which was, that the power of appointing 
public days of fasts and thanksgivings being vested in the 
Clown, a particular meeting, pretended to that end, and 
advertised to be held on the 21st of April, 16S2, at St. 
Michael’s, Coinhill, must be of a seditious teudency, as 
not having the royal sanction; and theiefore the loid 
mayor and aldermen of London are, at their peril, ordeied 
to hinder it as an unlawful assembly. Dbbbick. 

Ver. 929. Dejected aU,] Fust edition ; JDemck inooi- 
rectly, Dejecting. 

Ver. 941. First write Bezaliel, '\ Bezaliel, the Marquis of 
Woicester, created Duke of Beaufort in 1682, a nobleman 
of gi eat worth and honour, who had always taken Ppt 
the king, and one of those whom the Commons, in 1680, 

I prayed his majesty to remove from about his person, as 
I being a favourer t f Popery. Dekbiok. 
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Of dues observant, firm to every trust: 1 

And to the needy always more than just : ' 

Who truth from specious falsehood can divide, ^ . 
Has all the gownsmen’s skill without their pride ; * 
Thus crown d with worth from heights of honour 
won, 

Sees ah his glories copied in his son. 

Whose forward fame should every muse engage ; 
Whose youth boasts skhl denied to others* age 
Men, manners, language, books of noblest kmd, 
Already are the conquest of his mind. 

Whose loyalty before its date was prime ; 

Nor waited the duh course of rolhng tune : 

The monster faction early he disma;pd, 

And David’s cause long since confess’d his aid. 
Brave Abdael o’er the prophets’ school was 
placed ,• 

Abdael with all his father’s virtue graced ; 

A hero, who, while stars look’d wondermg down. 
Without one Hebrew’s blood restored the crown. 
That praise was his, what therefore did remain 
For following chiefe, but boldly to maintain 
That grown restored ,* and in this rank of fame, 
Brave Abdael with the first a place must claim. 
Proceed, illustrious, happy chief, proceed, 
Foreseize the garlands for thy brow decreed, 
While the inspired tribe attend with noblest 
strain 

To register the glories thou shalt gain : 

For sure the dew shall Gilboah’s hiUs forsake. 

And Jordan mix his stream with Sodom’s lake, 

Or seas retired their secret stores disclose, 

And to the sun their scaly brood expose. 

Or swell’d above the clifts their billows raise, 
Before the muses leave their patron’s praise. 

Eliab our next labour does invite, 

And hard the task to do Eliab right : 


Ver 9 >3 fitm to every imf,] First edition; 

firm m e /ery tiust. 

Ver. 958. Sees all his glories co'piedt in his son,] Chailes 
Someise^ Lord Ilerliert of Ragland in Monmoutlishire, 
who, aci ording to ‘Wood, was entered of Christ Churcli, 
Oxford, md took his degiee as a master of arts in 1681. 
Desiuci.. 

Ver. 9^i8. Ahdael with aU his fatheads virtue gracedif\ 
Abdael, the Duke of Albemarle, son to the brave General 
Monk, and president of Wales. He was liberal and loyal, 
aud a leading man among the fiiends of the King and the 
Duke, on which account he was severely stigmatised by the 
Whig writers. In 1687 be was sent abroad governor of 
Jamaica, where he died. Dbebiok. 

Ver. 985. Mic^ Villiers, Duke of Buckingham, wrote 
a most severe satire on Lord Arlington, here introduced 
under the name of Eliab, called “ Advice to a Painter.” 
This Htnry Bennet was a younger son of a private gentle- 
man, htvd followed the royal fimaily into exile ; at whose 
restoration he was made first privy purse, then secretary of 
state, earl of Ailington, knight of the garter, and at last 
lord chamberlain to King Charles II. and to his brother 
King James II. afterwards. He was for some years a kind 
of favourite minister, I mean conversant in Ms master’s 
pleasures, as well as entnisted with his business ; notvrifli- 
standing the constant enmity both of the Duke of York 
and Chancellor Clarendon, whose supeiior power, especially 
in state affairs, was yet unable to shake King Charles’s 
inclination to this gentleman, who, therefore, at the other’s 
hanisjiraent, remained, if not sole minister, at least the 
piinoipal one for some time. He met with one thing veiy 
peculiar in Ms fortune, which I have scarce known happen 
to any man else with all his advancement (which is wont 
to create malice, but seldom contempt) he was believed in 
England, by most people, a man of much less abilities than 
he really had. For this unusual sort of mistake, I can only 
ima^ne two causes : first, his over-cautious avoiding to 
speak in parliament, as having been more conversant in 
afiairs abroad; though nobody performed it better when 


Long with the royal wanderer ho roved, 

And firm in all the turns of fortune proved ! 

Such ancient service and desert so large, 

Well claim’d the royal household for his diarge. 
His age with only one mild heiress bless’d, 

I In all the bloom of smiling nature dress’d, 

And bless’d again to see hia fiower allied 
' To David’s stock, and made young Othniel’s 
bride I 

The bright restorer of his father’s youth, 

Devoted to a son’s and subject’s truth ; 

Besolved to bear that prize of duty homo, 

So bravely sought, while sought by Absalom. 

Ah prince i the illustrious planet of thy birth, 
And thy more powerful virtue guard thy worth ; 
That no Achitophel thy ruin boast I 
Israel too much in one such wreck has lost. 

Even envy must consent to Helen’s woi*th, 
Whose soul, though Egypt glories in his birth, 
Could for our captive ark its zeal retain, 

And Pharaoh’s altars in their pomp disdain : 

To slight his gods was small ; with nobler pride, 
He all the allurements of his court defied ; 

Whom profit nor example could betray, 

But Israel’s friend, and true to David’s sway. 
What acts of favour in his province fiill, 

On merit he confers, and freely all. 

Our list of nobles next let Amri grace. 

Whose merits claim’d the Abothdin’s high place ,* 


obliged to give account of some treaties to the House of 
Lords, or to defend himself m the House of Commons; hy 
which last he once brought himself ofl? with great dexterity. 
The other reason of it I fancy to have come from the Duke 
of Buckingham, who being his rival in court, after the fiill 
of Clarendon, and having an extraordinary talent for turn- 
ing any thing into iddicule, exercised it siimciently on this 
lord, hotli with the king and eveiy body else; which had 
its effect at last, even to his being left out of his master’s 
business, but not his favour, which in some measure con- 
tinued still ; and long after this his supplantor was totally 
discarded. Dr. J. Waktox. 

Ver. 988. And, firm in all the turns of fortune pi aved /] 
First edition : fortunes. 

Ver. 991. JSis age with only one mild heiress Ues'd, 
young OthmeVs 'bride.] 

Othniel, Henry Duke of Grafton, one of the King’.s 
natuial sons, begotten upon the body of the Duchess of 
Cleveland. She was averse to his marrying Loi d Arlington’s 
daughter, though a considerable heiress. I have seen a 
I letter from her to Lord Treasurer Danby, dated from Paris, 
(I tMnk in 1675) tlianking him for his care in endea- 
vouring to prevent this match. It is in her own hand- 
writing. 

This Duke of Grafton soon joined the Prince of Orange 
at tlie revolution, and was killed at the siege of Cork, in 
the year 1690 He had great natural bravery, was veiy 
sincere, but rough as the sea, of which he was fond, and 
whereon, had he lived, ho promised to make a gallant 
figure Deeeick. 

Ver 999 Ah piincell First edition. Derrick erro- 
neously, A prince I 

Ver 1003. Even envy must consent to TTelon's worth,] 
Helon, the Eail of Feversham, a Ficnchman hy birth, and 
nephew to Mareschal Turenne: he was honest, brave, 
and good-natmed, but precipitate and iiijiidiclouB. Deruick 

Ver. 1007. To slight his gods was small ; with nobler pride, 

‘ JETe all the allurements of his court defied ,*J 

His lordship professed himself a Protestant, though 
Burnet says there was reason to suspect his sincerity. 
Affection for King Charles II , who really esteemed him, 
made him prefer England to Ms own country, where he had 
great interest, and might have expected to he nobly provided 
for. Derrick. 

Ver. 1013. Our list of nobles next let Amri grace,'] Amri, 
Sir Henoage Finch, constituted lord kecpei of the great 
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Who, with a loyalty that did excel, 

Brought all the endowments of AchitopheL 
Smcere was Arori, and not only knew, 

But Israel’s sanctions into practice drew ; 

Our laws, that did a boundless ocean seem. 

Were coasted all, and fathom’d all by Inm 
No rabbin speaks hke him their mystic sense, 

So just, and with such chaims of eloquence : 

To whom the double blessing does belong. 

With Moses’ inspiration, Aaron’s tongue. 

Than Sheva none more loyal zeal have shown. 
Wakeful as Judah’s lion for the crown, 

Who for that cause still combats m his age. 

For which his youth with danger did engage. 

In vain our factious priests the cant revive ; 

In vain seditious sonbes with libel strive 
To inflame the crowd; while he with watchful 
eye 

Observes, and shoots their treasons as they fly ; 
Their weekly frauds his keen replies detect ; 

Ho undeceives more fast than they infect. 

So Moses when the pest on legions prey’d, 
Advanced his signal, and the plague was stay’d. 

Once more, my fainting muse, thy pinions try. 
And strength’s exhausted store let love supply. 
What tribute, Asaph, shall we render theo ] 

We’ll crown thee with a wreath from thy own 
tree ! 

Thy laurel grove no envy’s flash can blast; 

Tlie song of Asaph shall for ever last. 

Whth wonder late posterity shall dwell 
On Absalom and false Aclutophel : 

Tliy strains shall be our slumbering prophets’ 
dream, 

And when our Sion virgins sing their theme, 

Our jubilees shall with thy verse be graced ; 

The song of Asaph shall for ever last. 

How fierce his satire loosed; restrain’d, how 
tame ; 

How tender of the offending young man’s fame ! 
How well his worth, and brave adventures styled ; 
Just to his virtues, to his error mild. 

No page of thine that fears the strictest view. 

But teems with just reproof, or praise as due; 

Not Eden could a faner pTOspect yield, 

All paradise without one barren field : . 

Whose wit the censure of his foes has pass’d ; 
The song of Asaph shall for ever last. 

AVhat praise for such rich strains shall we 
allow 

What just rcwai*ds the grateful crovn bestow! 


seal on Shaftesbury’s dismission, and soon after advanced 
to a peerage and the chancellorship. He was a zealous 
Piotestant, and yet conducted himself with such steadmess 
and integiity, as to give offence to no party; which was a 
little surprising, as he held this important station at a time 
when party-feuds raged with unlicensed thry. His abilities 
woi e very gi eat ; he was j udicious, eloquent, and industrious, 
an able lawyer, and a statesman, endued with strong 
veiacity and inflexible integrity. Dereick. 

'i''er. 1025. Titian Sheua none] Meaning Sir Eoger 
L’Estiange, who of all venal and sordid scribblers that ever 
defended any administration, in any country or time, seems 
to have gone the greatest length in striving to defend any 
grievance and injustice that a government can he guilty 
of His style is the masterpiece of what may he called, 
the PerlrDull, and was vitiated by cant and affected vulgar 
phrases, and coffee-house expressions. In this sort of 
diction he Uanslated, or rather travestied, the Offices of 
Piilly, the Morals of Seneca, the Visions of Quevedo, and 
the Uistoiyof Josephus; and gave a nau'seous cancatiira 
ol tiic smiphcity ot j-Esop in his Fables. Dr. J. Warton. 


While bees in flowers rejoice, and flowers in dew. 
While stars and fountains to their course are true ; 
While Judah’s throne, and Sion’s rock standfast 
The song of Asaph and the fame shall last 
Still Hebron’s honour’d happy soil retains 
Our royal hero’s beauteous dear remaias ; 

Who now sails off with winds nor wishes slack, 
To bring his sufferings’ bright companion back. 
But ere such transport can our sense employ, 

A bitter gnef must poison half our joy ; 

Nor can our coasts restored those blessings see 
Without a bribe to envious destiny ! 

Cursed Sodom’s doom for ever fix the tide 
Where by inglorious chance the valiant died. 

Give not insulting Askalon to know, 

Nor let Gath’s daughters triumph in our woe ! 

No sailor with the news swell Egypt’s pride, 

By what inglorious fate our valimt died ! 

Weep, Amon ! Jordan, weep thy fountains dry I 
While Sion’s rock dissolves for a supply. 

Calm were the element^ night’s silence deep. 
The waves scarce murmuring; and the winds 
asleep ; 

Yet fate for ruin takes so still an hour, 

And treacherous sands the princely hark devour; 
Then death unworthy seized a generous race, 

To virtue’s scandal, and the stars’ disgrace ! 

Oh • had the indulgent Powers vouchsafed to 
yield, 

Instead of faithless shelves, a listed field ; 

A listed field of Heaven’s and David’s foes, 

Fierce as the troops that did his youth oppose, 
Each life had on his slaughter’d heap retired, 

Not tamely, and unconqueiing thus expired ; 

But destiny is now their only foe, 

And dying, even o’er that they triumph too; 
With loud last breaths their master’s ’scape 
applaud, 

Of whom kind force could scarce the flites defraud ; 
Who for such followers lost, oh, matchless mind 
At his own safety now almost repined ! 

Say, royal Sir, by all your fame in arms. 

Your praise in peace, and by Urania’s charms ; 

If ail your sufferings past so nearly press’d. 

Or pierced with h& so painful grief your breast? 

Thus some diviner muse her hero forms. 

Not sooHied with soft dehghts^ but toss’d in 
storms. 

Ver. 1061. WTiiie iees in flowers rejoice, &c.] Viig. 
Eel. V. 76 

“ Dum juga montis ap^r, fluvios dum piscis amabit, 
Dumque thymo pascentur apes,” &c. &c. 

Todd 

Ver. 1066. Still Sebron's honour'd happy soil retains 

Our royal herds beauteous dear remains; &c J 
The duke seeming to have now got the better of his 
enemies, the Popish plot having lost its credit, and the 
fears of Popery greatly subsided, he embarked for Scotland 
in the Gloster yacht on the 3rd of May, to bring up bis 
family; hut here 

A biUer grief must poison half his joif. 

For early in the morning on the 6th, she strack upon a 
sand-bank, and soon went to the bottom, carrying with her 
one hundred and thirty stout men, several young people of 
quality, and many of &e duke’s servants, who 

With loud last breaths their master^ a ^ scape applaud. 

For so well was he beloved, that it is said, even when they 
saw themselves sinking without hope of relief, they ex- 
pressed their joy at beholding their master safe. And he 
was highly complimented for his resolution, calmness, and 
i humanity, on this melancholy occasion, in whicli he 
j seemed less solicitous for himself than any other person 
1 Derrick. 



76 


ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL. 


Nor stretch’d on roses in the myrtle grove, 

Nor crowns his days with mirth, his nights with 
love, 

But fax removed in thundering camps is found, 
His slumbers short, his bed the herbless ground : 
In tasks of danger always seen the first, 

Feeds from the hedge, and slakes with ice his 
thirst. “10 

Long must bis patience strive with fortune’s rage. 
And long opposing gods themselves engage, 

Must see his country flame, his friends destroy’d. 
Before the promised empire be enjoy’d : 

Such toil of fate must build a man of fame, “i® 
And such, to Israel’s crown, the godlike David 
came. 

What sudden beams dispel the clouds so fast, 
IVhose drenching rains laid all our vineyai’ds 
waste? 

The spring so far behind her comse dela/d, 

On the instant is in all her bloom array’d ; 

The winds breathe low, the element serene ; 

Yet mark what motion in the waves is seen ! 
Thronging and busy as Hyhlaean swarms, 

Or straggled soldiers summon’d to their arms. 

See where the princely bark, in loosest pride, 
With all her guardian fleet, adorns the tide 1 


Yer 1105 Nor on ro^es] First edition : .Yoi. 

Ver. 1107. 

But far r&mmed in thundering campa is fmndf 
JSxs slumbers short, his bed the herblesa ground : 

In tasks of danger always seen the first, 

Feeds from Hhe hedge, and slakes with ice his thirst} 

So Livy of Hannibal, lib. 19. cap. 4. 

“Nullo laboTo aut corpus fatigari, ant animus vinci 
poterat: caloris ac fngons patientia pai : oibl potionisquo 
aesuleno natiirali, non voluptate modus fiultus • vigiluu uni 
somnique nec die nec nocte disorimiuata tenipora ; id quud 
gerendib rebus supeiosset quieti datum, ca noqu' molli 
strato, neque silentio acceisita . multi sjapo militiui sagulo 
opertum nunc jncentom niter custoilias, htatiouesquo 
luihtum conspexerant vestitus niliil inter tequalos excol- 
lons: aima atque equi conspicicbantur : equitum pedi- 
tumque idem longo primus ei at princeps in pnelium ibat ; 
ultimus conserto priulio excedobat.” John 'Waeton. 

Ver. 1125. See where the princely bark, in loosest pi ide, 
With all her guardian fleet, adorns the tide! 
High on her deck the royal lovets stand, &c.] 
Having settled the goveinmentof Scotland, the Duke of 
York, with his duchess and household, returned to England 
arriving safely in tlie Oun-fleet on the 6th of May. They 
were met at Erith by the Iving and court, wliom they 
accompanied by water to Wnitehall, being s.Uuted, as they 


High on her deck the royal lovers stand, 

Our crimes to pardon ere they touch’d our laud. 
Welcome to Israel and to David’s breast < 

Here all your toils, here all your suffeiangs rest. 
This year did Ziloah rule Jerusalem, 

And boldly all sedition’s surges stem, 

Howe’er encumber’d with a viler pair 
Than Ziph or Shimei to assist the chair ; 

Yet Ziloah’s loyal labours so prevail’d, 

That faction at the next election fail’d. 

When even the common ciy did justice sound, 
And ment by the multitude was crown’d : 

With David then was Israel’s peace restored, 
Crowds mourn’d their eixor, and obey’d their 
lord. “•‘0 


came up, by the Tower guns, and hy all the ships in the 
river. Piom Whitehall they wont to Ailington-house in 
the Park, where they were sumptuously entertained ; and 
lus royal highness received the congi’atulatious of the city 
on his happy escape and return, and London and West- 
minster blazed with honfiies, and echoed with rejoicing for 
this happy event. Debbiok. 

Ver. 1129 Welcome to Hraet] The Duke of Buckingham 
gave this character of the two loyal brotheis; that Chiiiles 
could see things if he would, and James would see tilings 
if he could. The conductor James, and lus bchaviom in 
his visit to Oxfoi'd, is marvellously weak, preposterous, and 
ahsu vd It IS recorded m Anthony W ood’s Lite. Charles 1 1 
used to say with respect to the mistresses of his brother, 
which weie plain and homely, that his confessor had 
imposed such mistresses upon him as Mi-s. Williams, Lady 
Bellosyse, Mrs. Sedley, and Mis. ChurcluU, by way of 
penance Charles II ’s favouiite mistress retaiiU'd her 
beauty till near seventy years of ago Sir Peter Lely, in a 
high strain of flattery, diow her portrait, and tliat of hoi 
son the Duke of Ricbmond, as a Madonna and Child, for 
a convent in Prance. Dr. J. Wabton. 

Ver. 1131. This year did ZUoah rule Jerusalem, &c.] Sii 
John Moor, lord mayor of London m 1681, and one ol the 
representatives cf tlie city in Parliament, was a ni(».si 
zealous and corrupt pai-tisan of the couit. lie tiomiimtod 
two sheriffs whom ho knew would bo poilectly suhseu iciit 
to the ministry and the aibitrary measures ol the ICiiig. 
Di. J. Wabton. 

In a congratulatory poem, adilicssod to Sir William 
Pritchard, (the successor «)f Sir John Moor,) published on a 
half-sheet in 1082, the humble li.ird Inula lus indignation, 
not without an allusion to Drydeii’s poem, against 
“ That long-eai'd rout, and their Achitnphel, 

That think it sin to live and not lebel; 

Those pious elders, that (Ionova rabble, 

That hope, once more, to make old l^aul’s a sfable.” 

Todd. 

Ver. 1132. And boUly all sedition's fiurgcs stem,} Fu’Sl 
edition; Syrges. Derrick, Syrtes. 
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Addael . . . 

. Genei al Monk, Duke of Albemarle. 
TThe name given, thiough this 

Abetiidin . . . 

Poem, to a Loid Chancellor in 
(_ general. 

Absalom . . . 

. Duke of Monmouth. 

Acuitophrl . . 

, The Earl of Shaftesbury, 

Aduiel . . . 

, Earl of Mulgrave. 

Agag . . . 

Amiel . . 

. Sir Edmondbury Godfrey. 

( Mr. Seymour, Speaker of the House 
of Commons 

f Sir Heneage Finch, Earl of Win- 

Amei . . . 

Chelsea, and Lord Chancellor. 

Annabel . 

. Duchess of Monmouth. 

Aeod .... 

. Sir William Waller. 
fA Character drawn by Tate for 

Asaph .... 

J Dryden, in the Second Part of 
( this Poem. 

Balaam . 

. Eail of Hunilngdon. 

Bvlak .... 

. Barnet 
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THE MEDAL 

A SATIRE AGAINST SEDITION 


AN EPISTLE TO THE WHIGS. 


For to wliom can I dedicate this poem, with so much justice as to you'^ ’Tis the representation of 
your own hero : ’tis the picture drawn at length, which you admire and prize so much in little. 
None of your ornaments are wanting * neither the landscape of the Tower, nor the rising sun ; nor 
the Anno Domini of your new sovereign’s coronation. This must needs be a grateful undertaking to 
your whole party ; especially to those who have not been so happy as to purchase the original. I 
hear the graver has made a good mar-ket of it : all his kings are bought up already ; or the value of the 
remainder so mhanced, that many a poor Polander who would be glad to worship the image, is not 
able to go to the cost of him, but must be content to see him here. I must confess I am no 
groat artist ; but sign-post painting will serve the turn to remember a friend by, especially when 
better is not to be had. Yet for your comfort the lineaments are true ; and though he sat not fivo 
times to me, as he did to B., yot I have consulted history, as the Italian painters do, when they 
would dmw a Nero, or a Caligula; though they have not seen the man, they can help their imagina- 
tion by a statue of him, and find out the colouring from Suetonius and Tacitus. Truth is, you might 
have spared one side of your Medal : the head would be seen to more advantage if it were placed on 
a spike of the Tower, a little nearer to tbe sun, which would then break out to better purpose. 

You tell us in your preface to tbe No-protestant Plot,* that you shall be forced horeaftor to 
leave off your modesty : I suppose you moan that little which is left you ; for it was worn to rags 
when you put out this Medal. Never was there practised such a piece of notorious impudence in the 
face of an established government. I believe when he is dead you will wear him in thumb-rings, as 
the Turks did Scanderbeg ; as if there were virtue in his bones to preserve you against monarchy. 
Yet all this while you protend not only zeal for the public good, but a due veneration for the pei'son 
of the king. But all men who can see an inch before them, may easily detect those gross fallacies. 
That it is necessary for men in your circumstances to pretend both, is granted you; for without them 
there could he no ground to raise a fiction. But I would ask you one civil question, what right has 
any mam among you, or any association of men, (to come nearer to you), who, out of parliament, 
cannot be considered in a public capacity, to meet as you daily do in factious clubs, to vilify tbo 
government in your discourses, and to libel it in all your writings^ Wbo made you judges in IsraoH 
Or how is it consistent with your zeal to the public wel&re to promote sedition Does your defini- 
tion of loyal, which is to serve the king according to the laws, allow you the licence of traducing the 
executive power with which you own he is invested^ You complain that his Majesty has lost the love 
and confidence of his people ; and by your very urging it, you endeavour what in you lies to make 
him lose them. All good subjects abhor the thought of arbitrary power, whether it be in one or many : 
if you were the patriots you would seem, you would not at this rate incense the multitude to assume 
it ; for no sober man can fear it," either from the king’s disposition, or his practice, or even where you 
would odiously lay it, from his ministers. Give us leave to enjoy the government and the benefit of 
laws under which we were bom, and which we desire to transmit to our posterity. You are not the 

* A folio pamphlet with this title, vindicating Lord Shafteshury from being concerned in any plotting design against 
the Icing, was published in two parts, the first in 1681, the second in 1682. Wood says, that the general report was, that 
they were written by the carl himself, or tliat, at least, he found the materials; and his servant, who put it into the 
printer’s hands, was committed to prison. DEnaicx, 
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trustees of the public liberty ; and if you have not right to petition in a crowd, much loss have you to 
intermeddle in the management of affairs, or to arraign what you do not hke» which in effect is every 
thing that is done by the king and council. Can you imagine that any reasonable man will believe 
you respect the person of his Majesty, when ’tis apparent that your seditious pamphlets are stuffed 
with paiHcular reflections on him 1 If you have the confidence to deny this, ’tis easy to be evinced 
from a thousand passages, which I only forbear to quote, because I desire they should die, and be 
forgotten, I have perused many of your papers ; and to show you that I have, the third part of your 
No-protestant Plot* is much of it stolen from your dead author’s pamphlet, called the Growth of 
Popery ; as manifestly as Milton’s Defence of the English People is from Buchanan De jure regni apud 
Scotos ; or your first Covenant and new Association from the holy league of the French Guisards. 
Any one who reads Davila^ may trace your practices all along. There were the same pretences for 
reformation and loyalty, the same aspersions of the king and the same groimds of a rebellion. I know 
not whether you will take the historian’s word, who says it was reported, that Poltrot, a Hugonot, 
murdered Francis, duke of Guise, by the instigations of Theodore Beza, or that it was a Hugonot 
minister, otherwise called a Presbyterian, (for our Church abhors so devilish a tenet) who first writ a 
treatise of the lawfulness of deposmg and murdering kings of a different persuasion in religion ; but 
I am able to prove, from -tihe doctrine of Calvin, and principles of Buchanan, that they set the people 
above the magistrate ; which, if I mistake not, is your own fundamental, and which carries your 
loyalty no farther than your liking. When a vote of the House of Commons goes on your side, you 
are as ready to observe it as if it were passed into a law; but when you are pinched with any former, 
and yet unrepealed Act of Parliament, you declare that in some cases you will not be obliged by it 
The passage is in the same third part of the No-protestant Plot, and is too plain to be denied. Tlie 
late copy of your intended association, you neither wholly justify nor condemn ; hut as the papists, 
when they are unopposed, fly out into all the pageantries of worship ; but in times of war, wben they 
ore hard pressed by arguments, lie close entrenched behind the Council of Trent : so now, when your 
affaii'S ai’e in a low condition, you dare not pretend that to be a legal combination, but whensoever 
you are afloat, I doubt not but it will be maintained and justified to purpose. For indeed there is 
nothing to defend it but the sword ; ’tis the proper time to say any thing when men have all things 
in their power. 

In the mean time, you would fain be nibbling at a parallel betwixt this association, *f* and that in 
the time of Queen Elizabeth, But there is this small difference betwixt them, that the ends of the 
one are directly opposite to the other : one with the Queen’s approbation and conjunction, as head of 
it, the other without either the consent or knowledge of the Eliug, against whose authority it is 
manifestly designed. Therefore you do well to have recourse to your last evasion,+ that it was 
contrived by your enemies and shuffled into the papers that were seized ; which yet you see the 
nation is not so easy to believe as your own jury ; but the matter is not difflcult, to find twelve men 
in Newgate who would acquit a malefactor. ^ 

I have one only favour to de^e of you at parting, that when yon think of angering this poem, yon 
would employ the same pens against it, who have combated with so much success against Absalom 
and Achitophel : for then you may assm’e yourselves of a dear victory without the least reply. Hail 
at me abundantly ; and, not to break a custom, do it without wit : by this method yon will gain a 
considerable point, which is, wholly to waive the answer of my arguments. Never own the bottom 
of your principles, for fear they should he treason. Fall severely on the miscaniages of government ; 

* This third part, printed in quarto, was supposed to be written by Ferguson, under my lord's eye. It reflects on 
the proceedings against him in the points of high treason, whereof he stood accused ; and strives to depreemte the 
characters of the witnesses, by painting them in the most odious colours. The Growfh of Popery was written by 
Mr. Marvel, who published it a little before his death, which happened in 1G78. A second part of it was written by 
Mr. Ferguson above mentioned ; for which, and other seditious practices, his body was demanded of the states of Holland, 
he being then at Brill, hut refiised ; though Sir Thomas Armstrong had been given up by them a little before. This is 
the same man who was concerned in the Ryebouse-plot; and it is remarkable, that wben the Secretary of State was 
giving out orders for the seizing of the rest of the conspirators, he privately bade the messenger to let Ferguson escape. 
Deeeick. 

t ^Yhpn England, in the sixteenth century, was supposed in danger from the designs of Spain, the principal people, 
with the Queen at their head, entered into an association for the defence of their country, and of the Protestant religion, 
against popery, invasion, and innovation. Deeetck. 

X The friends of the Earl of Shaftesbury insinuated everywhere, that the draught of that association, which wbs smd 
to he found among his papers, was put there by the person who seized them, to advance the credit of the Tories, and give 
greater weight to the court charge Desbick. 
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for if scandal be not allowed, you are no free-born subjects. If God lias not blessed you with the 
talent of rhyming, make use of my poor stock and welcome ; let your vei’ses ruu upon my feet ; and 
for the utmost refuge of notorious blockheads, reduced to the last extremity of sense, turn my own 
linos upon me, and in utter despair of your own satire, make me satirize myself Some of you have 
been driven to this bay already , but, above all the rest, commend me to the non-conformist pamou, 
who writ the "Whip and Key. I am afraid it is not read so much as the piece deserves, because the 
bookseller is every week crying help at the end of his Gazette, to got it off. Tou see I am charitable 
enoug!L to do him a kindness, that it may be published as well as printed , and that so much skill in 
Hebrew derivations may not lie for waste paper in the shop. Yet I half suspect ho went no further 
for his learning than the index of Hebrew names and etymologies, which is printed at the end of 
some English bibles. If Achitophol signify the brother of a fool, the author of that poem wih pass 
with his readers for the next of kin. And perhaps it is the relation that makes tlio kindness. 
Whatever the verses are, buy them up, I beseech you, out of pity ; for I hear the conventicle is shut 
up, aud tlie brother of Achitophel out of service. 

How footmen, you know, have the generosity to make a pui’se for a member of their society who 
nas had his livery pulled over his ears ; and even Protestant socks are bought up among you, out of 
veneration to the name. A dissenter in poetry from sense and English will make as good a Protestant 
rhymer, as a dissenter from the Church of England a Protestant parson. Besides, if you encourage 
a young beginner, who knows but he may elevate his style a little above the vulgar epithets of pro- 
fene, and saucy Jack, and atheistical scribbler, with which he treats me, when the fit of enthusiasm 
is strong upon him : by which weE-mannered and charitable expressions I was certain of his sect 
before I knew bis name. What would you have more of a man ? He has damned me in your cause 
from Genesis to the Eevelations ; and has half the texts of both the Testaments against me, if you will 
be so civil to yourselves as to take him for your interpreter, and not to take them for Irish witnesses. 
After all, perhaps you will teU me, that you retained him only for the opening of your cause, and that 
your main lawyer is yet behind. How if it so happen he meet with no more reply than his prede- 
cessors, you may either conclude that I trust to the goodness of my cause, or fear my adversary, or 
disdain him, or what you please, for the short on’t is, ’tis indifferent to your humble servant, 
whatever your party says or thinks of him. 
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Op all our antic sights and pageantry, 

Which En glish idiots run in crowds to soe, 

Ver. 1. 0/ aU our antic The most candid^ and 

impartiai account of Lord Shaftesbury’s trial and acquittal, 
on which occasion this medal was stnick, is given hy Mr. 
Hume. “After the dissolution of the Parliament, and the 
suhsequentviefory of the Uoyalists, Shafteshury’s.evidences, 
with Turberville, Smith, aud others, addressed themselves 
to the ministers, and gave information of high treason 
against their former patron. It is sufficiently scandalous, 
tliat intelligence, conveyed by such men, should bo attended 
to ; but there is some reason to thmk, that the courb-agents, 
nay, the ministers, nay, the king himself, went further, 
and were active in endeavouring, though in vain,^ to find 
more reputable persons to support the blasted credit of the 
Irish witnesses. Shaftesbury was committed to prison, 
and his indictment was presented to the Grand Jury. The 
n('W Shenfls of London, Shute and Pilklngtun, were en- 
gaged as deeply as their predecessors in the country party ; 
and they took care to name a Jury extremely devoted to 
the same cause ; a precaution quite requisite, when It was 
scarce possible to wd men atteched to neither party. As 
ffir as swearing could go, the treason was clearly proved 
against Shaftesbury, or rather so clearly as to merit no 
kind of credit or attention. That veteran leader of a party, 
enured from his early youth to faction and intrigue to 


The Polish Medal hears the prize alone : 

A monster, more the fovounle of tho town 

cabals and conspiracies, was represented as opening, with- 
out reserve, his troasouable intentions to these 
banditti, and throwing out such violent and outrageous i c- 
proaclies upon the king, as none hut men of low cducaHon, 
like themselves, could he supposed to employ. The draught 
of an association, it is true, against Popery and tho dnko 
was found in Shaftesbury’s cabinet, and dangerous infiT- 
euces might he drawn from many clauses of that paper ; 
but it did not appear that it h.id been framed hy Shaftos- 
hury, or so much as approved by him ; and as projects of 
au association had been proiiosed in Parliament, it^was 
very natural for that nobleman to be thinking of some 
plan, which it might be proper to lay bcloro that assembly. 
The Grand Jury, thereioro, after weighing all these cn- 
cnmstances, rejected the indictment, and tho people, who 
attended the hall, testified their joy by the lond(‘st acclama- 
tions, which were echoed through the whole city ” 

Dr, J. Waeton. 

Ter. 3. The Polish MedaC\ The allusion is to tho ex- 
pectation, which, it was pretended, Lord Shaftesbury en- 
tertained, of being elected king of Poland, when John 
Sohieski was chosen. — This ndiculous report gave rise to 
several squibs, both in poetry and prose; hut in none oi 
the poetical pieces is the joko employed with advantage 
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Than either fairs or theatres have shown. ® 

Never did art so well with nature strive; 

Nor ever idol seem’d so much alive : 

So like the man ; so golden to the sight, 

So base within, so counterfeit and light. 

One side is fill’d with title and with face ; 

And, lest the king should want a regal place, 

On the reverse, a tower the town surveys ; 

O’er which our moimting sun his beams ^splayB. 
The word, pronounced ^oud by shrieval voice, 
Lcstamury which, in Polish, is Rejoice. 

The day, month, year, to the great act are join’d: 
And a new canting holiday design’d. 

Five days he sat, for every cast and look ; 

Four more than God to finish Adam took 
But who can tell what essence angels are, ^ 
Or how long Heaven was making Lucifer ? 

Oh, could ihe style that copied every grace. 

And plough’d such furrows for an eunuch face. 
Could it have form’d his evei>changing will. 

The various piece had tired the graver’s skill ! ® 
A martial hero fio:st, with early care. 

Blown, like a pigmy by the winds, to war. 

A beardless chief, a rebel, ere a man : 

So younjg his hatred to his prince began. 

Next this, (how wildly will ambition steer !\ ^ 

A vermin wriggling in the Usurper’s ear. 
Bartering his venal wit for sums of gold. 

He cast himself into the saint-hke mould ; 
Groan’d, sigh’d, and pray’d, while godliness was 
gain. 

The loudest bagpipe of the squeaking train. ^ 
But, as ’tis hard to cheat a juggler’s eyes, 

His open lewdness he could ne'er disguise. 

There split the saint : for hypoorltic zeal 
Allows no sins but those it can conceal 
Whoring to scandal gives too large a scope : ^ 

Saints must not trade; but they may interlope. 
The ungodly principle was all the same ; 

But a gross cheat betrays his partner's game. 
Besides, their pace was format grav^ and slack ; 
His nimble wit outran the heavy pack. 

Yet stUl he found his fortune at a stay ; 

Whole droves of blockheads choking up his way; 
They took, but not rewarded, his advice ; 

Viliam and wit exact a double price. 

Power was his aim; but, thrown from that 
pretence, ^ 

The wretch turn’d loyal in his own defence ; 

And malice reconciled him to his prince. 

Him in tho anguish of his soul he served ; 
Rewarded faster still than he deserved. 

The reader would derive no satisfaction from “ The last 
Will and Testament of Anthony, King of Poland," or from 
" The King of Polands last Speech to his Countr^en,” or 
from “ Tony’s Lamentation, or PotapsTda City-Case, being 
his last farewell to the consecrated Whigs,” all published 
in 1682, although to the last of them the tune is prefixed, in 
musical characters, Olwer now he forgotten I The dose 
oi 1682, or rather the beginning of 1683, produced also 
" Dagon’s Fall, or the Whigs’ Lament for Anthony, King 
of Poland and in 1683 was idso published, “ The Case is 
altered now, or the Conversion of Anthony, King of Inland, 
published for satis&ction of the Sanctifyed Brethren.” 

Todd. 

Vcr 19. Four more than God] This line is very offen- 
sively profane, as is a succeeding one, 

How long was Heaven in making Lucifer? 

There are too many such in this poem. See also line 
216;— 

his thunder could tliey shun, 

He should be forced to crown another son. 

Dr. J, Waston. 


Bebold him now exalted into tnist ; ^ 

His counsel ’s ofb convenient, seldom just. 

Even in tbe most sincere advice be gave. 

He bad a grudgmg stiH to be a knave 
Tbe finuds be Team’d in bis fanatic years 
Made bim uneasy in bis lawful gears. 

At best as bttle bonest as be could. 

And, like white witches, mischievously good* 

To bis fii*st bias longingly be leans ; 

And rather would be groat by wicked means. 

Thus framed for ill, be loosed our triple bold; 
Advice unsafe, precipitous and bold. 

From hence those tejirs J that Ibum of our woe I 
Who helps a powerful friend, fore-arms a foe. 
What wonder if tbe waves prevail so far. 

When be cut down tbe banks that made the 
bar] 

Seas follow but their nature to invade ; 

But be by art our native strength betray’d. 

So Samson to bis foe bis force confess’d; 

And to be shorn, lay slumbering on her breast. 
But when this fatal counsel, found too late, 
Exposed its author to tbe pubHc bate ; 

When bis just sovereign, by no impious way 
Could be seduced to arbitrary sway ; 

Forsaken of that hope be shifts tbe sail. 

Drives down tbe current with a popular gale ; * 
And diows tbe fiend confess’d without a veil 
He preaches to tbe crowd, that power is lent. 

But not convey’d to kingly government ; 

That claims successive bear no binding force, 

That coronation oaths are things of course ; ^ 

Maintains tbe multitude can never err; 

And sets tbe people in tbe papal chair. 

Tbe reason’s obvious ; intere^ never lies ; 

Tbe most have still their interest in their eyes ; 
Tbe power is always tbeir’s, and power is ever 
wise. ^ 

Almighty crowd, thou sbortenest all dispute ; 
Power is thy essence, wit tby attribute ! 

Nor fiiitb nor reason make Ibee at a stay. 

Thou leap’st o’er all eternal truths in tby Pindaric 
way ! 

Athens no doubt did righteously decide, ^ 

When Pbocion and when Socrates were tried; 

As righteously they did those dooms repent ; 

Still 3iey were wise whatever way they went : 
Crowds err not, though to both extremes they 
run; 

To kill tbe father, and recal the son. ™ 

Some tbink the fools were most as times went 
then. 

But now the world ’s o’erstock’d with prudent 
men. 

Tbe common cry is even rebgion’s test, 

Tbe Turk’s is at Constantinople best ; 

Idols in India; Popery at Rome ; 

And our own woi’sbip only true at boma 
And true, but for tbe time ’tas bard to know 
How long we please it shall continue so. 

This side to-day, and that to-morrow bums ; 

So all are (^d-a’migbties in their turns. 

A tempting doctrine, plausible and new ; 

What fools ojir fathers were, if this be true 
Who, to destroy tbe seeds of civil war, 

Inherent right in monarobs did declare : 

And, that a lawful power might never ceas^ 
Secured succession to secure our peaca 
Thus property and sovereign sway, at last, 

In equal balances were iustly cast : 

o 
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But tliis new .Jehu spurs the hot-mouth’d horse ; 
Instiucts the beast to know his native force ; ^ 

To take the bit between his teeth, and fly 
To Jbhe next hea^llong steep of anarchy. 

Too happy England, if our good we know, 

Would we possess the freedom we pursue ! 

The lavish government can give no more . 

Yet we roxflne, and plenty makes us poor, 

God tried us once ,* our rebel-fathera fought. 

He glutted them with all the power they sought : 
TiU mastei’’d by their own usurpmg brave, 

The free-born subject sunk into a slave. ^ 

We loathe our manna, and we long for quails ; 

Ah, what is man when his own wish prevaik 1 
How rash, how swift to plunge himself in ill ! 
Proud of his power, and boundless in his will ! 
That kings can do no wrong we must believe ,* ^ 
None can they do, and must they all receive^ 
Help, Heaven 1 or sadly we shall see an hour. 
When neither wrong nor right are in their power 1 
Already they have lost their best defence, 

The benefit of laws which they dispense : 

No justice to their righteous cause allow’d : , 

But baffled by an arbitrary crowd : 

And medals graved their conquest to record, 

The stamp and coin of their adopted lord. 

The man who laugh’d but once, to see an ass 
Mumbling to make the cross - grain’d tibistles 
pass, 

Might laugh again to see a jury chaw 
The prickles of unpalatable law. 

The witnesses, that leech-hke lived on blood, 
Sucking for them were med’oinally good ; 

But when they fasten’d on their fester’d sore. 
Then justice and religion they forswore ; 

Their maiden oaths debauch’d into a whoro. 

Thus men ai'e raised by factions, and deoned; 
And rogue and saint distinguish’d by their side. 
They rack even Scripture to confess their cause, 
And plead a call to preach in spite of laws. 

But that ’s no news to the poor injured page, 

It has been used as ill in every age : 

And is constrain’d with patience all to take, 

For what defence can Greek and Hebrew make ’ 
Happy who can this talking trumpet seize ,* 

They make it speak whatever sense they please; 
’Twas framed at first oux oracle to enquire ; 

But since our sects in prophecy grow higher, 

The text inspires not them, but they Hie text 
inspire. 

London, thou great emporium of our isle, 

0 thou too bounteous, thou, too fruitful Nile ! 
How shall I praise or curse to thy desert** 

Or separate thy sound jfrom thy corrupted part % 

1 call’d thoe Nile ; the parallel will stand ; 

Thy tides of wealth o’erflow the fatten’d land ; 
Yet monsters from thy large increase we find. 
Engender’d on the slime thou leaVst behind. 
Sedition has not wholly seized on thee, ^'5 

Thy nobler parts are from infection free. 

Ver 187. London, thou gnat emporium of owr wfe,] So 
Covrper in liis usual nervous and animated strains ; — 

'' O thou, resoit and mart of all the earth, 

Chequei’d with all complexions of mhiUkind, 

And spotted with all crimes ; in whom I see 
Much that I love, and more that I admire, 

And all that I abhoi , thou fteckled fair, 

That pleasest and yet shock’ st me, I can laugh, 

And I can weep, can hope, and can despond, 
i^eel wrath, and pity, when I think on thee !” 

Jonx Wabtox. 


Of Israel’s tribes thou hast a numerous band, 

But still the Canatuiite is in the land. 

Thy military chiefs are bravo and true ; 

Nor ai-e thy disenchanted burghers few. 

The head is loyal which thy heart commands, 

But what ’s a head with two such gouty hands ^ 
The wise and wealthy love the surest way, 

And are content to thrive and to obey. 

But wisdom is to sloth too great a slave ; 

None are so busy as the fool and knave. 

Those let me curse, what vengeance will they 
urge, 

Whose ordures neither plague nor fire can purge? 
Nor sharp experience can to duty bring, 

Nor ongiy Heaven, nor a forgiving king ! 

In gospel phrase their chapmen they betray ; 
Their shops ai’e dens, the buyer is their prey. 

The knack of trades is hving on the spoil ; 

They boast even when each other they beguile. 
Customs to steal is such a trivial thing, 

That ’tis their charter to defraud their king. 

All hands unite of every jarring sect ; 

They cheat the country fct, and then infoe b. 
They for God’s cause their monarchs dare de- 
throne, ^ 

And they'll be sure to make his cause their own. 
AVliethor the plottmg Jesuit laid the plan 
Of murdering kings, or the French Puntan, 

Our sacrilegious sects their guides outgo. 

And kings and kingly power would murder too. 
What means their traitorous combination Lss, 
Too plain to evade, too shameful to confess ! 

But treason is not own’d when 'tis descried ; 
Successful cranes alone are justified. 

The men, who no conspiracy would find, 

Who doubts, but had it taken, they had join’d, 
Join’d in a mutual covenant of defence; 

At first without, at last against their pniico ** 

If sovereign right by sovereign power they scan, 
The same bold maxim holds m God and man : 
God were not safe, his thunder could they shun, 
He should be forced to crown another son. 

Thus when the hoir was from the vineyard thrown, 
The rich possession was tho murderers’ own. 

In vain to sophistiy they have recourse : 

By proving their’s no plot, they prove ’tis worse ; ^ 
Unmask’d rebolhon, and audacious force : 

Which though not actual, yet all eyes may see 
’Tis working in tho immediate power to bo ; 

For from pretended grievances they rise, 

First to dislike, and after to despise. ^ 

Then Cyclop-like in human flesh to deal, 

Chop up a minister at every meal : 

Perhaps not wholly to melt down the king ; 

But chp his regal rights within the ring : 

Prom thence to assume the power of peace and 
I war, 280 

And ease him by degrees of public care. 

Yet to consult his dignity and fame, 

He should have leave to exercise the name ; 

And hold the cards while commons play’d tho 
game. 

For what can power give more than food and 
drink, 235 

To live at ease, and not be bound to think ** 

These are the cooler methods of their crime, 

But their hot zealots think 'tis loss of time ; 

On utmost bounds of loyalty they stand, 

And grin and whet like a Croatian band, ^**8 
That waits impatient for the last command4 
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Tlius outlaws open villany maintain, 

They steal not, but in squadrons scour the plain . 
And if their power the passengers subdue, 

The most have right, the wrong is in the few. 
Such impious axioms foolishly they show, 

For in some soils republics will not grow : 

Our temperate isle will no exti’emes sustain, 

Of popular sway or arbitrary reign : 

But slides between them both mto the best, ^ 
Secure in freedom, in a monarch blest : 

And though the climate, vex’d with various winds. 
Works through our yielding bodies on our minds,- 
The wholesome tempest pui'ges what it breeds, 

To recommend the calmness that succeeds. ^ 
But thou, the pander of the people’s hearty 
0 crooked soul and serpentine m arts. 

Whose blandishments a loyal land have whored, 
And broke the bond she plighted to her lord; 
lATiat curses on thy blasted name will fell 
Which age to age their legacy shall call ; 

For all must curse the woes that must descend 
on all. 

Religion thou hast none : thy Mercury 
Has pass’d through every sect, or theirs through 
thee. 

But what thou giv’st, that venom still remains ; 
And the pox’d nation feels thee in their bi-aina 
What else inspires the tongues and swells the 
breasts 

Of all thy bellowing renegade priests, 

Vcr. 260. curses on thy llasied wme\ Can this 

verse, o]-\or.se 270, 277, 296, 60, 66, 81, and indeed many 
othcis, 1)0 called just satire ? and ought they not rather to 
be deemed ofteiisive, gross, and downright rihaldiy ? 

“ Eic succus nigrae loUginis, hasc est 
^lugonrera*^ 

Neither the Shajteslury of Dryden, nor the Earvey of 
Pope, give us any favourable idea of their hearts and 
tempera. The author of the Characteristics, the grandson 
of Sliafteshury, did not lot Dryden escape for this usage of 
his ancestor, " To see," says he, " the incorrigibleness of 
our poets, in their pedantic manner, their vanity, their 
defiance of criticism, their rhodomontade, and poetical 
bravado, we need only tum to our famous poet laureat, the 
very Sayes himself, m one of his latest and most valued 
pieces, his Don Sebastian, writ many years after the in- 
genious author of tlie Rehearsal had drawn his picture.” 
— Vol.IIl,p.276. Dr. J. Waxtox. 

Ver. 267. 

What else inspires the tongues and swells ihe breasts \ 
Of all thy bellowing renegado priests, &c ] 

Dryden seems to have borrowed some of tliese severe 
remaiks upon the fanatical ministers from The Geneva 
Ballad, published on a single half sheet in 1674, which 
equals in bitterness (and is not deficient in poetical spirit) 
the passage before us. I select a stanza or two in unison 
with Dryden. 

*‘He whom the Sisters so adore. 

Counting his actions all divine ! 

Who, when the Spint hints, can roar, 

And, if occasion serves, can whine, 

Nay, he can bellow, bray, or bark. 

Was ever sike a heuk-lam’d clerk, 

That speaks all Unguas of the aik ! i 

“ To draw in proselytes like bees, 

With pleasing twanghe tones his prose, i 

He gives his handkerchief a squeeze. 

And draws John Calvin through his nose. 

Motive on motive he obtrudes, 

With slip-stocking similitudes, 

Eight uses more, and so concludes. 

« When monarchy began to bleed. 

And treason had a fine new name ; i 

When Thames was halderdash’d with Tweed, j 

And pulpits did like beacons flame ; j 


j That preach up thee for God; dispense thy 
laws ; 

And with thy stum ferment thy fainting cause ? 
Fresh fames of madness raise; and toil and 
sweat 271 

To make the formidable cripple great. 

I Yet should thy enmes succeed, should lawless 
power 

Compass those ends thy greedy hopes devour, 
Thy canting friends thy mortal foes would be, ^73 
Thy God and their’ s will never long agree ; 

For thine (if thou hast any) must be one 
That lobs the world and human-kind alone : 

A joUy god, that passes hours too weU 
To promise heaven, or threaten us with hell : 
That unconcem’d can at rebellion sit, 

And wmk at crimes he did himself commit. 

A tyrant their’s ; the heaven their prie^ood 
paints 

A conventicle of gloomy sullen saints ,* 

A heaven hke B^am, slovenly and sad ; ^ 

Fore-doom’d for souls, with felse religion mad. 

Without a vision poets can foreshow 
What all but fools by common sense may know : 
If true succession from our isle should fnilj 3S9 
And crowds profene with impious arms prevail, 
Not thou, nor those thy factious arts engage. 
Shall reap that harvest of rebellious rage, 

With which thou flatterest thy decrepit age. 

The swelling poison of the several sects, 

Which, wanting vent, the nation’s health infects, 
Shall burst its bag j and fighting out their way, 
The various venoms on each other prey. 

The presbyter, puff’d up with spiritual pride, 
Shan on the necks of the lewd nobles ride : 

His brethren damn, the civil power defy; ®jo 
A nd parcel out repubhc prelacy. 

But short shall be his reign : Ms rigid yoke 
And tyrant power will puny sects provoke ; 

And frogs and toad^ and all their tadpole train. 
Will croak to heaven for help, ffom this devouiiug 
crane. ®js 

The cut-throat sword and clamorous gown shall 
jar, 

In shaiing their ill-gotten spoils of war : 

Chiefe sh^ be grudged the part which they 
pretend ; 

Lords envy lor^, and friends with every friend 
About their impious merit shall contend. 

The surly commons shall respect deny, 

And justle peei^e out with property. 

Their gener^ either shall his trust betray, 

And force the crowd to arbitrary sway ; 

Or they, suspecting his ambitious aiin, 

When Jeroboam’s calves were rear’d, 

And Laud was neither loved nor fear’d, 

This Gospel-Comet first appear’d." Todd. 

Ver. 293. thy decrepit age'l This appearance of 

Shaftesbury, who however was now little more than sixty, 
is also described in ‘‘ Tony’s Lamentation," published about 
the same time as “ The Medal" was. 

“ Alas 1 poor nnfortnnate Tony, 

Where now must thon hide thy old headi 
That has not so much as one crony 
Dares own the great things thou hast said. 


“ Ungrateful, nnsensihle cullies, 

To leave your decrepit patroou 
To the merciless rage of the bullies 
And tones in every lampoon I " 

Todd. 
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In hate of kings shall cast anew the frame ; 

And thrust out Collatine that bore their name. 

Thus inborn broils the factions would engage. 
Or wars of exiled heirs, or foreign rage, 

Till halting vengeance ovei’took our age ; ^ 


And our wild labours wearied into rest, 
R^lined us on a rightful monarch’s brotist. 

Pudet hj8c opprohria, vohis 

£t dici potuisse, & non potulsse refelli. 


EELIGIO LAICI; 

OB, A LATMAN’S FAITH. 


THE PEEEACE. 


A Poem with so bold a title, and a name prefixed from which the handling of so serious a subject 
would not be expected, may reasonably oblige the author to say somewhat in defence, both of himself 
and of his undertaking. In the first place, if it he objected to me that, being a layman, I ought not to 
have concerned myself with speculations, which belong to the profession of divinity; I could answer, 
that perhaps laymen, with equal advantages of parts and knowledge, are not the most* incompetent 
judges of sacred things ; but in the due sense of my own weakness and want of learning I plead not 
this : I pretend not to make myself a judge of faith in others, but only to make a confession of my 
own. I lay no unhallowed hand upon the ark, but wait on it with the reverence that becomes me at 
a distance. In the next place I will ingenuously confess, that the helps I have used in this small 
treatise, were many of them taken from the works of our own reverend divines of the Church of 
England; so that the weapons with which I combat irreligion, are already consecrated; though I 
suppose they may be taken down as lawfully as the sword of Goliah was by David, when they are to 
be employed for the common cause against the enemies of piety. I intend not by this to entitle them 
to any of my errors, which yet I hope are only those of charity to mankind ; and such as my own 
charity has caused me to commit, that of others may more easily excuse. Being naturally inclined to 
scepticism in philosophy, I have no reason to impose my opinions in a subject which is above it , but 
whatever they are, I subnoit them with all reverence to my mother Church, accounting them no 
further mine, than as they are authorised, or at least uncondenmed by her. And, indeed, to secure 
myself on this side, I have used the necessary precaution of showing this paper before it was published 
to a judicious and learned friend, a man indefatigably zealous in the service of the Church and Slate ; 
and whose writings have highly deserved of both. He was pleased to approve the body of the 
discoTirse, and I hope he is more my friend than to do it out of complaisance : it is true ho had too 
good a taste to like it all; and, amongst some other faults, recommended to my second view, what I 
have written perhaps too boldly on St. Athanasiui^ which he advised me wholly to omit I am 
sensible enough that I had done more prudently to have followed his opinion : but then I could not 
have satisfied myself that I had done honestly not to have written what was my own. It has always 
been my thought, that heathens who never did, nor without miracle could, hear of the name of Chiist, 
were yet in a possibility of salvation. Heither wdll it enter easily into my belie:!^ that before the 
coining of our Saviour, the whole world, excepting only the Jewish nation, should lie under the 
inevitable necessity of everlasting punishment, for want of that revelation, which was confined to so 
small a spot of ground as that of Palestine, Among the sons of Noah we read of one only who was 
accursed ; and if a blessing in the ripeness of tiine was reserved for Japheth (of whose progeny we 
are) it seems unaccountable to me, why so many generations of the same ofi^ring, as preceded our 
Saviour in the fledi, should be all involved in one common condemnation, and yet that their posterity 
should be entitled to the hopes of salvation : as if a bill of excluaon had passed only on the fathers, 
which debarred not the sons from their succession. Or that so many ages had been delivered over 
to hell, and so many reserved for heaven, and that the devil had the fii'st choice, and God the ne-vt 



OR, A hkYUAWS FAITH. 


S5 


Truly I am apt to think, that the revealed religion which was taught by Hoah to all liis sons, might 
continue for some ages in the whole posterity. That afterwards it was mcluded wholly in the family 
of Shem is manifest ; but when the progenies of Cham and Japheth swarmed into colonies, and those 
colonies were subdivided into many others, in process of time their descendants lost by little and 
little the primitive and purer rites of divine worship, retaining only the notion of one deity,* to which 
succeeding generations added others : for men took their degrees in those ages from conquerors to 
gods. Revelation being thus eclipsed to almost all mankind, the light of nature as the next in dignity 
was substituted ; and that is it which St. Paul concludes to be the rule of the heathens, and by which 
they are hereafter to be judged. If my supposition be true, then the consequence which I have 
assumed in my poem may be also true ; namely, that Deism, or the principles of natural wor^p, are 
only the feint remnants or dying flames of revealed religion in the posterity of Hoah ; and that our 
modem philosophers, nay and some of our philosophising divines, have too much exalted the feculties 
of our soul^ when they have maintained that, by Hieir force, mankind has been able to find out that 
there is one supreme agent or intellectual being which we call God : that praise and prayer are his 
due worship ; and the rest of those deducement^ which I am confident are the remote effects of 
revelation, and unattainable by om* discom’se, I mean as simply considered, and without the benefit 
of divine iHumination. So that we have not lifted up ourselves to Gtod, by the weak pinions of our 
reason, but he has been pleased to descend to us ; and what Socrates said of what Plato writ, 
and the rest of the heathen philosophers of several nations, is all no more than the twilight of revela- 
tion, after the sun of it was set in the race of Hoaln That there is something above us, some principle 
of motion, our reason can apprehend, though it cannot discover what it is by its own virtue. And 
indeed ’tis vei-y improbable, that we, who by the strength of our faculties cannot enter into the 
laiowledge of any Being, not so much as of our own, should he able to find out, by them, that supreme 
nature, which we cannot otherwise define than by saying it is infinite ; as if infinite were definable, 
or infinity a subject for our narrow understanding. They who would prove religion by reason, do 
but weaken the cause which they endeavour to support; it is to take away the pillars from our faith, 
and to prop it only with a twig ; it is to design a tower like that of Bab^ which, if it were possible, 
as it is not, to reach heaven, would come to nothing by the confusion of ihe workmen. For every 
mau is building a several way; impotently conceited of his own model and Ms own materials: 
reason is always striving, and always at a loss ; and of necessity it must so come to pass, while it is 
exercised about that wMch is not its own proper object. Let us be content at last to know God by 
his own methods ; at least, so much of him as he is pleased to reveal to us in the sacred Scriptures : 
to apprehend them to be the word of God is all our reason has to do ; for all beyond it is the work 
of feith, which is the seal of heaven impressed upon our human understanding. 

And now for what concerns the holy bishop Athanasius, the preface of whose creed seems incon- 
ristent with my opinion ; wMch is, that heathens may possibly be saved ; in the first place I desire 
it may be considered that it is the prefece only, not the creed itseld^ which, till I am better informed, 
is of too hard a digestion for my charity. ’Us not that I am ignorant how many several texts of 
Scripture seemingly support that cause ; but neither am I ignorant how all those texts may receive a 
kinder, and more mollified interpretation. Every rnan who is read in Church history, knows that 
belief was drawn up after a long contestation with Arius, concerning the divinity of our blessed 
Saviour, and Ms being one substance with the Father; and that thus compiled it was sent abroad 
among the Christian Churches, as a kind of test, wMch whosoever took was looked on as an orthodox 
believer. It is manifest from hence, that the heathen part of the empire was not concerned in it , 
for its business was not to <^iaiviTigiiiRh betwixt Pagans and Christians, but betwixt Heretics and true 
Believers. TMS, woU considered, takes off the heavy weight of censure, wMch I would willingly 
avoid, from so venerable a man ; for if this proportion, “whosoever will be saved,” be restrained only 
to those to whom it was intended, and for whom it was composed, I mean the Christians ; then the 
anathema reaches not the Heathens, who had never heard of Christ, and were nothing interested in 
that dispute. After all I am far from blaming even that prefe-tory addition to the creed, and as fiir 
fi’om cavillmg at the continuation of it in the-liturgy of the Church, where on the days appointed it 
is publicly read : for I suppose there is the same reason for it now, in opposition to the Socmian^ as 
there was then against the Arifl,TiR j the one being a Heresy, wMch seems to have been refined out of 
the other ; and with how much plausibility of reason it combats our religion, with so much more 
caution to be avoided : and therefore the prudence of our Church is to be commended, which baa 
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interposed her authority for the recommendation of this creed. Yet to such as axe grounded in the 
true ’belief, those explanatory creeds, the Nicene and this of Athanasius, might perhaps be spared; 
for what is supernatural, will always be a mystery in spite of exposition, and for my own part, the 
plain Apostles’ creed is most suitable to my weak undeiistanding; os the simplest diet is the most easy 
of digestion. 

I have dwelt longer on this subject than I intended, and longer than perhaps I ought ; for having 
laid down, as my foundation, that the Scripture is a rule ; that in all things needful to salvation it is 
clear, sufficient, and ordained by God Almighty for that purpose, I have left myself no right to 
interpret obscure places, such as concern the possibility of eternal happiness to heathens : because 
whatsoever is obscure is concluded not necessary to be known. 

But, by asserting the Scripture to be the canon of our fnlh, I have unavoidably created to myself 
two sorts of enemies : the Papists indeed, more directly, because they have kept the Scripture from 
us what they could; and have reserved to themselves a right of interpreting what they have delivered 
under the pretence of infallibility : and the Fanatics more collaterally, because they have assumed 
what amoimts to an infallibility, in the private spirit : and have detorted those texts of Scripture 
which are not necessary to salvation, to the damnable uses of sedition, disturbance, and destruction of 
the civil government. To begin with the Papists, and to speak freely, I think them the less 
dangerous, at least in appearance, to our present state, for not only the penal laws are in force against 
them, and their number is contemptible ; but also their peerage and commons are excluded from 
parliament, and consequently those laws in no probability of being repealed. A general and 
uninterrupted plot of tbeir Clergy, ever since the Reformation, I suppose all Protestants believe ; for 
it is not reasonable to think but that so many of their orders, as were outed from thoir fat possessions, 
would endeavour a re-entrance against those whom they account heretics. As for the late design, Mr. 
Coleman’s letters, for aught I know, are the best evidence ; and what they discover, without wire- 
drawing their sense, or malicious glosses, all men of reason conclude credible. If there be anything 
more than this required of me, I must believe it as well as I am able, in spite of the witnossos, and 
out of a decent conformity to the votes of parliament; for I suppose the Fanatics will not allow the 
private spirit in this case. Here the infallibility is at least in one part of the government ; and our 
undei'standings as well as our wills are represented. But to return to Roman Catbohes, how can wo 
be secure from the practice of Jesuited Papists in that religion 1 For not two or ihree of that order, 
as some of them would impose upon us, but almost the whole body of them are of opinion, that their 
infallible master has a right over kings, not only in spirituals but temporals. Not to name Mariana, 
BoUarmine, Emanuel Sa, Molina, Santarel, Simancha, and at least twenty others of foreign countries ; 
we can produce of our own nation. Campion, and Doleman or Parsons, besides many are named 
whom I have not read, who all of them attest this doctrine, that the Pope can depose and give away 
the right of any sovoreign prince, si wl paulum defiexent, if he shall never so little warp ; but if ho 
once comes to bo excommunicated, then the bond of obedience is taken off from subjects ; and they 
may and ought to drive him, like another Nebuchadnezzar, ex hominum Ch'istianfyirum dmmaiu, from 
exercising dominion over Christians ; and to this they are bound by virtue of divine precept, and by 
all the ties of conscience under no less penalty than damnation. If they answer me, as a loamod 
priest has lately written, that this doctrine of the Jesuits is not defide; and that consequently they 
are not obliged by it, they must pardon mo, if I think they have said nothing to the purpose ; for it is 
a maxim in their Church, where points of fedth are not decided, and that doctors are of controi'y 
opinions, they may follow which part they please; but more safely the most received and most 
authorized. And their champion Bellannme has told the world, in his apology, that the king of 
England is a vassal to the Pope, ratione directi deminiif and that he holds in villanage of bis Roman 
andlord. 'Which is no new claim put in for England. Our chronicles are his authentic witnesses, 
that king John was deposed by the same plea^ and Philip Augustus admitted tenant. And which 
makes the more for Beharmine, the French king was again ejected when our king submitted to the 
Church, and tho crown received under the sordid condition of a vassalage. 

It is not sufficient for the more moderate and well-meaning Papists, of which I doubt not there arc 
many, to produce the evidences of their loyalty to the late king, and to declai'o their innoconcy in 
this plot : I will grant their behaviour, in the first, to have been as loyal and as bravo as they desire ; 
and will he willing to hold them excused as to the second, I mean when it comes to my turn, and 
after my betters; for it is a madness to bo sober alone, while the nation continues drunk : but that 
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saying of tlieir father Gres, is still running in my head, that they may be dispensed -with in their 
obedience to an heretic prince, while the necessity of the times shall obhge them to it : for that, as 
another of them tells us, is only the effect of Christian prudence ; but when once they shall get power 
to shake him off, an heretic is no lawful king, and consequently to rise against him is no rebellion. I 
should bo glad, therefore, that they would follow the advice which was chaiitably given them by a 
reverend prelate of our Chui’ch; namely, that they would join in apubhc act of disowning and detest- 
ing those Jesuitic principles; and subscribe to all doctrines which deny the Pope’s authority of 
deposing kings, and releasing subjects from their oath of allegiance : to which I should think they 
might easily be induced, if it be true that this present Pope has condemned the doctrine of kmg- 
kiUing, a thesis of the Jesuits, amongst others, ac caGiedrdt as they call it, or in open consistory. 

Leaving them therefore in so fair a way, if they please themselves, of satisfying all reasonable men 
of their sincerity and good meaning to the government, I shall make bold to consider that other 
extreme of our religion, I mean the Fanatics, or Schismatics, of the English Church. Since the Bible 
has been translated into our tongue, they have used it so, as if theii* business was not to be saved but 
to be damned by its contents. If we consider only them, better had it been for the English nation 
that it had still remained in the origmal Greek and Hebrew, or at least in the honest Latin of 
St. Jerome, than that several texts in it diould have been prevai-icated to the destruction of that govern- 
ment which put it into so ungratefiil hands. 

How many heresies the first translation of Tindal produced in few years, let my lord Herbert’s 
history of Henry the Eighth inform you; msomuch, that for the gross errors in it, and the great 
mischiefs it occasioned, a sentence passed on the first edition of the Bible, too shameful almost to be 
repeated. After the short reign of Edward the Sixth, who had contmued to carry on the Reformation 
on other principles tha-n it was begun, every one knows that not only the chief promoters of that 
work, but many others, whose consciences would not dispense with Popery, were forced, for fear of 
persecution, to change climates : from whence returning at the beginnmg of queen E li zabeth s reign, 
many of them who had been in France, and at Geneva, brought back the rigid opinions and imperious 
discipline of Calvin, to graft upon our Reformation. Which, though they cunningly concealed at 
first, as well knowing how nauseously that drug would go down in a lawful Monarchy, which was 
prescribed for a rebellious Commonwealth, yet they always kept it in reserve, and were never 
wanting to themselves either in comt or parliament, when either they had any prospect of a numerous 
party of fanatic members of the one, or the encouragement of any fiivourite in the other, whoso 
covetousness was gaping at the patrimony of the Church. They who will consult the works of our 
venerable Hooker, or the account of his life, or more particularly the letter written to him on this 
subject, by Geoigo Cranmer, may see by what gradations they proceeded; from the d is like of cap 
and surplice, the very next step was admonitions to the parliament against the whole government 
ecclesiastical : then came out volumes in English and Latin in defence of their tenets : and immediately 
practices were set on foot to erect their discipline without authority. Those not succeeding, satire 
and railmg was the next : and Martin Mar-prelate, the Marvel of those times, was the fii-st presbyteiion 
scribbler, who sanctified libels and scumlity to the use of the good old cause. YThich was done 
says my author, upon this account ; that their serious treatises havmg been fully answered and 
refuted, they might compass by railing what they had lost by reasoning ; and, when their cause was 
sunk in court and paihament, they might at least hedge in a stake amongst the rabble : for to their 
ignorance all thiugs arc wit which are abusive ; but if Church and State were made the theme, then the 
doctoral degree of wit was to be taken at Billingsgate . even the most saintlike of the party, though 
they durst not excuse this contempt and vilifying of the government, yot were pleased, and giinned 
at it with a pious smile ; and called it a judgment of God against the hierarchy. Thus sectaries, we 
may see, were horn with teeth, foul-mouthed and scuiTilous from their infemey : and if spmtual pride 
venom, violence, contempt of superiors, and dander, had been the maiks of orthodox bchef , the 
presbytery and the rest of our schismatics, which are their spawn, were always the most visible 
church in the Christian world. 

It is true, the government was too strong at that time for a rebellion; but to show what proficiency 
they had made in Calvin’s school, even then their mouths watered at it: for two of their gifted 
brotherhood, Hacket aud Coppinger, as the stoiy tolls us, got up into a pKise-cart, and harangued the 
people, to dispose them to an insuiTCction, and to establish their discipline by force: so that 
however it comes about, that now they celebrate queen Ehzabeth’s hirth-night, as that of theii' siunt 
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and patroness ; yet then they were for doing the work of the Lord by arms against her ; and in all 
probability they wanted but a fknatio lord mayor and two dieriSs of their party, to have com- 
passed it. 

Our venerable Hooker, after many admonitions which he had given them, towards the end of his 
prefiice, breaks out into this prophetic speech ; “There is in every one of these considerations most 
just cause to fear, lest our hastiness to embrace a thing of so perilous consequence,” (meaning the 
preshyterian discipline,) “ ^ould cause posterity to feel those evils, whidi as yet are more easy for us 
to prevent, than they would be for them to remedy.” 

How fetahy this Cassandra has foretold we know too well by sad experience : the seeds were sown 
in the time of queen Elizabeth, the bloody harvest ripened in the reign of king Charles the Martyr : 
and because all the dieaves could not he carried off without shedding some of the loose grains, 
another crop is too likely to follow ; nay, I fear it is unavoidable if the conventiclers be permitted still 
to scatter. 

A man may he suffered to quote an adversary to our religion, when he speaks truth : and it is the 
observation of Maimbourg, in his History of Calvinism, that wherever that discipline was planted and 
embraced, rebellion, civil war, and misery, attended it. And how indeed should it happen otherwise ^ 
Reformation of Church and State has always been the ground of our divisions in England. 'While we 
were Papists, our holy fether rid us, by pretending authority out of the Scriptures to depose princes ; 
when we shook off his authority, the sectaries furnished themselves with the same weapons; and out 
of the same magazine, the Bible : so that the Scriptures, which are in themselves the greatest security 
of governors, as commanding express obedience to them, are now turned to their destruction ; and never 
since the Refoimation has there wanted a text of their interpreting to authorise a rebel And it is to 
be noted by the way, that the doctrines of king-killing and deposing, which have been taken up only 
by the worst party of the Papists, the most firontless flatterers of the Pope’s authority, have been 
espoused, defended, and are still maintained by the whole body of Honconformists and republicans. 
It is hut dubbing themselves the people of Gtod, which it is the interest of their preachers to tell them 
they are, and their own interest to believe ; and after that^ they cannot dip into the Bible, but one 
text or other will turn up for their purpose : if they are under persecution, as they call it, then that 
is a mark of their election ; if they flouri^ then God works miracles for their deliverance, and the 
spints are to possess the earth. 

They may think themselves to be too roughly handled in this paper ; but I who know best how far 
I could have gone on this subject, must he bold to tell them they are spared : though at the same time 
I am not ignorant that they interpret the mildness of a writer to them, as they do the mercy of the 
government ; in the one they think it fear, and conclude it weakness in the other. The best way for 
them to confute me is, as I before advised the Papists, to disclaim their principles and renounce their 
practices. We shall all he glad to think them true Englishmen when they obey the King, and tiuo 
Protestsants when they conform to the Ghurch-discipline. 

It remains that I acquaint the reader, that these verses were written for an ingenious young 
gentleman my friend, upon his translation of The Critical History of the Old Testament, composed 
by the learned flither Simon : the verses therefore are addressed to the translator of that work, and 
the style of them is, what it oqght to be, epistolary. 

If any one be so lamentable a critic as to require the smoothness, the numbers, and the turn of 
heroic poetry in this poem; I must tell him, that if he has not read Horace, I have studied him, and 
hope the style of his epistles is not ill imitated her& The expressions of a poem designed purely for 
instruction, ought to be plain and natural, and yet majestic; for here the popm is presumed to he a 
kind of lawgiver, and those three qualities which I have named, are pi'Oper to the legislative style. 
The florid, elevated, and figurative way is for the passions ; for love and hatred, fear and anger, are 
begotten in the soul, by showing their objects out of their true proportion, either greater than the 
life or loss : but instruction is to he given by showing then^ what they naturally are. A mw is to be 
cheated ipto passion, bqt to bo reasoned into truth. 
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Dim as tlie borrow’d beams of moon and stars 
To lonely, weary, wandering travellers. 

Is Reason to the soul : and as on high. 

Those rolling fires discover but the sky. 

Not light ns here : so Reason’s glimmering ray * 
Was lent, not to assure onr doubtful way. 

But guide us upward to a better day. 

And as those nightly tapers disappear. 

When day’s bright lord ascends our hemisphere ; 
So pale grows Reason at Rehgion’s sight ; 

So dies, and so dissolves in supernatural light. 
Some few, whose lamp shone brighter, have been 
led 

From cause to cause, to nature’s secret head ; 
And found that one first principle must be : 

But what, or who, that tjiovebsal He ; 

Whether some soul incompassing this ball. 
Unmade, unmoved ; yet making, moving all ; 

Or various atoms’ interfering dance 
Leap’d into form, the noble work of chance ,* 

Or this great all was from eternity ; 20 

Not even the Stagirite himself could see; 

And Epicurus guess’d as well as he : 

As blindly gi’oped they for a future state; 

As rashly judged of providence and fate : 

But least of all could their endeavours find* ^ 
What most concern’d the good of human kind : 
For happiness was never to be found ; 

But vanish’d from ’em like enchanted gi’ound. 

One thought Content the good to be enjoy’d : 

This every little accident destroy’d : 

The wiser madmen did for Virtue toil, 

A thorny or at best a barren soil ; 

Ver. 6 ’ ReasorCs glirnmering ray] If man iras 

really corrupted, and had lost in great measnre the knoir- 
ledge of the true religion of nature ; then, the expediency 
and the usefulness of a revelation vras not the less, merely 
because reason, if rightly exercised, (and it was not) was 
capable of discovering all the necessary principles of mo- 
rality: nay, indeed, the advantage of revelation is as 
evident, as it would have been, if men were actually and 
unavoidably ignorant of the great truths of religion. 

Dr. J. Wabton-. 

Ver. 16. tTiat universal He;] In the valuable 

and curious translations lately given us from the Sanskreet 
language, we find many wonderfol and sublime descriptions 
of the Deity) particularly in the Baghvat-Geeta, an episode 
in the Mahabarat, a poem of the highest antiquity m 
India ; where are the following words ; pages 94 and 95, 
tianslated by Mr. Wilkins. 

“O mighty being,” says Arioon, "who art the prime 
Creator, eternal God of gods, tJie world’s mansion. Thou 
art the incorruptible being, distinct from all things tran- 
sient. Thou art before all gods, the ancient Poorosh and 
the supreme supporter of the universe. Thon knowest all 
things, and art worthy to be known ; thon art the supreme 
mansion, and by thee, 0 infinite form, the universe was 
spread abroad. Keverence be unto thee before and behind ; 
reverence be unto thee on all sides ; 0 thou who art aU in 
all. I nfini te is thy power and thy glory. Thou art the 
father of aU things, animate and inanimate.” Dr. J. 
WabTon. 

• Opinions of the several sects of philosophers concerning 
the summum 'bonwm. Marginal Note, orig. edit. 


In Pleasure some their glutton souls would steep. 
But found their line too short, the well too deep ; 
And leaky vessels which no bliss could keep ^ 
Thus aimous thoughts in endless circles roll. 
Without a centre where to fix the soul : 

In this wild maze their vain endeavours end : 
How can the less the greater comprehend 1 
Or finite reason reach Infinity ? ^ 

For what could fathom Gk)d were more than He. 

The Deist thinks he stands on firmer ground;* 
Cries lupe/ca, the mighty secret ’s found : 

God is that spring of good ; supreme, and best ; 
We made to serve, and in ihat service blest; ^ 
If BO, some rules of worship must be given. 
Distributed alike to all by Heaven : 

Else God were partial, and to some denied 
The means his justice should for all provide. 

This general worship is to peabe and peat : 

One part to borrow blessings, one to pay : 

And when frail nature slides into offence. 

The sacrifice for crimes is penitence. 

Yet since the effects of providence, w’e find, 

Are variously dispensed to human kind ; ** 

That vice triumphs, and virtue suffers here, 

A brand that sovereign justice cannot bear; 

Our reason prompts us to a future state ; 

The last appeal from fortune and from fate : 
Where God’s all-righteous ways will be declared ; 
The bad meet punishment, the good rewai’d. 

Thus man by his own strength to heaven would 
soar: t 

And would not be obliged to God for mora 
Vain, wretched creature, how art thou misled 
To think thy wit these god-hke notions bred ! ® 
These truths are not the product of thy mind, 

But dropt from Heaven, and of a nobler kind. 
Reveal’d Religion first inform’d thy sight, 

And Reason saw not, till Faith sprung the light 

* System of Deism. Marginal Note, orig. edit. 

Ver. 42. Deist ihinls] To a serious and religious 
deist, wbo should say, he cannot embrace Chri&tiani^, on 
account of the many difficulties and seemmg absurdities 
with which it is overloaded, we might surely reply— first, 
Are you certain that these seeming absurdities are the true 
and genuine doctrines of Christianity, and not added to it 
by fantastic and fanatical commentators? and secondly, 
Are there no such difficulties and absurdities as you com- 
plain of in revelation, to be found also in deism ? What 
can you say, of an imcaused cause of every thing ? of a 
being who has no relation to time or space? of a being 
whose infinite goodness lay dormant for so many ages? 
and, as Milton says, who built so late ? How do you re- 
concile omniscience and prescience with the contingency 
and freedom of the human wiU? How will you fully and 
adequately account for the introduction and existence of 
moral and natural evil, under the government of a being 
infinitely powerihl, good and wise ? What dear ideas have 
yon on these subjects ? If you leject Christianity on the 
score of the difficulties which you complain of, you ought, 
to act consistently, to reject deism also. 

Dr. J, WABToiir. 

+ Of revealed religion. Marginal Note, orig edit. 
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Hence all thy natural worship takes the source : 
’Tis revelation what thou think’st discourse. 

Else how com’st thou to see these truths so clear, 
Which so obscure to Heathens did appear 1 
Hot Plato these, nor Aristotle found : 

Nor he whose wisdom oracles renown’d.* 7® 
Hast thou a wit so deep, or so sublime, 

Or const thou lower dive, or higher climb ** 

Canst thou by reason more of Godhead know 
Than Plutarch, Seneca, or Cicero ^ 

Those giant wits in happier ages bom, 

(When arms and arts did Greece and Rome 
adorn,) 

Knew no such system : no such piles could raise 
Of natural worship, built on prayer and praise 
To one sole God. 

Hor did remorse to expiate sin prescribe : ^ 

But slew their fellow-creatures for a bribe : 

The guiltless victim groan’d for their offence ; 
And cruelty and blood was penitence. 

If sheep and oxen could atone for men. 

Ah 1 at how cheap a rate the rich might sin ,* 
And great oppressors might Heaven’s wrath 
beguile. 

By offering his own creatures for a spoil ! 

Dar’st thou, poor worm, offend Infinity 
And must the terms of peace be given by thee? 
Then thou art Justice in the last appeal ; 

Thy easy God instructs thee to rebel : 

And, like a king remote, and weak, must take 
What satisfaction thou art pleased to make. 

But if there be a power too just and strong, 

To wink at crimes, and bear impunish’d wrong; 
Xook humbly upward, see his will disclose 
The forfeit first, and then the fine impose : 

A mulct thy poverty could never pay. 

Had not eternal wisdom found the way : 

And with celestial wealth supphod thy store : 

» His justice makes the fine, Ms mercy quits the 
score. 

See God descending in thy human frame ; 

The offended suffering in the offender's name ; 

All thy misdeeds to him imputed see. 

And all his righteousness devolved on thee. 

For granting we have sinn’d, and that the 
offence 

Of man is made against Omnipotenco, 

Some price that bears proportion must bo paid ; 
And iuflmte with infinite be weigh’d. 

See then the Deist lost : remorse for vice, 

Not paid; or paid, inadequate in price * 

What fiirther means can Eeason now direct, 

Or what relief from human wit expect 

* Socrates. Marginal Note, orig. edit. 

Ver. 76. JBfast thou a wit so deep, or so sxiUlmp, 

Or canst thou lower dive, or higher clvnib^ 

Canst thou ly reason mwe qf Uodhead know, &c ] 
Altliough, in tlie manner of these interrogations, Dryden 
has ohvionsly home in mind the solemn language of Scrip- 
tiu e, it is also plain that in his application of it he has de- 
tracted from its grandeur and impressiveness. From the 
conceit of the poet Tve turn with admiration to the words of 
the patriarch: — “Canst thou by searcliing find out God? 
canst thou find out the Almighty unto peifection^ It is as 
high as heaven; what canst thou do? deeper than hell; 
what canst thou know ? ” Job si. 7, 8. Todd. 

Ver. 98 What 8at‘<ifaction] “Though by the light of 
nature it was indeed exceeding prohalile and to he hoped 
for, that God would forgive sm upon ti uc and real repent- 
ance ; yet it could not he proved, that he was absolutely 
obliged to do so, or that he would certainly do so. Hence 
arises the importance, utility, and corafoit of revelation.” 
Hr. J. Wabtox. 


That shows us sick ; and sadly are wo sure 
Still to he sick, tiU Heaven reveal the euro : 

If then Heaven’s will must needs he imderstood, 
(Which must, if we want cure, and Heaven bo 
good,) 

Let all records of will reveal'd be shown ; 

With Scripture all in equal balance thrown. 

And our one sacred book will be that one. 

Proof needs not here, for whether wc compare 
That impious, idle, superstitious ware 
Of rites, lustrations, offerings, (which before, 

In various ages, various countries boro,)' 

With Christian faith and virtues, we shall find 
Hone answering the great ends of human kind, ^ 
But this one nde of life, that shows us best 
How Gk)d may be appeased, and mortals blest. 
Whether from length of time its worih wo draw, 
The world is scarce more ancient than the law : 
Heaven’s eaidy care prescribed for every age ; 
First, in the soul; and after, in the page. 

Or, whether more abstractedly we look. 

Or on the writers, or the written hook. 

Whence, hut from Heaven, could men unskillVl 
marts, 

In several ages bom, in soveiul parts, 

Weave such agreeing truths or how, or why, 
Should all conspire to cheat us with a he ? 
Unask’d their pains, imgratcfnl their advice, 
Starving their gain, and martyrdom their price. 

If on the book itself we cast our view. 
Concurrent heathens prove the story tmo : 

The doctrine, miracles ; which must convinco, 
For Heaven in them appeals to human souse • 
And though they prove not, they confirm the 
cause, ^ * 0 

When what is taught agrees with nature’s laws. 

Then for the style, majestic and divine. 

It speaks no less than God in every hne : 
Conimandmg words, whose force is still tho 
same 

As the first fiat that produced our frame. 

All friths beside, or did by arms aHcoud, 

Or souse indulged has made maukmd tlioir friend : 
This only doctrine does our lusts oppose : 

Unfed by nature’s soil, in which it grows ; 

Cross to our interests, curbing sciiRc and sin ; 
Oppress’d without, and undermined within, 

It thi’ivGS through pom ; its own tormoiitors tirob ; 
And with fli stubborn patience still aspires. 

To what can Eeason such effects assign 
Traiiscouding nature, but to laws diviiie ^ 

Which m that sacred volume are contain’d ; 
Sufficient, clear, and for that uso ordain'd. 

But stay * the Deist hero will urge anew, * 

No supomatural worship can bo tme : 

Bocauso a gonoral law is that alone 

Winch must to all, and every whoro, he known : 

Vpi 162. If s own toj mentors tiros ,] Origon says 

deal ly and decisively, that hut few persons died for their 
iaiLIi in Christ ; a passage that of itself is sufficient to show, 
that the number of martyi's has heeu gi’catly oxa£rgorat(*(l, 
and confirms tho famous opinion of Dodwoll, in his Dissert. 
Cyprianicaj. But Dodwell haa been frefpicntly answei cd. 
Dr. J. Wabton. 

• Objection of tlio Deist. M. N. Orig. edit. 

Ver. 170. Bemuse a general laio] The olijrctions, which 
are futile enough, tliat are urged against Christlonity, from 
the want of its universality, are all of tliom fully answcu’cd 
by Tjaw, in his “ Considerations on the Theory of lUdigion,” 
and by tliat close reasmicr, Mr Ffoamo Jonyns, in Ins “'rrea- 
tisc of the Oiigin of Fvil," p. 108, where ho deuiou.dratos 
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A style so large as not tliis book can claim, 

Nor aught that bears reveal’d rehgion’s name. 

’Tis said the sound of a Messiah’s birth 
Is gone through all the habitable earth : 

But still that text must be confined alone 
To what was then inhabited and known : 

And what provision could from thence accrue 
To Indian souls, and worlds discover’d new 
In other parts it helps, that, ages past. 

The Scriptures there were known, and were 
embraced, 

Till Sin spread once again the shades of night : 
What ’s that to these who never saw the light ^ 

Of all objections this indeed is cliief * 

To startle reason, stagger fi’ail belief : 

We grant, ’tis true, that Heaven from human 
sense 

Has hid the secret paths of Providence : 

But boundless wisdom, boundless mercy, may 
Find even for those bewilder’d souls a way : 

If from his nature foes may pity claim, 

Much more may strangei*s who ne’er heard his 
name. 

And though no name be for salvation known. 

But that of his eternal Son’s alone ; 

Who knows how fiir transcending goodness can 
Extend the merits of that Son to man ^ 

Who kno-ws what reasons may his mercy lead,* 

Or ignorance invincible may plead ^ 

Not only charity bids hope the best. 

But more the great apostle has express’d * 

That if the Gentiles, whom no law inspired. 

By nature did what was by law required; 

They, who the written inile had never known. 
Were to themselves both rule and law alone : 

To nature’s plam indictment they shall plead , ^ 
And by their conscience be condemn’d or fi?eed. 

the impossibility of this universality of revelation from 
the modes of existence of all human affairs. Dr. J. 
Warion. 

V(jr 177. To what was then irihaMted^ The whole earth 
itself 1.S but a little spot, that hears no proportion at all to 
the univeise; and in all probability the large and number- 
less orbs of heaven cannot but be supposed to be filled with 
beings more capable than we to show forth the praise and 
glory of their Almighty Creator, and more worthy to be the 
objects of his care and love. To which other beings, in 
other parts of the universe, God may have made discoveries 
of his will, according to their several wants and capacities, 
in ways of which we can know nothing, and in which ive 
have no concern. Dr J- Wabtox. 

* The objection answered. M. N. Orig. edit 

Vor. 187. the. seciet paths'] “In the common 

affairs of life,” says Balguy most admirably, “ common ex- 
perience is sufficient to direct us. But wiU common expe- 
iience serve to guide our judgment concerning the fall aiid 
redemption of mankind? From what we see every day, can 
we explain the comynencement, or foretel the dissolution of 
the world? Or can we undeitake to prescribe to infinite 
Wisdom, at what time, and in what manner, and by what 
steps, he shall convey the knowledge of true religion over 
the face of the whole earth ? To judge of events like these, 
we should he conversant with the history of other planets ; 
should know the nature, the circumstances, the conduct of 
their several inhabitants ; should he distinctly informed of 
God’s various dispensations to all the different orders of 
rational beings.” Tliis, the reader must allow, is a most 
rational and complete comment on this whole passage of 
Dryden, and is worth his most serious attention. Dr. J. 
VVartoit. 

V er 196. Extend the merits] “ As no man ever denied,” 
says Clarke, “ but that the benefit of the death of Chiist 
extended haGhwaids to those who lived before his appear- 
ance in the world, so no man can piove hut that the same 
benefit may likewise extend itself forwards to those who 
never hcaid of his appearance, though they lived ajter it.” 
Dr. J. Wabton. 


Most righteous doom 1 because a rule reveal'd 
Is none to those from whom it was conceal’d. 
Tben those who follow’d Reason’s dictates right, 
Lived up, and lifted high their natural light ; 
With Socrates may see them Maker’s fiice, ^ic 
While thousand rubric-martyrs want a place. 

Nor does it balk my charity, to find 
The Egyptian bishop of another mind ; 

For though his creed eternal truth contains, 

’Tis hard for man to doom to endless pains 
AH who believed not all his zeal required ; 

Unless he first could prove he was inspired- 
Then let us either think he meant to say 
This faith, where publish’d, was the only way : 

Or else conclude, that, Anus to confute, ^ 
The good old man, too eager in dispute. 

Flew high ; and, as his Christian ftuy rose;, 
Damn’d all for heretics who durst oppose. 

Thus far my charity this path has -cried ; * 

(A much unskilful, but well-meaning guide :) 226 

Yet what they axe, eVn these crude fiioughts were 
bred 

By reading that which better thou hast read : 

Thy matchless author’s work: which thou, my 
friend, 

By well tran^ting better dost commend ; 

Ver. 213. The Egyptian lishop] Earonius, JBona, Bellar- 
mine, and Rivet, think Athanasius wrote the creed that goes 
under his name ; hut many modem cntics ascribe it to a 
Latin writer, Vigilius, bishop of Tapsus, m Africa ; and it 
is not to he found in almost any manusenpt of Athanasius’s 
works , and the style is moie like a Latin than a Gi eek writer, 
noi dees St. Cyril, of Alexandria, nor the Council of Ephesus, 
ever urge it or make mention of it in the arguments used 
against the horefau*s of AVtonw and Eutyches. The famous 
book of Serve tus, De Tiinitatls Erronbns, is in a vile 
obscure style. Libn 7. per Mich. Servetum, -alias Reves ab 
Arragone Hispanum, 1631. Dr. J. Waetok. 

Ver. 214. For though his creed] Many very serious Chris- 
tians devoutly wish with TiUotsm, “that we were faiily rid 
of this creed,” which they look upon as the greatest blemish 
in our Litragy. This is not a place to enter into contro- 
versy concerning it We may just transiently observe the 
wonderftd absurdity of declaring in one sentence, that the 
doctrine of the Trinity is incompreheTistble, and in the very 
next an attempt to explavn it Kothing can he more im- 
perfect and unsatisfac^iT than the history of the famous 
and important Council oiEice on this subject for neither 
the time or place in which it was assembled, nor the num- 
ber of those who sat in it nor even the name of the bishop 
who presided on it have ever been cleaily ascertained. 
See VaZestus on Eusebius, and Assemau's Blbl. Oriental, 
and Mosheim, Vol. I. p. 337. That excellent man and 
writer, Dr Clarke, has thus expressed lumself on tins im- 
poitant doctrine, in woids that contain all that can justly 
he said on it : — “ The self-existent Cause and Father of all 
things did, before all ages,” says Clarke, “in an incom- 
prehensible manner, beget or produce a Divine person, 
styled the Logos, the Woid, or Son of God, in whom dwells 
the fulness ol divine perfections, excepting absolute Supre- 
macy, Independency, or Self-OrigmatianV Bishop Pearson 
maintains the very same opinion of the Son with Dr. 
Clarke, concerning the absolute emalxty of the Son to the 
Father, yet was never censured for this opinion, as Clarke 
has been, with much acrimony and injustice. Dr. J. 
Waetojt. 

• Digression to the translator of Father Simonas Critical 
History of the Old Testament M. N. Orig edit 

Ver. 228. Thy matchless author^ s] The professed design 
of Father Simon, in his Critical History, was to collect and 
represent tlie many difficulties that are to be found in the 
text of the Sacred Scriptures, m older to infer the absolute 
necessity of receiving the Romish doctrine of oral tradition, 
and some infaUihle inte^reter. The Church of Rome, 
therefore, embraced his opinion, which was certainly artful 
and insidious, and aimed at the truth and authenticity of 
the Scriptures ; and such it was deemed to be by many 
able divines both at home and abroad And I remember 
Di. Balguy often mentioned it, as a work intended to un- 
dermine Christianity. Infidel writeis have not failed to 
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Those youthful hours which, of thy equals most 
In toys have squander’d, or in vice have lost, 
Those hours hast thou to nobler use employ’d ; 
And the severe delights of truth enjoy’d. 

Witness this weighty book, in which appeai-s 
The crabbed toil of many thoughtful years, 235 
Spent by thy author, in the si&ig care 
Of Rabbins’ old sophisticated ware 
From gold divine ; which he who well can sort 
May afterwards make algebra a sport. 

A treasure, which if country curates buy, ^ 
They Junius and Tremellius may defy : 

Save pains in various readings and translations. 
And without Hebrew make most leam’d quota- 
tions. 

A work so full with various learning hunght. 

So nicely ponder’d, yet so strongly v^rought, 

As Nature’s height and Art’s last hand required : 
As much as man could compass, uninspired. 
Where we may see what eiTors have been made 
Both in the copiers’ and translators’ trade • 

How Jewish, Popish, interests have prevail’d, 

And where infallibility has fail’d. 

For some, who have his secret meaning guess’d. 
Have found our author not too much a pnest : 
For fashion-sake he seems to have recourse 
To Pope, and Councils, and Tradition’s force : ^ 
But ho that old traditions could subdue, 

Could not but find the weakness of the new; 

If Scripture, though derived from heavenly 
birth, 

Has been but carelessly preserved on earth ; 

If God’s own people, who of God before ^go 
K new what we know, and had been promised more. 
In fuller terms, of Heaven’s assisting care, 

And who did neither time nor study spare 
To keep this book untainted, unperplex’d, 

Let in gross errors to corrupt the text, 

Omitted paragraphs, embroil’d the sense. 

With vain traditions stopp’d the gaping fence, 
Which every common hand pull’d up with ease : 
What safety from such brushwood-helps as these ^ 
If written words from time are not secured, 270 
How can we think have oral sounds endured? 
Which thus transmitted, if one mouth has fad’d, 
Immortal lies on ages are entail’d : 

And that some such have been, is proved too 
plain ; 

If we consider Interest, Church, and Gain. ^ 
Oh, but, says one. Tradition sot aside,* 

Where can we hope for an uneiTuig gmde ** 

For since the origmal Scripture has been lost. 

All copies disagreeing, maim’d the most, 

avail tlicmselves of these ohjecMons. Cdlins, in his Dis- 
course on Free^Uivtikmg, has dwelt much on the various 
readings of the Scriptures, and he was most effectually and 
most ii-refragably answered by Bentley, in hia JPhileleutheius 
Lipsrni^. No part of the OharacUristics seems to have 
heen more elaborately wiitten. than the last part of his 
tliird volume, where he ridicules various readings, texts, 
glosses, conrpUements, editions, &c. and where the old 
gentleman, whom he introduces as the chief speaJeer, cer- 
tainly meant hrmself. Brydeir certainly did not perceive 
the mischief that lm*ked in this treatise of Simon, which 
he so highly commends his young friend ffampden for 
ti’anslating. Dr J. Waucox. 

Dr. Warton’s authority for calling Dryden’s young friend 
by the name of Hampden is probably derived from Derrick’s 
assertion ; for which there appeal s no authority; the initials 
of this young friend being given as H D. 

* Of the infallibility of tradition in general. M. N. Oiig. 

edit 


Or Christian faith can have no certain ground, 

Or truth in Church Tradition must be found. 

1 Such an omniscient Church we wish indeed ; 
’Twere worth both Testaments ; and cast in the 
Creed : 

But if this mother be a guide so sure, 

As can all doubts resolve, all truth secure, ^ 
Then her infallibility, as well, 

Where copies ai-e corrupt or lame, can toll , 
Restore lost canon 'with as little pain^ 

As truly explicate what still remains : 

Which yet no Council dare pretend to do, ^ 
Unless like Esdras they could write it new: 
Strange confidence, still to interpret true, 

Yet not be sure that all they have explain’d. 

Is in the blest original contain’d. 

More safe, and much more modest ’tis, to say ^ 
God would not leave mankind without a way : 
And that the Scriptures, though not every where 
Free from corruption, or entire, or clear, 

Are uncorrupt, sufficient, clear, entire. 

In all things which our needfiil faith require ^ 
If others in the same glass better see, 

*Tis for themselves they look, but not for me : 
For my salvation must its doom receive. 

Not from what others but what I believe. 

Must all tradition then be set aside ? * 

This to affirm were ignorance or pride. 

Are there not many pomts, some needful sure 
To saving faith, that Scripture leaves obscure? 
Which every sect will wrest a several way, 

(For what one sect interprets, all sects may ;) 

We hold, and say we prove from Scriptui’o plain, 
That Christ is God ; the bold Socinian 
From tho same Scripture urges he ’s but ma/ii. 
Now what appeal can end the important suit ? 
Both parts talk loudly, but the rule is muto. 

Shall I speak plain, and in a nation free 
Assume an honest layman’s liberty ? 

I think, (according to my Httle skill, 

To my own mother-church submitting still) 

That many have been saved, and many may, 

Who never hoard this question brought m play. 
The unletter’d Christian, who believes in gross, 
Plods on to Heaven, and ne’er is at a loss : 

For the strait-gate would be made straitoi 
yet, 

Were none admitted there but men of wit. 


Ver. 2S2. Such an omnisd&nt Ohvrcl{\ The doctrines of 
Popeiy have «oiled and obscured tho pure doctrines of 
Christianity, just as the smoke of thuii many tapers and 
incense-pots have damaged the figures of Mvdiael Angelo in 
the Last Judgment. Di. J. Warton". 

Ver. 286. Then her infalhhihtgf’] But in this infallible 
Church there have been as many dlffci’ent and discordant 
opinions, as among the vanous sects of Proti'stants. One 
Pope has excommunicated another, and one Council issued 
a seveie anathema against another. Tho idea of establish 
ing an uniformity of opinions on religious subjects, is 
founded on a perfect ignorance of the nature of man. 

“ solos crodis habendos 

Ease Deos, quos ipse colia ? " 

Juvenal. S 15, v. OS. 

Di.J War'ion, 

Ver. 300. In all \Mngs\ This argument is urged with 
much force and precision, in the Eloquence Ohretimie, of 
M Gishert * which was a favourite book of the groat Lord 
Somers, and wi ought a great effect in his way of thinking 
in icligious matters. Elijah Penton communicated this 
anecdote, as a fact he well knew, to Mr. Walter Ilarte. 
Dr.J. WAET 021 . 

* Ohj’ection in behalf of tradition urged by Father Simon, 
M. N. Grig, edit 
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The few by nature form’d, with learning fi-aught. 
Bom to instruct, as others to be taught, 

Must study well the sacred page ; and see 

Which doctrine, this, or that, does best agree 

With the whole tenor of the work divine : ^so 

And plainliest points to Heaven’s reveal’d 
design : 

Which exposition flows from genuine sense ; 

And which is forced by wit and eloquence. 

Hot that tradition’s parts are useless here : 

When general, old, disinteress’d and clear : ^ 

That ancient Fathers thus expound the page, 

Gives tmth the reverend majesty of age : 

Confirms its force, by biding every test ; 

For best authoritys next rules are best. 

And still the nearer to the spring we go, 

More limpid, more unsoil’d the waters flow. 

Thus, first traditions were a proof alone ; 

Could we be certain such they were, so known • 
But since some flaws in long descent may be, 

They make not truth but probability. ^45 

Even Arius and Pelagius durst provoke 

To what the centuries preceding spoke. 

Such difference is there in an ofr-told tale : 

But truth by its own sinevra will prevail 

Tradition written therefore more commends ^so 
Authority, than what from voice descends : 

And this, as perfect as its kind can b^ 

Rolls down to us the sacred history : 

Which from the Universal Church received. 

Is tried, and after, for itself believed. ^ 

The partial Papists would infer from hence * 
Their Church, in last resort, should judge the 
sense. 

But fimt they would assume with wond’rous 
art,f 

Themselves to bo the whole, who are but part 

Of that vast frame, the Church ; yet graut they 
w ore 

The handers down, can they from thence infer 

A right to interpret 1 or would they alone. 

Who brought the present, claim it for their 
own? 

The book’s a common laigess to mankind ; 

Hot more for them than every man design’d ; ®JS 
The welcome news is in the letter found ; 

The carrier ’s not commission’d to expound. 

It speaks itself, and what it does contain. 

In ^ things needful to he known, is plain. 

In times o’ergrown with rust and ignorance, 

A gainful trade their cleigy did advance : 

When want of learning kept the laymen low, 1 

And none but priests were authorised to know : 1 

When what small knowledge was, in them did ’ 
dwell, 

And he a god who could but read or spell : 

Then mother Church did mightily prevail : 

She parcell’d out the Bible by retail : 

But stiU expoimded what she sold or gave. 

To keep it m her power to damn and save. 
Scripture was scarce, and as the market went, ^ 
Poor laymen took salvation on content ; 

As needy men take money good or bad : 

God’s word they had not, but the priest’s they 
had. 

Yet, whate’er frlse conveyances they made, 

The lawyer stiU was certain to be paid. ^ 

• The second ohjectioh. M. N. Orig. edit. 

+ Answer to the ohjection. M. N. Orig. edit. 

In those dark times they leam’d their knack so 
well. 

That by long use they grew infallible : 

At last, a knowing age began to inquire 

If they the book, or that did them inspire : 

And, making narrower search, they found, though 
late, 

That what they thought t£e priest’s, was their 
estate ; 

Taught by the wiR produced, (the written word,) 
How long they had been cheated on record. 

Then, every man who saw the title fair 

Claim’d a child’s part, and pnt in for a diare : ^ 
Consulted soberly his private good, 

And saved himself as cheap as e’er he could. 

’Tis true, my friend, (and frr be flattery hence,) 
This good has full as bad a consequence : 

The book thus put in every vulgar hand, 

Which each presumed he best could understand. 
The common rule was made the common prey ; 
And at the mercy of the rabble lay. 

The tender page with homy fists was gall’d ; 

And he was gifted most that loudest bawl’d : 

The spirit gave the doctoral degree : 

And every member of a company 

Was of h^ trade, and of the Bible, free. 

Plain truths enough for needful use they found : 

But men would still be itchmg to expound : 

Each was ambitious of the obscurest place. 

Ho measure ta’en from knowledge, all from 
grace. 

Study and pains were now no more their care ; 
Texts were explain’d by fasting and by prayer : 

This was the fruit the private spirit brought : 
Occasion’d by great ze^ and little thought 

While crowds unleam’d, with mde devotion 
warm, 

About the sacred viands buzz and swarm. 

The fly-blovra text creates a crawling brood ; 

And turns to maggots what was meant for food. ^ 

A thousand daily sects rise up and die ; 

A thousand more the perish’d race Supply : 

So all we make of Heaven’s discover’d will. 

Is, not to have it, or to use it ill. 

The danger’s much the same; on several shelves 

If others wreck us, or we -wreck ourselves. 

What then remains, but, waiving each extreme, 
The tides of ignorance and pride to stem 1 

Heither so rich a treasure to forego ? 

1 Hor proudly seek beyond our power to know : 

Faith is not built on disquisitions vain ,* ^ 

1 Tlio things we must beheve are few and plain : 

1 But sincG men -will believe more than they need, 

' And every man will make himself a creed, 

1 In doubtful questions *tis the s^est v^ay 

To learn what unsuspected andents say : 

For ’tis not likely we should higher soar 

In search of Heaven, than ail the Church before : 
Hor can we be deceived, unless we see 

The Scripture and the Fathers dis^ee. 

If after all they stand suspected still, 

(For no man’s faith depends upon his will ;) 

’Tis some relief, that points not clearly known. 
Without much hazard may be let alone : 

And after hearing wliat our Church can say, 

If still our reason runs another way. 

That private reason ’tis more just to curb, 

Than by disputes the public peace disturb. 

For points obscure are of smdl use to leam : 

But common quiet is mankind’s concern. ^ 
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Thus have I made my own opinions clear ; 
Yot neither praise expect nor censure fear : 


Vcr 461. iriTj oion opinions char •] All the argu- 

ments ^vllich Dryden. has heie put togethoi in defence of 
revelation, must appear stale and tntc to us, vrho since his 
time have had the happiness of reading' such treatises as 
Clarke on the Attributes, Butler’s Analogy, Berkley’s 
Alciphron, Bishop Sherlock’s Sermons, Watson’s Apology, 
Hurd on Prophecy, Soame Jeuyns’ Treatises, Jortin’s 
Discourses, Palcy’s Evidences, and Laidiicr s Credibility. 
Dr, J. Wauton. 


And this unpolisli’d rugged vorso I chose, 

As fittest for discourse, and nearest prose : 

For while from sacred tmth I do not swerve, 
Tom Steruhold’s, or Tom yhadweH’s rhymes will 
serve. 

Ver 453. rugged verse] An old expression. Thus 

in P. Fletcher’s Piso. Eclogues^ edit. 1G33, p. 19 : — 

“ Time is my foe, and hates my rugged rimob.” 

And Fletcher adopted it from Spenser. Todd, 


THhENODJA AUGUSTALIS: 

A FUNERAL PINDARIC POEM. 

SACRED TO THE HAPPT MEMORY OP KINO CHARLES H. 


I. 

Thus long my grief has kept me dumb : 

Sure there ’s a lethargy in mighty woe, 

Tears stand congeal’d, and cannot flow ; 

And the sad soul retires into her inmost room : 
Tears, for a stroke foreseen, afford relief; ® 

But, unprovided for-a sudden blow, 

Like Niobe we marble grow ; 

And petrify with griefi 
Our British heaven was all serene, 

Ko threatening cloud was nigh, lO 

Not the least wrinkle to deform the sky ; 

■VVe lived as unconcem’d and happily 
As the first age in nature’s golden scene ; 

Supine amidst our flowing store, 

We slept securely, and we dreamt of more : 
When suddenly the thundei^clap was heard, 

It took us unprepared and out of guard, 
Already lost before we fear’d. 

The amazing news of Charles at once were spread. 
At once &e general voice declared, ^ 

« Our gracious prince was dead.” 

No sickness known before, no slow disease, 

To soften grief by just degrees: 

But like an hurricane on Indian seas, 

The tempest rose ; 25 

An unexpected burst of woes : 

Ver, 1. Thus long my grief] The following just, though 
severe sentencG, has been passed on this Thicnodia, hy one 
who was always willing, if possible, to extenuate the 
blemishes of our poet. “ Its first and obvious defect is the 
iiregulanty of its metre, to ■which the ears of that age, 
however, were accustunied. What is worse, it has neither 
tenderness nor dignity; it is neither magnificent nor 
pathetic. Ho seems to look round him for images 
Hhich ho cannot find, and what he has he distoits bv 
erideavonung to enlaige them. He is, he says, potiified 
with giicf, but the maible relents, and trickles in a joke 
Tlicie is throughout the composition a desire of splendour 
u I thou t wealth. In the conclusion, he seems too much 
lileased with the prospect of the now reign, to have lamented 
Ins old master with much sincenty ” — Dr. Johnson. Dr. J. 

WAET()ir 

Vei 22. N'o sickness known be /01 e,j Original edition. 
Todd, 


Witb scarce a breathing space betwixt, 

This now becalm’d, and perishing the next. 

As if great Atlas j6rom his height 
Should sink beneath his heavenly_ weight, ^ 
And with a mighty flaw, the flaming wall 
(As once it shall,) 

Should gape immense, and rushing down, o’or- 
whelm this nether ball ; 

So swift and so surprising was our fear : 

Out Atlofl fell indeed ; but Hercules was near. ^5 

n. 

His pious brother, sure the host 
ever bore that name, 

Was newly risen from his rest, 

And, with a fervent flamo, 

His usual morning vows had just address’d 
For his dear sovereign’s health ; 

And hoped to have them hoard, 

In long increase of years, 

In honour, feme, and wealth : 

Guiltless of greatness thus he always prayed, ^ 
Nor knew nor wish’d those vows he made 
On his own head should be repaid. 

Soon as the iU-omen’d rumour reach’d his ear, 

(HI news is wing’d with fate, and flies apace,) 
Who can describe the amazement of his face ! 
Horror in all his pomp was there, 

Mute and magnificent without a tear : 

And then the hero first was scon to fear. 

Half unarray’d he ran to his relief, 

So hasty and so aiiloss was his grief : 

Approaching greatness mot him with her charms 
(3f power and future state ; 

But look'd so gliastly in a brother’s fate, 

He shook her from his arms. 

Arrived witliin the mournful room, ho saw . 

A wild distraction, void of awe. 

And arbitraiy grief, unbounded by a law. 

God’s image, God’s anomtod lay 
Without motion, pulse, or breath, 

A senseless lump of sa<?red clay, w 

An image now of death. 


f 
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Amidst liis sad attendants’ groans and cries. 

The lines of that adored forgiving face, 
Distorted from their native grace ; 

An iron slumber sat on his majestic eyes. 

The pious duhe — ^Forbear, audacious muse, 

No terms thy feeble art can use 
Are able to adorn so vast a woe : 

The grief of all the rest like subject-grief did 
show, 

His hke a sovereign did transcend ; 7 s 

No wife, no brother, such a grief could know, 
Nor any name but friend. 

III. 

0 wondrous changes of a fatal scene, 

StiU varying to the last I 
Heaven, though its hard decree was past, ^ 
Seem’d pointing to a gracious turn again : 

And Death’s uplifted arm arrested in its haste. 
Heaven half repented of the doom, 

And almost grieved it had foreseen, 

What by foresight it will’d eternally to come. 
Mercy above did hourly plead 
For her resemblance here below ; 

' And mild forgiveness intercede 
To stop the coming blow. 

New miracles approach’d the etherial throne, ^ 
Such as his wondrous life had often lately known. 
And urged that still they might be shown. 

On earth his pious brother pray’d and vow’d, 
Eenouncing greatness at so dear a rate. 
Himself defending what he cou’d, 

From ah the glories of his future fate. 

With him the innumerable crowd. 

Of armed prayers 

Emock’d at the gates of heaven, and knock’d 
aloud ; 

The first well-meaning rude petitioners. 

All for his life assail’d the throne. 

Ah would have bribed the skies by offering up 
their own. 

So great a throng not heaven itself could bar ; 
’Twas almost home by force as in the giants* war. 
The prayers, at least, for his reprieve were 
heard; 

His death, like Hezekiah’^ was deferred : 

Against the sun the shadow went ; 

Five days, those five degrees, were lent 
To form our patience and prepare the event. 
The second causes took the swift command, 

The medicinal head, the ready hand. 




All eager to pqrfonn their part ; 

Ah but eternal doom was conquer’d by theh art : 
Once more the fleeting soid came hack 
To mspme the mortal frame ; “s 

And in the body took a douhtM stand. 

Doubtful and hovering hke expiring flame, 
That mounts and falls by turns, and ti*embles o’er 
the brand, 

rv. 

The joyful short-lived news soon .spread around. 
Took -the same train, the same impetuous bound : 
The droopmg town in smiles again was dress’d, 
Gladness in every face express’d. 

Their eyes before their tongues confess’d. 

Men met each other with erected look, 

The steps were higher that they took; ^ 

Friends to congratulate their friends made haste, 
And long inveterate foes saluted as they pass’d : 
Above the heroic James appear’d 
Exalted more because he more had fear’d ; 

His manly heart, whose noble pride 
Was still above 

Dissembled hate or varnish’d love. 

Its more than common transport could not hide ; 
But hke an eagre* rode in triumph o’er the tide. 
Thus in alternate course 
The tyrant passions, hope and fear. 

Did in extremes appear, 

And flash’d upon the soul with equal force. 

Thus, at half ebb, a rolling sea 
Eetums and wins upon the shore ; 

The watery herd, af&ighted at the roar, 

Eest on their fins awhne, and stay, 

Then backward take their wondering way : 

The prophet wonders more than they. 

At prodigies hut rardy seen before, 

And cries, a king must fell, or kingdoms change 
their sway. 

Such were our counter-tides at land, and so 
Presaging of the fetal blow. 

In their prodigious ebb and flow. 

The royal soul, that, like the labouring moon, 

By charms of art was hurried down. 

Forced with regret to leave her native sphere, 
Came but awhile on liking here : 

Soon weary of the painful strife. 

And made but faint essays of life : ^ 

An evening light 
Soon shut in night ; 

A strong distemper, and a weak relief. 

Short intervals of joy, and long returns of grief. 


Ver 70. Jn iron slumber sat on his majestic eyes ] From 
Virgil, jEu. X. 746. 

“ Olli dnra quies oculos et ferrens urget 
Somnus,” &c. 

See Sir P. Sidney’s Arcadia, Lib. iii. “ But -with that 
Argalus came ont of his sonnd, and lifting vp his languish- 
ing eyes (wliich a painefhll re^ and ibox did seeke to 
lock vp) seeing her,” &c. Todd. 

Ver. 74. 

Tlie grief of all t7i,e rest like subject-grief did. show, 

Bis like a sovereign did tiansc^;] 

Just as the Dauphiness was dying, 1690, the bishop of 
Meanx, Bossuet, who attended her, said to Louis XIVth. 
who was then in her chamber, “ Your Majesty had better 
retire ; ” “ No, no,” cried the Mng, “ it is right I should 
see how my equals die.” John Warton. 

Ver. 95. what he eou^d,] Orig edit. Todd. 

Ver. 111. The medicinal headj] Orig. edit. me^cinaX. 
Todd. 


V. 

The sons of art all medicines tried, 

And every noble remedy applied ; 

With emulation each essay’d 

His utmost skil^ nay more, they pray’d : 

Never was losing game with better conduct 
play’d. 

Ver. 126. Friends to congratulate, &c] Each to con- 
gratulate his fi lend, &c. Original edit. Todd. 

* An eagre is a tide swelling above another tide, which I 
myself observed on the river Trent. Marg. Note, ong. edit. 

Ver. 160. all medicines] Orig edit. : all maSdnss, 

Todd. 

Ver. 164. Never was lasdug gami\ Orig. edit. : Wac 
losing game, &c. Todd. 

Ibid. Never was losing game^ A most vulgar ffl-plaoed 
allusioa Dr. J Waston 
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Death uovor won a stake with greater toil, 

Kor o’er was fate so near a foil : 

But like a fortress on a rock, 

The impregnable disease their vain attempts did 
mock ; 

They mined it near, they batter’d from afar 
With all the cannon of the medicinal war ; 

IsTo gentle means could be essay’d, 

’Twas beyond parley when the siege was laid : 
The extremest ways they first ordain, 

Prescribing such intolerable pain, 

As none but Csesar could sustam : 

Undaunted Csesar underwent 

The malice of their art, nor bent 

Beneath whate’er their pious rigour could invent : 

In five such days he suffer’d more 

Than any suffer’d in his reign before ; 

More, infinitely more, than he, 

Against the worst of rebels, could decree, 

A traitor, or twice pardon’d enemy. 

Now art was tired without success, 

No racks could make the stubborn malady 
confess. *** 

The vain insurancers of life, 

And he who most perform’d and promised less. 
Even Short himself forsook the unequal strife. 
Death and despair was in their looks, 

No longer they consult their memories or books ; 
Like helpless friends, who view from shore 
The labouring ship, and hear the tempest roar ; 
So stood tliey with their arms across ; 

Not to assist but to deplore 
The inevitable losa 


VI. 

Death was denounced ; that frightful sound 
Which even the best can hardly bear, 

He took the summons void of fear ; 

And imconcemedly cast his eyes around ; 

As if to find and dare the gi’isly challenger. 
What death could do he lately tried. 

When in four days he more than died. 

The same assurance all his words did grace ; 
The same majestic mildness held its place * 
Nor lost the monarch in his dying face. 
Intrepid, pious, merciful, and brave, 

He look’d as when he conquer’d and forgave. 


vn. 

As if some angel had been sent 
To lengthen out his government, 

And to foretel as many years again, 

As he had number’d in his happy reign. 

So cheerfully he took the doom 
Of his departing breath ; 

Nor shrunk nor stept aside for death ; 

But with unaltor’d pace kept on ; 

Providing for events to come, 

Wlien he resign’d the throne. 

Still he maintain’d his kingly state ; 

And grew familiar with his fate. 

Kind, good, and gracious, to the last, 220 

On all he loved before his dying beams he cast : 
Oh, tiTily good, and truly great, 

For glorious as he rose, benignly so he set ! 

All that on earth he held most deai’. 

He recommended to his care, ^ 

Ver i;0. medicinal war;] Orig. edit.* med’ciml 

‘¥ixr. Toi>i> 


To whom both Heaven 
The right had given, 

And his own love bequeath’d supremo command : 
He took and press’d that ever loyal hand, 

Which could in peace secure his reign, 230 

"Which could in wars his power maintain, 

That hand on which no plighted vows were ever 
vain. 

Well for so groat a trust he chose 
A prince who never disobey’d : 

Not when the most severe commands woro 
laid ; ^ ^ 

Nor want, nor exile with his duty weigh’d : 

A ];>rince on whom, if Heaven its eyes could 
close, 

The welfare of the world it safely might repose. 


VIII. 

That king who lived to God’s own heari, 

Yet less serenely died than ho : 

Charles left behind no harsh decree 
For schoolmen with laborious art 
To salve from cruelty : 

Those, for whom love could no excuses frame, 

He graciously forgot to name. ^ 

Thus far my muse, though rudely, has design’d 
Some faint resemblance of his godlike mind : 

But neither pen nor pencil con express 
The parting brothers’ tenderness : 

Though that ’s a term too mean and low ,* 

The blest above a kinder word may know : 

But what they did, and what they said, 

The monarch who triumphant went, 

The militant who staid, 

Like painters when their height’ning arts aro 
spent ^ 

I cast into a shade. 

That all-forgiving king, 

The type of Him above, 

That inexliausted spring 
Of clemency and love ; 

Himself to his next self accused, 

And ask’d that pardon which he ne’er refused : 
For faults not Ins, for guilt and crimes 
Of godless men, and of rebellious times : 

For an hard exile, kindly meant, 

When his ungrateful countiy sent 
Their best CamiUus into banishment : 

And forced their sovereign’s act, they could not 
his consent. 

Oh, how much rather had that injured chief 
Eepeated all his sufferings past 1 "7o 

Than hear a pardon beg^d at last, 

Which given could give the dying no relief : 

He bent, he sunk beneath his grief : 

His dauntless heart would fain have held 
From weeping, but his eyes rebell’d. 

Perhaps the godlike hero in his breast 
Disdain’d, or was ashamed, to show 
So weak, so womanish a woe, 

Which yet the brother and the friend so plen- 
teously confess’d. 


ix. 

Amidst that silent shower, the royal mind 
An easy passage found. 

And left its sacred earth behind 
Nor munmuring groan express’d, nor labouring 
sound, 

Nor any least tumultuous breath; 
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Calm was liis life, and quiet was bis death. ^ 
Soft as those gentle wluspei*s were, 

In which the Almighty did appear ; 

By the still voice the prophet knew him there. 
That peace which made thy prosperous reign to 
shine. 

That peace thou leav’st to thy imperial line, 290 
That peace, oh happy shade, he ever thine 1 


For aH those joys thy restoration brought, 

For all the mitc^les it wrought, 

For all the healing balm thy mercy pour’d 
Into the nation’s bleeding wound, 29 s 

And care that after kept it sound. 

For numerous blessings yearly shower’d. 

And property with plenty crown’d ; 

For freedom, still maintain’d alive, 

Freedom, which in no other land will tlirive, ^ 
Freedom, an English subject’s sole prerogative. 
Without whose charms even peace would be 
But a dull quiet slavery : 

For these and more, accept our pious praise ; 

’Tis all the subsidy 
The present age can raise. 

The rest is charged on late posterity. 

Posterity is chai-ged the more. 

Because the lai^e abounding store 
To them and to their heu-a is stiU entail’d by 
thee. 

Succession of a long descent 
Which chastely in the channels ran. 

And from our demi-gods began. 

Equal almost to time in its extent, 

Through hazards numberless and great, * 
Thou hast derived this mighty blessing down, 
And fix’d the fairest gem that decks the imperial 
crown : 

Hot faction, when it shook thy regal seat. 

Hot senates, insolently loud. 

Those echoes of a thoughtless crowd, ^ 

Hot foreign or domestic treachery. 

Could warp thy soul to their unjust decree. 

So much thy foes thy m anly mind mistook, 

Who judged it by the mildness of thy look : 

Like a well-temper’d sword it bent at will ; ^ 

But kept the native toughness of the steel 


XT. 

Be true, 0 Clio, to thy hero’s name 1 
But draw him strictly so. 

That all who view the piece may know ; 
He needs no tmppings of fictitious fame : 


Yer. 288. J5y the still voice] Orig. edit. : By the still 
sound, &c. Todd. 

Ibid. Alluding to 1 Kings xix. 12 : “ And after the fire a 
StiU small voice.” See also the marginal reading of Job iv. 16 : 
** I heard a still voice, saying, Sliall mortal man be more 
just than Ci-od?” Todd. 

Yer. 319. Not senates, insolently loud, 

Those ei^oes of a thoughtless cr<no«?,] 

So Cowper, in a nervous and animated strain — 

Thy senate is a scene of civil jar, 

Chaos of contrarieties at war, 

Where sharp and solid, phlegmatic and light, 
Discordant atoms meet, contend, and fight ; 

WTiere Obstinacy takes its sturdy stand. 

To disconcert what Policy has plann’d; 

WTiere Policy is busied all night long 
In setting right what Faction has set wtom.” 

Expos. 118. Yol. I. 
John Wahton. 


The load ’s too weighty : thou may’st choose 
Some parts of praise, and some refuse : 

Write, that his aimals may be thought more 
lavish than the muse. 

In scanty truth thou hast confined 
The vii*tues of a royal mind, sso 

Forgiving, bounteous, humble, just, and kind : 
His conversation, wit, and parts, 

His knowledge in the noblest useful arts. 

Were such, dead authors could not give ; 

But habitudes of those who live ; 34o 

Who, lightmg him, did greater lights receive ; 

He di-ain’d from all, and all they knew ; 

His apprehension quick, his judgment true : 

That the most leam’d, with shame, confess 
His knowledge more, his reading only less, ^ 

XU. 

Amidst the peaceful triumphs of his reign, 

What wonder if the kindly beams he shed 
Eevived the drooping arts again. 

If Science raised her head, 

And soft Humanity that from rebellion fled : ^ 
Our isle, indeed, too fruitful was before ; 

But all imcultivated lay 

Out of the solar walk and heaven’s hi^ way ; 

With rank Geneva weeds run o’er, 

And cockle, at the best, amidst the com it bore : 
The royal husbandman appear’d, 

And plough’d, and sow’d, and till’d, 

The thorns he rooted out, the rubbish clear’d. 
And bless’d the obedient field. 

When straight a double harvest rose ; 

Such as the swarthy Indian mows ,* 

Or happier climates near the line. 

Or paradise manured, and drest by hands divino. 


xirr. 

As when the new-born phoenix takes his way, 
His rich paternal regions to survey, 


Yer. 348. Revived the drooping arts] Charles was very 
instrumental in fonnding and promoting the Boyal Society ; 
but it has been said, it may be doubted whether the insti- 
tutions of academies have contributed to the promotion of 
science and literature. Neither Copernicus nor Kepler 
were members of any academy; nor was Newton member 
of our Royal Society till he had made his most important 
discoveries. None of the great inventions have been owing 
to academies. But it may be added, that Alexander assisted 
Aristotle with a vast collection of animals; the caliph 
Almoran encouraged philosophy; and without the French 
academy, Maupertuis would not have undertaken his Phi- 
losophical Journey; nor Toamefort his Yoyages, without 
the encouragement of Louis XIV. Dr. J. Warton. 

Yer. 364. As when the nev^bam phoenix, &c,] Dryden 
had probably Sannazarius in view, De Paxtu Virg. lib. li, 

“ Quails nostrum cum tendit in orbem, 

Purpureis rutilat pennis nitidissima phoenix, 

Quam varisB circum volucres eomitautur euntem," &c. 

Todd. 

Ibid. As when the nevt-lom phcenix takes his way, 

His rich paternal regions to survey, 

Of airy choristers a mmerous tram 
Attend his wmdrous progress o'er the plain ;] 
Imitated &om Buchanan : 

“ Sic uhi de patrio redivivus fiinere Phoenix 
Anror» ad populos redit, et cunabnla secum 
Ipse sna, et; cineres patns, inferiasquc decoris 
Fert humeris ; quaconque citis aiemigat alL^ 
Indigense comitantor aves, celebrantque cauoro 
Agmine : non iUas species incognita tantom 
Aut picturata oapiunt spectacnla pemue.’^ 

Buchanan. Silv. p. 69. 

John Waetoit. 

H 
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Of airy choristers a numerous train 
Attend liis wondrous progress o’er the plain; 

So, rising from his father’s um, 

So glorious did our Charles return ; 

The officious Muses came along, 

A gay harmonious quire, like angels ever young : 
The Muse that mourns him now his happy tri- 
umph sung. 

Even they could thrive in his auspicious reign ; 
Ajad such a plenteous crop they bore 
Of purest and well-winnow’d grain, 

As Britain never knew before. 

Though little vras their hire, and light their gain, 
Yet somewhat to their share he threw ; 

Fed from his hand they sung and flew, 

Like birds of paradise that lived on morning 
dew. 

Oh, never let their lays his name forget ] 

The pension of a pimce’s praise is great. 

Live then, thou great encourager of arts, 

Live ever in our thankful hearis ; 

Live blest above, almost invoked below ; ^ 

Live and receive this pious vow. 

Our patron once, our guardian angel now. 

Thou Fabius of a sihking state. 

Who didst by wise delays divert our fate. 

When faction like a tempest rose, * 

In death’s most hideous form, 

Then art to rage thou didst oppose, 

To weather out the storm : 

Not quitting thy supreme command. 

Thou held’st the rudder with a steady hand, ^ 
Till safely on the shore the hark did land : 

The bark that all our blessmgs brought. 

Charged with thyself and James, a doubly royal 
fraught. 


XIV. 

Oh frail estate of human things. 

And slippery hopes below / ^ 

Now to our cost your emptiness we know. 

For ’tis a lesson dearly bought, 

Assurance here is never to be sought. 

The best, and best beloved of kings, 

And best deserving to be so, ^ 

When scarce he h^ escaped the fatal blow 
Of faction and conspiincy, 

Death did his promised hopes destroy : 

He toil’d, he gain’d, but lived not to enjoy. 

What mists of Providence are these 
Through which we cannot see ! 

So saints, by supernatural power set free, 

Aj*e left at last in martyrdom to die ; 

Such is the end of oft repeated miracles. 

Forgive me, Heaven, that impious thought ; 

’Twas grief for Charles, to madness wrought. 
That question’d thy supreme decree I 
Thou didst his gracious reign prolong, 

Even in thy saints’ and angels’ wrong, 

His fellow-citizens of immortality ; ^ 

For twelve long years of exile borne, 

Twice twelve we number’d since his blest return : 


Ver. 380. Zfi&s Inrds of paradise that lived on morning dew^ 
Taveniier, the excellent French traveller, says, that it is a 
vulgar error that the hiids of paradise have no legs : the 
fact is, that they gorge and over-fill themselves by feeding 
on the nutmeg-ti-ees, fionx which they fall down in a kind of 
intoxication, and the emmet eats off their legs. Louis XIII. 
had one of these birds, and a vary beautiful one, that had 
two logs. John Wa.eton. 


So strictly werb thou j’ust to pay, 

Even to the driblet of a day. 

Yet stiU we murmur, and complain ^ 

The quails and manna should no longer rain ; 
Those miracles ’twas needless to renew ; 

The chosen flock has now the promised land in 
view. 

XV. 

A warlike prince ascends the regal state, 

A prince long exercised by fate : ^ 

Long may he keep, though he obtains it late. 
Heroes in Heaveu’s peculiar mould arc cast. 

They and their poets are not form’d in haste ; 
Man was the first in God’s design, and man was 
made the last. 

False heroes, made by flatteiy so, ^ 

Heaven can stnke out, like sparkles, at a blow ; 
But ere a prince is to perfection brought, 

He costs Omnipotence a second thought. 

With toil and sweat, 

With hardening cold, and forming heat, 

The Cyclops did their strokes repeat, 

Before the impenetrable shield was wrought. 

It looks as if the Maker would not own 
The noble work for his, 

Before ’twas tried and found a masterpiece. 


xvr. 

View then a monarch ripen’d for a throne. 
Alcides thus his race began. 

O’er inflmey he swiftly ran ; 

The future god at first was more than man : 
Dangers and toils, and Juno’s hate, ^ 

Even o’er his cradle lay m wait ; 

And there he gi'appled first with fate : 

In his young hands the hissing snakes he press’d. 
So early was the deity confess’d ; 

Thus by degrees he rose to Jove's imperial 
seat; ^ 

Thus difficulties prove a soul legitimately great. 
Like his, our hero’s infancy was tried : 

Betimes the furies did their snakes provide ; 

And to his infant ai’ms oppose 

His father’s rebels, and his brother’s foes ; ^ 

The more opprest, the higher sLill he rose ; 

Those were the preludes of his fate, 

Tliat form’d his manhood, to subdue 
The hydra of a many-headod Mssing crew. 

xyii. 

As after Numa’s peaceful reign ^ 

The martial Ancus did the sceptre wield. 
Furbish’d the rusty sword again, 

Eesumed the long-forgotten shield. 

And led the Latins to the dusty field ; 

So James the drowsy genius wakes 
Of Britain long outranced in charms, 

Restive and slumbering on its arms : 

’Tis roused, and with a new-strung nerve the spear 
already shakes. 

No neighing of the warrior steeds. 

No drum, or louder tiumpet, needs 
To inspire the coward, warm the cold ; 

His voice, his solo appearance, makes thorn bold 
Ganl and Batavia dre^ the impending blow ; 

Too weU the vigour of that arm they know ; 

They lick the dust, and crouch beneath their 
Altai foe. 
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Long may they fear this awful prince. 

And not provoke his lingering sword ; 

Peace is their only sure defence, 

Their best secuiity his word ; 

In all the changes of his doubtful state, ^ 

His truth, like Heaven’s, was kept inviolate. 

For him to promise is to make it fate. 

His valour can triumph o’er land and main ,* 

With broken oaths his feme he will not stain ; 
With conquest basely bought, and with inglorious 
gain. ^ 

xvni. 

For once, 0 Heaven, unfold thy adamantine book; 
And let his wondering senate see. 

If not thy firm immutable decree. 

At least the second page of strong contingency; 
Such as consists with wills originally fi:ee : ^ 

Let them with glad amazement look 
On what their happiness may be : 

Let them not still be obstinately blind, 

StiU to divert the good thou hast design’d. 

Or with malignant penury, 

To starve the royal virtues of his mind. 


Faith is a Christian’s and a subject’s test ; 

Oh, give them to beheve, and they are surely 
blest. 

They do ; and with a distant view I see 
The amended vows of English loyalty. ^ 

And all beyond that object, there appears 
The long retinue of a prosperous reign, 

A senes of successful years, 

In orderly array, a martial, manly train. 

Behold ev’n the remoter shores, 

A conquering navy proudly spread ; 

The British cannon formidably roars; 

While starting from his oozy bed, 

The asserted Ocean rears his reverend head, 

To view and recognize his ancient lord again ; 
And with a willing hand restores 
The fiisces of the main. 

Ver. 512. Th6 BritisJt cantum, Ssc."] This conclusion is 
truly spirited, and the prophecy has been abundantly ve- 
rified. Dryden gives the British king the proper title of 
ancimt lord of the ocean. Camden, in his l^tannia, had 
before denominated onr island the lady of the sea; a very 
just and emphatical distinction : £sto peipetua I Torn. 


TO MY FRIEND MR. J. NORTHLEIGH. 

AUTHOR OF "THE PAEALLEI,," 

ON HIS TRIUMPH OP THE BRITISH MONARCHY. 


So Joseph, yet a youth, expounded well 
The bo&ig dream, and did th’ event foretell ; 
Judged by the past, and drew the ParalleL 
Thus early Solomon the truth explored. 

The right awarded, and the babe restored. 
Thus Daniel, ere to prophecy he grew, 

The pequred Presbyters did first subdue. 
And freed Susanna from the canting crew. 


Well may our Konarchy triumphant stand. 

While warlike James protects both sea and 
land; 

And, under covert of his sevenfold shield. 

Thou send’st iliy diafts to scour the distant 
field. 

By law thy powerful pen has set us free ; 

Thou studiest that> and that may study thee. 



100 


THE HIND AND THE PANTHER. 


THE niND AND THE PANTHER. 

A POEM. IN THREE PARTa 


Antiquam oxquinte matretn. 

Et vera, inces&xi, patiut Doa.— Vino. 


THE PREFACE TO THE READER. 


The nation is in too liigli a ferment for me to expect either fair war, or even so much as fair quartet 
from a reader of the opposite party. AH men are engaged either on this side or that ; and though 
Conscience is the common Wordy which is given by both, yet if a writer fidl among enemies, and 
cannot give the marks of tlwir conscience, he is knocked down before the reasons of his own arc heard. 
A preface, therefore, which is but a bespeaking of favour, is altogether useless. Wliat I desire the 
reader should know concerning me, he will find in the body of the poem, if he have but the patience 
to i)cruse it. Only this advertisement let him take beforehand, which relates to the merits of the 
cause. No genei'al chai’acters of parties (call them either Sects or Churches) can bo so fully and 
exactly drawn, as to comprehend all the several members of them ; at least all such as are received 
\mder that denomination. For example : there are some of the Church by law established who ouvy 
not libei’ty of conscience to Dissenters ; as being well satisfied that, according to thoir own principles, 
they ought not to persecute them. Yet these, by reason of their fewness, I could not distinguish 
from the numbers of the rest, with whom tliey are embodied in one common name. On the other 
side, there ai’e many of our Sects, and more indeed than I could reasonably have hoped, who have 
withdrawn themselves from the communion of the Panther, and embraced this gracious indulgence 
of his Majesty in point of toleration. But neither to the one nor tho othei* of tlies© is this satire any 
way intended : it is aimed only at the refractory and disobedient on cither side. For those who arc 
come over to the royal party ai'e consequently supposed to be out of gunnshot. Our physicians have 
observed, that, in process of time, some diseases have abated of their virulence, and have in a manner 
worn out their malignity, so as to bo no longer morial , and why may not I suppose tho same con- 
cerning some of those who have formerly been enemies to Kingly Oovommont, as well as Catholic 
Religion 1 I hope they have now another notion of both, as having found, by comfortable experience, 
that the doctrine of persecution is far from being an ai*ticle of our faith. 

It is not for any pnvate man to censure the proceedings of a foreign prince ; but without suspicion 
of flatteiy, I may praise our own, who has taken contrai'y measures, and those more suitable to the 
spirit of Christianity. Some of the Dissenters, in their addresses to liis Majesty, have said, ‘‘That ho 
has restored God to his empire over conscience.” I confess I dare not stretch the figure to so groat 
a boldness ; but I may safely say, that conscience is the royalty and prerogative of eveiy private man 
He is absolute in his own breast, and accountable to no earthly power for that which passes only 
betwixt God and him. Those who are driven into the fold arc, generally speaking, rathor made 
hypocrites than converts. 

This indulgence being granted to all the sects, it ought in reason to be expected that they should 
both receive it, and receive it thankfully. For, at this time of day, to refuse tho benefit, and adhere 
to those whom tlioy have esteemed their persecutors, what is it else bufc publicly to own that they 
suffered not before for conscience sake, but only out of pride and obstinacy, to separate from a Church 
for those impositions which they now judge may be lawfully obeyed ? After they have so long con- 
t^ded for their classical ordination (not to speak of rites and ceremonies), will they at length 
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Bubmit to an episcopal ? If they can go so far out of complaisance to tbeir old enemies, methinks a 
little reason should persuade them to take another step, and see whither that would lead them. 

Of the receiving this toleration thankfully I shall say no more, than that they ought, and I doubt 
not, they will, consider from what hands they received it. It is not from a Cyru^ a heathen prince, and 
a foreigner, but from, a Christian king, their native sovereign, who expects a return in specie from 
them, that the kindness which he has graciously shown them may be retaliated on those of his own 
persuasion. 

As for the poem in general, I -will only thus frr satisfy the reader, that it was neither imposed on me, 
nor so much as the subject given me by any man. It was written during the last winter and the 
beginning of this spring, though with long interruptions of ill-health and other hindrances. About a 
fortnight before I had finished it, his Majesty’s declaration for liberty of conscience came abroad; 
which, if I had so soon expected, I might have spared myself the labour of writing many things which 
are contained in the third part of it. But I was always in some hope, that the Church of England 
might have been persuaded to have taken of^ the Penal Laws and the Test, which was one design of 
the poem when I proposed to myself the writing of it. 

It is evident that some part of it was only occasional, and not first intended : I mean that defence 
of myself to which every honest man is bound, when he is injuriously attacked in print ; and I refer 
myself to the judgment of those who have read the Answer to the Defence of the late King's papers 
and that of the Duchess (in which last I was concerned) how charitably I have been represented 
there. I am now infonned both of the author and supervisers of his pamphlet, and will reply when 
I think he can afeont me : for I am of Socrates’s opinion, that all creatures cannot. In the mean 
time let him consider whether he deserved not a more severe repr^ension than I gave him formerly, 
for using so little respect to the memory of those whom he pretended to answer ; and at his leisure 
look out for some original treatise of HumiUty, written by any Protestant in English (I believe I 
may say in any other tongue) : for the magnified piece of Duncomh on that subject, which either he 
must mean or none, and with which another of his fellows has upbraided me, was trandated from 
the Spanish of Rodriguez; though with the omissioE of the seventeenth, the twenty-fourth, the 
twenty-fifth, and the last chapter, which, will he found in comparing of the books. 

He would have insinuated to the world that her late Highness died not a Roman Catholia He de- 
clares himself to be now satisfied to the contrary, in which he has given up the cause ; for matter of fret 
was the principal debate betwixt us. In the mean time, he would dispute the motives of her change ; 
how preposterously, let all men judge, when he seemed to deny the subject of the coufrover^, the 
change itselfi And because I would not take up this ridioulous challenge, he tells the world I cannot 
argue : but he may as well infer that a Catholic cannot frsi^ because he will not take up the cudgels 
against Mrs. James, to confute the Protestant relig^on- 

I have but one word more to say concerning the poem as such, and abstracting from the matters, 
either religious or civil, which are handled in it. The first part, consisting most in general diaracters 
and narration, I have endeavoured to raise, and give it the majestic turn of heroic poe^. The 
second, being matter of dispute, and chiefly concerning Church Authority, I was obliged to make as 
plain and perspicuous as possibly I could; yet not wholly neglecting the numbers, though I had not 
frequent occasions for the magnificence of verse. The third, which has more of the nature of 
domestic conversation, is, or ought to he, more free and famil i a r than the two former. 

There are in it two Episodes, or Fables, which are interwoven with the ma i n design ; so that 
they are properly parts of it, though they are also distinct stories of themselves. In both of these 
I have made use of the common places of Satire, whether true or frlse, which are urged by the 
members of the one Church against the other: at which I hope no reader of either pariy will he 
ecandalised, because they are not of my invention, hut as old, to my knowledge, as the times of 
Boccace and Chaucer on the one side, and as those of the Reformation on the other. 
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THE HIND AND THE PANTHER.* 


A MiLK-'WHiTE Hind, immortal and unclianged, 
Fed on the lawns, and in the forest ranged ; 

* This piece is a defence of the Roman Catholic Church, 
by tray of dialogue bettreen a Hind, who represents the 
Church of Rome, and a Panther, who sustains the character 
of the Church of England. These two beasts very learn- 
edly debate the principal points controverted between the 
two Churches, as transubatantiation, infallibility, church- 
authority, &c. This poem was immediately attacked hy 
the wits; particularly by Montague, afterwards Earl of 
Halifax, and Prior, who joined in writing The JJind and 
Panther, parodied xn the Story of the Comtry Mouse and the 
aty Mouse. Deebigk. 

There is a pointed allusion to this poem, in a satire 
entitled JScebolius Pntannicus, or A Memento to the Jacobite 
of the higher order ; in which, indeed, many of Dryden’s 
phrases and sentiments are introduced, and printed in the 
Italic character. This satire Is worthy of perusal- It occurs 
in “The loyal and impartial Satyrist^ containing eight 
Miscellany Poems, 4to, Lond. 1694.’’ 

ECBBOLIUS BEITANNIOrS, &C. 

Yon, whom Reli^on sits so loose about, 

That you want charity to fU it out; 

Yon tiiat can’t swear (that might consist with love) 
Yet curse and damn like the great Lateran Jove; 
Remember him who lately seem’d to say. 

What is Religion but a solemn play ? 

We do but act a while^ and then give o’er ; 

And, when we quit this stage, we are no more. 

In vain men hope th abyss of light to see, 

Ho spirits wait in hoUow trees beneath, 

Nor is there any bellowing after death, 

’Tis all but vain and senseless poetiy : 

Death shuts the comick scene; when parted hence 
None ever cried, What am Z, or from whence f 
No dsemons walk ; no glaring eye-balls rowl; 

But homd stillness then invades the soul. 

Great smU discern not when the leap ’s too wide ; 

Meroes will be for ever changing aide • 

And since religions vary like the wind, 

Who would to one be cursedly confined^ 

He that can servilely creep aper one 
Is safe, but v^er shall rea^ promotion. 

Sell Plays for Legends, (that ’s the way to prosper,) 

I’ll part with scenes for a more costly shrine ; 

PhiUis for Bridget, or Saint Kathcnne, 

Bizarre and Escapade fov Pater Noster ; 

My Masnmin for Lewis; and I hope 
To find a new Almanzor in the Pope 
Borne's Church, tho’ once a whore, now cannot he; 

87ie must be chaste, because she's lov'd by me. 

How deal* is Mother-Church, how charming fair, ) 

To a distressed sinner in despair I U 

The world shall see I’ll turn, because I dare. } ‘ 

As once Empedocles to get a name. 

Wing’d with ambition to be thought a god, 

O’er unfrequented hills, and peaks nntrod. 

Pass’d into scorching ^Etna’s liquid flame : 

So to be dubb’d a saint, and fill a story, 

From fairy land, and dark enchanted isle, 

Prom mountains of the moon, and head of Nils, 
Immortal Bays will pass to Purgatory. 

2 . 

But, ha I what sti’ange new project here is shewn, 

So long Jeept secret^ and so lately known f 
As if our old plot modestly withdrew, 

And here tn private were brought forth anew. 

New almanacks foretel some change at hand, 

When beai-sUnn'd men in floating castles land; 

And all our hopes, like old men's children, be 
Blasted and wither’d in thenr infancy. 

Parsons and Curates careless of their charge, 

And safe in holy ease, now live at large ; 


WitEout unspotted, innocent witliin, 

She fear’d no danger, for she knew no sin. 

Unguarded leave tlieir posts, away they flie ; 

And all dissolved in New Allegiance lie. 

The Prelates are protected by the Bar, 

Dull heroes fatten still with spoils of war; 

Ah I why should a worse fortune bo design’d 
For him that wrote the Panther and tho Mind/ 

Is this the state his Holiness has given ? 

Is this our Cape of Hope, and promised haven? 

This province my Unhappy Change has got, 

This portion is the losing Convert’s lot 

This region my false wandering steps have found. 

And fortune me like enchanted ground. 

Best take th’ occasion, and this clime forsake, 

While time is given ; Ho, Brother Teague, awake, 

If thou art he ; hut, ah f how sunk in tone 1 
How changed from proud Bullero to 0 Hone / 

How faded all tliy laurels are 1 I see 
My fate too soon, and my ovm change in thee. 

Into what wild distraction am I brought I 
I ’m lost, and cauglit in my own web of thought: 

I bum, I'm all nnflre, T more than bum ; 

Stand of^ I have not leisure yet to turn. 

Wliat have these bears, tliese boars, and dirty swine, 
These heretick dogs, to do with me or mine f 
I ’ll ne’er repent of such a gallant crime : 

When Wits are down, dull Pops will watch their time. 

Our fame is hush’d, as hope itself lay dead. 

And Borne begins to nod her drooping head : 

The little Teagues in dreams their howls repeat, 

And weeping lauiels with the night-dew sweat : 
Panthers are now at rest, hut fear denies 
Sleep to my Hind, and to her Poet’s eyes. 

This spirited poem, I should add, is in the title-page only 
of the Miscellany insenbed, To the truly Orthodox Critic arid 
Poet, J. jD — n, Esq. Todd. 

Ver 1. A mill-white Hind^ It is impossible to add any 
thing to the just criticism, the tine wit, and well-pointed 
ridicule, with which Mr. Montague and Mr. Prior attacked 
and exposed the matchless absuidity of the plan of this 
poem in the following worrls : — 

“The favourers of the Hind and Panther will be apt to 
say in its defence, that the best things arc capable of being 
turned to ridicule ; that Homer has been burlesqued, and 
Virgil travestied, without suffering any tiling in their re- 
putatzonfrom that bnffuoneiy; and that, in like manner, the 
Hind and the Panther may be an exact poem, though ’tis 
the subject of our raillery. But there is this ditforenop, that 
those authors are wrested from their true sense, and tins 
naturally falls into ridicule ; there is nothing reprosontod 
hoie as monstrous and unnatural, which is not so ctiually in 
tho on^nal First, as to the general design, is it not as 
easy to imagine two mice bilking cnachmou, and bupi)ing 
at the Devil, as to suppose a hind entertaining tho panther 
at a hermit’s cell, discussing the gieatest mysteries of reli- 
gion, and telling you her son Rodiigue;! writ very good 
Spanish ? Wliat can be more improbable and contradictory 
to the rules and examples of all fables, and to the very de- 
sign and ufap of them ? They wcic first begun and raised 
to the highest peifection in the eastern countries, where 
they wrote in signs, and spoke in parables, and delivered 
the most useful precepts in delightful stories; which for 
their aptness were entertaining to the most judicious, and 
led the vulgar into understanding by surpiising them 
with their novelty, and fixing their attention. All their 
fables carry a double meaning , the story is one and entire ; 
the characters tlie same tlironghout, not broken or changed, 
and always conformable to the nature of the creatures they 
introduce. They nevei; tell you, that tho dog which snapt 
at a shadow lost his troop of horse— that would be unin- 
telligihle— .a piece of flesh is proper for liim to drop, and 
the reader will apply it to mankind. They would not sav 
that the daw, who was so piouil of her borrowed plumes, 
looked very ridiculous when Rodiigueas came and took 
away all the hook hut the 17th, 24tlj, and 26th chanters, 
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Yet had she ofb been chased -vvdth horns and 
hounds, 

And Scythian shafts ; and many winged wounds 
Aim’d at her heart ; was often forced to fly. 

And doom’d to death though fated not to die. 

Not so her young , for their unequal line 

Was hero’s mie, half human, half divine. 

Their earthly moidd obnoxious was to fate, 

The immort^ part assumed immortal state. 

Of these a slaughter’d army lay in blood. 

Extended o’er the Caledonian wood. 

Their native walk , whose vocid blood arose, 

And. cried for pardon on their perjui'ed foes. 

Their fate was fruitful, and tho sanguine seed. 
Endued with souls, increased the sacred breed. 

So captive Israel multiplied in chains, 

A numerous exile, and enjoy’d her pains. ^ 

With grief and gladness mix’d the mother 
view’d 

Her martyr’d offspring, and their race renew’d; 
']'’heir corpse to perish, but their kind to last. 

So much the deathless plant the dying fruit 
sui-pass’d. 

Panting and pensive now she ranged alone, ^ 
And wander’d m the kingdoms, once her own. 

The common hunt, though from their mge re- 
strain’d 

By sovereign power, her company disdain’d ; 
Grinn’d as they pass’d, and with a glaring eye 

Gave gloomy signs of secret enmity. ^ 

'Tis true she bounded by, and tripp’d so light, 

They had not time to take a steady sight. 

For truth has such a free and such a mien. 

As to be loved needs only to be seen. 

■wliich sliQ stole fiom him. But this is his new way of tell- 
inj? a stoiy, and confounding the moral and the fable toge- 
ther. 

Before the word was written, said the Hind, 

Our Saviour preach’d the faith to all mankind. 

'‘Wliat j elation has the hind to our Saviour? Or what 
notion liavc wo of a panther s biblc? If you say he means 
the Church, how does the Church feed on lawns, or range 
the forest? Let it be always a Church, or always the 
cloveu-tooted beast, for we cannot bear his shifting the 
scene every line. If it is absurd in comedies to make a 
peasant talk in the strain of a hero, or a country wench use 
tlie language of a coui*t, how monstrous is it to make a 
priest of a hind, and a parson of a panther 1 To bring 
them in disputing with aU the formalities and teims of the 
school I Though, as to the arguments themselves, tliose, 

1 we confess, aie suited to the capacity of the beasts ; and if 
we would suppose a hind oxpiessing heiself about these 
matters, she would talk at that rate ” Dr. J. Wabtox. 

Vcr. 1. Eind^ It is singular, that in the most 

curious account of old Sanshr^t Fables, given to us by Mr. 
Wxlkins, entitled Heeto-pad&s, or Amicable Insti action, 
animals, like our hind and panther, are sometimes absurdly 
introduced as arguing on sub]ccts of tlieology; a tiijer is 
dosciibed as devout, and praising chaiitv and leligious 
duties; an old mouse is well versed in N&eU‘e Shstm*, or 
system of policy and ethics; and a cat reads religious 
books. Mr. Wilkuis translated the MaJiabarat, an epic 
poem, and Sir William Jones the Sacontala, a drama of a 
surprising early date, and an invaluable curiosity on 
account of tlie manners described in it Dr. J. Wahtox. 

Ver. 14. the Caledonian looeJ,] The ravages and 

disorders committed by the Scotch covenanters gave 
occasion to these lines. Dereigk. 

Ver. 21. the motk&r viaw’i] Original edition: 

ihevr mother. Toon. 

Ver. 29. Gi mn'd as they •pasid, and with a glaring eye 

Gave gloomy signs, &c.] 

Diyden heie, I think, had Milton in his mind. See Par. 
Lost, X. 713 

“ or, with countenance giim, 

Glared on him passing.” Todd. 

The bloody Bear, an independent beast, 35 

TJnlick’d to form, in groans her hate express’d. 
Among the timorous kind the quaking Hare 
Profess’d neuti*ality, but would not swear. 

Next her the buffoon Ape, as atheists use, 

Mimick’d all sects, and had his own to choose : ^ 
Still when the Lion look’d, his knees he bent, 

And paid at church a courtier’s compliment. 

The bristled Baptist Boar, impure as he, 

(But whiten’d with the foam of sanctity,) 

Ver. 35 The "bloody Bear, oji independent heast^ The Inde- 
pendents were a sect of Protestants, who held, that each 
clinrch, within itself, had sufficient iiower to do everything 
relative to chnrch-govemment ” They sprang np amidst 
the confiisions of Charles the Fiist’s reign, about the year 
1643. Walker calls them a composition of J ews, Christians, 
and Turks. See liis History of Independency, p. 1, 27 ; for 
which he was committed by Ciomwell to the Tower. See 
Ecliard’s History of England, vol. iL p. 435, for an account 
of their rise. Butler calls them, 

“The maggots of corrupted texts.”— Hud. p. 8. v. 10. 

And our author, in his Religio Laid, says, 

“ The fly-blown text creates a crawling brood, 

And turns to maggots what was meant for food.” 
Because that, in order to infuse into people a notion that 
they had a right to choose their own pastors, they corrupted 
this text ; Wherefore, brethren, look you out from among you 
seven men of honest report, full qf ^e Holy Ghost, whom, ye 
(instead of we) may appoint over Cos business. Acts vi. 8. 
Field is said to have been the first pi inter of this forgerv, 
and to have received for it £1500. Be that as it may, it is 
certainly to he found in several of his editioua of the 
Bible, particularly in his fine folio of 1659-60, and his 
octavo of 1661. Dereick. 

Ver. 37. the quaking Hare 

Professed neut> ahty, but would not swear^ 

The Quakers : so called from certain tremblings and con- 
vulsions with which they appear to he seized at their religious 
meetings They decline all military employments ; reject the 
nse of arms, which t>iey callprofane and carnal weapons ; and 
refuse the oaths. Their affirmation is now admitted, by act of 
Parliament, in our justiciary courts, as of equal force to an 
oath taken by a person of any other persuasion upon the 
gospel Derrick. 

Ver. 39. Kezt "her the bvffoon Ape^ No particniar sect 
is meant by the buffoon ape, but libertines and latitudi- 
narians, persons ready to conform to anything to serve 
their turn. Derrick. 

Ver. 43. The "bristled Baptist Boar^ The unexampled 
absurdities of the principles and practices of the Anabaptists 
were too inviting and copious a subject for Swift not to 
seize, and enabled him to give some of the finest touches 
of ridicule in Ins Tale of a Tub. 

“ Having, from bis manuer of living, frequent occasionjs. 
to wash himself, he would often leap over head and ears 
into the water, though it were in the midst of the winter^ 
but was always observed to come out again much dii tier, 
possible, than when he went in. 

*‘He was the first that ever found out the secret of con- 
triving a soporiferous medicine to be conveyed in at the 
ears * it was a compound of svlphur and balm of Gilead, 
with a little PilgrnrCs Progress salve. 

He wore a large plaisterof artificial causticscsxihxB stomach 
with the fervoni of which he could set himself a groarmg, 
like the f.imous hoard, upon application of a red-hot iron. 

“ He would stand in the turning of a street, and calling 
to those who passed by, would cry to one, Worthy Sir, do 
me the honour of a ^ooiz slap in G.e chops: to another, 
Honest friend, pray favour me with a handsome kick on the 
arse. Madam, shall I entreat a small box on the ear from 
your ladyshyp^s fair handt Noble capt ?n, lend a reasonable 
thwack, for the lave of God, with tka cane of yours, over 
these poor shoulders. And when he h^, by such earnest 
soUdtations, made a shift to procure a hasting sufficient 
to swell up his fancy and sides, he would return home 
extremely comforted, and fiill of terrible accounts of what 
he had undergone for the public good. Observe thvs stroke 
(said he, shewing his hare shoulders) a plaguy janisary gave 
it me this very morning at seven o'clock, as wi^ much ado I 
was driving off the great Tuik. Neighbows of mine, this 
brdk&i head deserves a plaister; had poor Jack been tender of 
"his noddle, you would have seen the Pope and the French King 
"long before this time oj day among your m'ves and your 
warehouses. Dem’ Chrtstrans, the Gnat Mogul teas come as 
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Witli fat pollutions fill’d tlie sacved place, ^ 
And mountains levell’d in his fuiious race ; 

So first rebellion founded was in grace. 

But since the mighty ravage, which he made 
In German forests, had his guilt betray’d, 

With broken tusks, and with a borrow’d name, 

He shunn’d the vengeance, and conceal’d the 
shame ; 

So lurk’d in sects unseen. With greater guile 
False Reynard fed on consecrated spoil : 

The graceless beast by Athanasius first 
Was chased from Nice ,■ then, by Socinus nursed, 
His impious race their blasphemy renew’d, ^ 
And nature’s Kmg through nature’s optics 
view’d. 

Reversed they view’d him lessen’d to their eye, 
Hor in an infant could a God descry : 

Hew swarming sects to this obliquely tend, 

Hence they began, and here they all will end. 

What weight of ancient witness can prevail. 

If private reason hold the public scale 
But, gracious God, how well dost thou provide 
For erring judgments an unerring guide ! 

Thy throne is darkness in the abjrss of light, 

A blaze of glory that forbids the sight. 

Oh, teach me to believe tbee thus conceal’d, 

And search no farther than thyself reveal’d ; 

But her alone for my director take, 7o 

Wliom thou hast promised never to forsake ! 

My thoughtless youth was wing’d with vain desires; 
My manhood, long misled by wandering fires. 
Follow’d false lights; and, when their glimpse 
was gone, 

My pride struck out new sparkles of her own. 
Such was I, such by nature still I am ; 

Be thine the glory, and be mine the shame. 

Good life be now my task . my doubts are done : 
What more could fright myfidtb, than three in ouo'* 
Can I believe etomjfi God could lie s® 

Disguised in mortal mould and infancy ^ 

That the great Maker of the world could die 
And after that trust my imperfect sense. 

Which calls in question his omnipotence ^ 

far as WhxtacM'pel^ and you may tUanl. these poor 8i^.Sj that 
he hath not (God bless us) already swallowed up many 
wome^ amtl ohxldy Dr. J. Wartok, 

Ibid. The h istled Baptist Boar, &c ] Tlio Anabaptists, 
who reject infant baptism, and baptize only adults by 
immersion. Derrick. 

Ver. 49. In German Jorests, had his guilt betray'd,'] They 
succeeded to the lise of Luthei’anism in Gennany about the 
year 1521, and committed innumerable acts of violence, 
paiticularly in Munster. Derrick. 

V er. 53. False Eeynai d fed on consecrated spoil : 

The graceless least, &c.] 

This allndos to the persecution of tlie Arians, and the 
rise of the Socinians. Derrick. 

Ver. 64. how wdl dost thou provide 

For erring judgments an uneming guide!] 

Here our author allows of the infallibihty of the Pope, 
and the authoiity of the Church, contrary to his position in 
Iteligio Laici, line 282. 

“ Such an omniscient Church we wish,” &c. 

And then proceeds to thank God for his own conversion! 

Derrick. 

Ver. 82. Maher of the world could diet] Of all the 
numci'ous artists who have exorcised their talents on this 
subject, M Angelo seems to lia\e treated it in the most 
skilful and staking manner. In a picture of the Passion, 
he has i-epi’escuted the Viigin looking at her crucified Son, 
without grief, without regiet, without tears. He supposes 
her intcrobted in this great mystery, and theiefore makes 
her bear this view of Ms death with a kind of sublime 
tranquillity and unmovedness. Dr. J. Wartont. 


Can I my reason to my faith compel, 

And shall my sight, and touch, and taste rebel 1 
Superior faculties are sot aside ; 

Shall their subservient organs be my guide 
Then let the moon usurp the rule of day, 

And winking tapers show the sun his way ; 

For what my senses can themselves perceive^, 

I need no revelation to believe. 

Can they who say the Host should bo descried 
By sense, define a body gloiTfied 
Impassable, and penetrating parts ®5 
Let them declare by what mysterious arts 
He shot that body through the opposing might 
Of bolts and hoi’s impei’vious to the light. 

And stood before his train confess’d in open 
' sight. 

Foy since thus wondrously he pass’d, ’tis plain i®® 
One single place two bodies did contain. 

And sure the same Omnipotence as well 
Can make one body in more places dwell. 

Let reason then at her own quarry fiy, 

But how can finite grasp infinity i®® 

’Tis urged agm, that faith did first commence 
By rniracles, which are appeals to sense, 

And thence concluded, that our sense must bo 
The motive still of credibihty. 

For latter ages must on foi’mer wait, ^^® 

And what began belief, must propagate. 

But winnow well tliis thought, and you shall 
find 

’Tis light as chaff that flies before the wind. 

Were all those wonders wrought by power divine. 
As means or ends of some more deep design 
Most sure as means, whose end was this alone, 

To prove the Godhead of the eternal Son. 

God thus asserted, man is to heheve 
Beyond what sense and reason can conceive, 

And for mysterious things of faith rely 
On the proponent, Heaven’s authority. 

If then our fiiith wo for our guide admit, 

Vain is the farther search of human wit, 

Ver. 85. Can I my reason to my faith compel^ Drytleii 
here aclvances the doctnno of tiansiiliatantiation, winch lie 
leconciles to the Divine OmnipotcncG, aiiil entirely ttia- 
clainis the use of reason in discussing it. Dbriuck. 

Ver. 93. Impassable,] Impassible, Original edition. 

Tone. 

Ver. 99. And stood before his train confess'd m open 
saght^ 

“ pnrcl, per noctcin in luce rofulsit 

Alma parens, confessa Doam.” 

TIis mind was so thoioiighly imbued with Virgil, that he 
fell into perpetual and involuntary imitations of bun. 

John Waiiton. 

Ver. 100. thus wondrously he pass'd,} This is 

urged as an iiTcsistihle defence of the doclnno of tiaiibul)- 
stautiation. But how different the two cases! Our 
Saviour, hy Ins own power, could iniiaculously enter llie 
rwm where liis disciples were assembled. But the jinest 
himself makes this Saviour ju.st before he swallows linn 
The disciples saw with then own eyes the figure and body 
of Christ, but in the wafer surely Christ is not seen. 

Dr. J. Wartok. 

Ver. 101. One single place] The doctiino of transuhstan- 
tiation IS so singularly absurd (perhaps blasphemou.sj as 
haidly to doseive a senmis refutation. Mr Tope told Mr 
Richaiffsoii, that Gay, going to Mi. Titcum, ^who was the 
intimate friend of himself, Swift, Craggs, and Addison) to 
ask him, when he was dying, as ho was a papist, if ho 
would have a pnest, “ No,” said he, “ what should 1 do 
with them ^ But 1 would rather liavo one of them than mu- 
of yours, of the two. Our fools (coiitiiiiied Titcum^ write 
peat books to prove that bread is God; hut your boobi 
(meaning Tillotson hau wioto a long argument to provi 
that bread is bread.' Dr. J. WAuroN. 
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As wlien tlie building gains a sui'er stay. 

We take the iinuseful scaffolding away. ^ 

Reason by sense no more can understand ; 

The game is play’d into another hand , 

Why choose we then hkc bilanders to creep 
Along the coast, and land in view to keep, 

When safely we may launch into the deep ^ 

In the siunc vessel which our Saviour bore. 

Himself the pilot, lot us leave the shore, 

And with a better guide a better world explore. 
Could he his Godhead veil with flesh and blood. 
And not veil these agmn to be our food ^ 

His grace in both is equal in extent ; 

The first affords us life, the second nourishment. 
And if he can, why all this frantic pain 
To constinie what his clearest words contain, 

And make a riddle wliat he made so plaml 
To take up half on trust, and half to try, 

Name it not faitli, but bungling bigotry. 

Both knave and fool the merchant we may call, 

To pay great sums, and to compound the small * 
For who would break with Heaven, and would 
not break for all ^ 

Rost then, my soul, from endless anguish freed : 
Nor sciences thy guide, nor sense Hiy creed. 

Faith is the best ensurer of thy bliss ; 

The bank above must fad before the venture 
miss. 

But heaven and heaven-bom faith are far from 
thee, _ 

Thou first apostate to divinity. 

Unkeuned’d range in thy Poloniau plains ; 

A fiercer foe the msatiate Wolf remains. 

Too boastful Biitain, please thyself no more, 

That beasts of prey aro banish’d from thy shore : 
The Beai’, the Boar*, and every savage name, 

Wild in effect, though in appearance tame. 

Lay waste thy woods, destroy thy blissful bower, 
And, muzzled though they seem, the mutes 
devour. 

More haughty than the rest, the wol^h race 
Appear with belly gaunt, and famish’d face : 

Never was so deform’d a beast of grace. 

His ragged tail beiwTxt his legs he wears, 

Close clapp’d for shame ; but his rough crest he 
rears. 

And pricks up his predestinating ears. 

His wild disorder’d walk. Ids haggard eyes, 

Did all the bestial citizens surpnse. 

Though fear’d and hated, yet he ruled awhile 
As captain or companion of the spoil 

Yer, 153 . insatiate Wolf, &c.] Butler, in the 

first canto of Hudihras, sayt», that the Piesbyterians 

“ prove their doctrine ortliodox 

By apostolic blows and knocks ” 

The general description given of them here is very 
severe; they hold the doctrine of predestination, or a 
deciOG of (jrocl from all eternity, to save a ceitain uumher 
of persons, fiom thence called the elect. 

“ A sect” (of whom Hudihras says a little lower) “ whose 
chief devotion lies 
In odd perverse antipathies.” 

Such as reputing the eating of Christmas-pies and plum 
porricigc sintiil, nay, they prohibited all sorts of meri-i- 
ment at that holy iestival, and not only abolished it by 
order of council, dated Dec. 22, 1657, but changed it into a 
fast They woie, during the confusions about Olivers 
time, black caps, that left their eais baie, their hair Iwing 
cropped round quite close ; wherefore the looZ/, the emblem 
of Presbytery, is here said to 

Prick up lus predestinating ears. 

DEnniCK. 


Full many a year his hateful head had been 
For tribute paid, nor since in Cambria seen : 

The last of ^1 the litter ’scaped by chance, 

And from Geneva fii’st infested Fi^ce. 

Some authors thus his pedigree will trac^ 

But others write him of an upstart race ; 

Because of Wickliff ’s brood no mark he hringsi, 

But his innate antipathy to kings. 

Ver. 172. TAe last oj all Gia htter\ Calvin, the person 
here pointed at, was, it mu&t be allowed, a man of very 
extensive genius, much learning, industry, penetration, and 
piefy, and the most persuasive eloquence. He was horn at 
Noyun, in Picardy, in July, 1509. To escape the threats of 
Francis the Firs^ he letired to Basil, where he published 
Ills Christian Institutions, and prefixed to them his fiimous 
dedication to Francis I. Calvin was asthmatical, and de- 
livered hts sermons slowly : a man at Geneva got his liveli- 
hood by writing them down as he pronounced them. “ Sapit 
Calvin us (says Scaliger) quod in apocalypsim non scripsit.” 

"VVe might have expected that Dryden would have here 
censured the strong Calvinistical turn of some of the articles 
of the Church of England. Biimet has defended the article 
concemmg piedestination. The greatest part of the first 
English leformers weie, says Mosheim, absolute Sublap- 
sanans. James I. censnr^ a preacher, £d. Symson, 
for advancing some Arminian tenets, 1616, and he was 
forced to make a public recantation before the king. Dr. J. 
WauToir. 

Ver. 176. Because of TFicXiijf ’s hroof] Wickliff flourished 
about the year 1384. J ohn Huss, 1415. J erome of Prague, 
1416. This great triumvirate, we should remember, sowed 
the first seeds of that reformation, of which Luther and 
Calvin have alone reaped the glory, and of wliich our 
countryman had the honour of being the first, To whom 
justice is done by the learned and candid Mosheim, in his 
excellent Ecclesiastical History, much improved by the 
translation of the learned Mr. Maclain. 

Among all the enemies of the Mendicant orders, none has 
been transmitted to posterity witlx more exalted encomiums 
on the one hand, or blacker calumxdes on the other, than 
John Wickliff, professor of divinity at Oxford, and after- 
warfs rector of Luttci worth; who, according to the testi- 
mony of the writers of these times, was a man of an enter- 
prising genius, and extraordinary learning. In the year 
1360, animated by the example of Eichard, archbishop of 
Aimagh, he first of all defended the statutes and privileges 
of the university of Oxford against all the orders of the 
Mendicants, and had the courage to throw out some sbgbt 
repioofs against tlie popes, their principid patrons, which 
no true Bntou ever imputed to him as a crime. After tliis, 
in the year 1367, he was deprived of the wardenship of 
Canterbury-hall, in the university of Oxford, by Simon 
Langham, archbishop of Canterbury, who substituted a 
monk in his place : upon which he appealed to pope Urban 
V., who confirmed the sentence of the archbishop a^inst 
inm, on account of the freedom with which he had inveighed 
against tlie monastic oi ders. Highly exasperated at this 
treatment, he threw off all restraint, and not only attacked 
all the monks, and their scandalous irregularities but even 
the pontifical power itself, and other ecclesiastical abuses, 
both in his senuons and waitings. From hence he pri^ 
ceededto yet greater lengths, and, detesting the wretched 
superstition of the times, refuted, with great acuteness and 
spirit, the absurd notions that were generally received m 
relirfous matters, and not only exhorted the laity to study 
the scriptures, hut also translated into English these 
divine books, in order to render the perusal of them more j 

^Thwgh neither the doctrine of Wickliff was void of error, 
nor his life without reproach, yet it must be confessed that 
the changes he attempted to introduce, both in the faith and 
discipline of the Church, were, in many respects, wise, 
useful, and salutaiy. 

The monks, whom Wickliff bad pnncipally exasperate^ 
commenced a violent prosecution against him at the court 
of Gregory XI- who, in the year 1377, ordered Simon 
Siidbmy, ai-chbisbop of Canterbury, to take cognizance of 
the affair, in a counal held at London. Imminent as this 
^ danger evidently was, Wickliff escaped it by the interest of 
I- the Duke of Lancaster, and some other peers, wlm had a 
» high regard for him. And soon after the death of Gregory 
f XI. the fatal schism of the Romish church commenced, 

1 during which there was one pope at Rome and another at 
Avignon; so that of couise, this controversy lay dormant 
a long time. But no sooner was this embroiled stote ol 
affairs tolerably settled, than the process against him was 
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These last deduce him from the Helvetian kind, 
ViTio near the Leman lake his consort lined : 
That fiery Zuinglius first the affection bred, 

And meagre Calvin bless’d the nuptial bed. 

In Israel some believe him whelp’d long since, 
When the proud Sanhedrim oppress’d the prince, 
Or, since he will be J ew, derive him higher. 
When Corah with his brethren did conspire 
From Moses’ hand the sovereign sway to wrest. 
And Aaron of bis ephod to devest : 

Till opening earth made way for all to pass, 

And could not bear the burden of a class. 


revived by 'William de Courtenay, archbishop of Canter- 
bury, in the year 1385, and was cained on with f^reat vehe- 
mence in two councils held at Ixmdon and Oxford. The 
event was. that of the twenty-three opinions for winch 
Wicklifl’ had been prosecuted by the monks, ten were con- 
demned as heresies, and thirteen as errors Ho him.self, 
however, returned in safety to Lntteiworth, whcie he died 
peaceably in the year 1.387. This latter attack was much 
more dangerous than the former , hut by what means he 
got safely thiouffh it, whethei by interest of the court, or 
by denying or abjining hia opinions, is to this day a secret. 
He left many followers in England, and other countries, 
who were styled Wickliffites and Lollards, which last was 
a term of popular reproach, translated from the Flemish 
tongue into English. Wherever they could be found, they 
were terribly persecuted by the inquisitors, and othci 
instruments of papal vengeance ; and, in the Council of 
Constance, in the year 1416, the memory and opinions of 
Wickliffwere condemned hy a solemn decree; and about 
thirteen years after, his bones were dug up, and publicly 
burnt. 

Of all the reformers, Melancthon appears to have been 
the most elegant scholar, and to have had the best taste. 
His Latin translation of Eunpides was excellent. Patlier 
Paul valued Occam above all the schoolmen. Luther 
objected to preaching on the Apocalypse. Dr. J. Wabton. 

Ver. 180. That fiery Zvintjlm^ His conduct and share 
in the Reformation is thus impartially stated by Mosheim ; — 

“ While the Cl edit and authonty of the Roman pontiff 
was thus upon the decline in Germany, they received a 
mortal wound in Switzerland from Uhne Ziungle, a canon 
of Zurich, whose extensive learning and uncommon saga- 
city were accompanied with the most heroic intrepidity and 
resolution It must even be acknowledged, that this 
eminent man had perceived some rays of the truth before 
Luther came to an open rapture witli the Church of Rome. 
He was, however, afterwards still fartlier animated by the 
example, and instructed hy the writings, of the Saxon re- 
former; and thus his zeal for the good cause acquit ed now 
strength and vigour. For he not only explained the sacicd 
writings in his public discourses to the people, but also 
gave, in the year 1619, a signal proof of his courage, by 
opposing, with the greatest resolution and success, the 
ministry of a certain Italian monk, whose name was 
Samson, and who was carrying on, in Switzerland, the 
impious traffic of indulgences, with the same impudence 
tliat Tetzcl had done in Gennany. This was the first re- 
markable event that prepared the way for the reformation 
among the Helvetic cantons. In piocess of time, Ziiingle 
pursued, with steadiness and resolution, the de^^ that he 
had begun with such courage and success. His noble 
eflbrts weie seconded by some other learned men, educated 
in Germany, who became his colleagues, and the com- 
panions of his labours, and who, iointiy with him, succeeded 
so far in removing tlie credulity of a deluded people, that 
the pope’s supremacy was rejected and denied in the 
CTeatest part of Switzerland. It is indeed to be observed, 
that Zuingle did not always use the same methods of con- 
version that were employed by Luther ; noi , upon particular 
occasion.s, did he discountenance the use of violent measures 
against such as adhered with obstinacy to the .supemtitions 
of their ancestors. Ho is also said to have attributed to the 
civil magistrate such an extensive power in ecclesiastical 
affaiia as is quite inednsistent witli the essence and genius 
of religion But, upon the whole, even envy must acknow- 
ledge, that his intentions weie upright, and his designs 
worthy of tlie highest approbation.’’ Dr. J. Waeton. 

Ver. 183.^ TFTiew the proud Sanhedrim^ &c.] On this line, 
in tliQ original edition, the following marginal note occurs: 
— “ Vid. to Heyl Wst. q/ Todd. 

Ver. 187. - — ■■ of h\s ephod to devest :] Thus the orig. 
edit., and nghtly. Todd, 


The Fox and he came shuffled in the dark, 

If ever they were stow'd lu Noah’s ark : 

Perhaps not made ; for all Iheir barking train 
The Dog (a common species) will contain. 

And some wild enrs, who from their masters ran, 
Abhon.’ing the supremacy of man, 

In woods and caves the rebel-race began. 

0 happy pair, how well have you increased ! 
What ills in Church and State have you rodi'e^’d ! 
With teeth untried, and rudiments of claws, 

Your first essay was on your native laws 
Those having tom with case, and trampled down, 
Your fangs you fasten’d on the mitred crown, 
And freed from Clod and monaichy your town. 
What though your native kennel still bo small, 
Bounded betwixt a puddle and a wall ; 

Yet your victorious colonics are sent 
Where the north ocean girds the continent. 
Quicken’d with fire below, your monstei’S breed 
In fenny Holland, and in fmitful Tweed ; 

And, like the first, the last affects to be 
Drawn to the dregs of a democracy. 

As, where in fields the fairy rounds are seen, 

A rank sour herbage rises on the gi’cen ; 

So, Bpiinging where those midnight elves advance, 
Rebellion pnnts the footsteps of the dance. 

Such arc their doctrines, such contempt they 
show 

To Heaven above, and to their prince below, 

As none but traitors and blasphemers know. 

God, like the tyrant of the skies, is placed, 

And kings, like slaves, beneath the crowd 
debased 

So fulsome is their food, that flocks refuse 
To bite, and only dogs for physic use. 

As, where the lightning runs along the ground, 
No husbandry can heal the blasting wound ,• 

Nor bladed grass, nor bearded com succeeds, ^ 
But scales of scurf and putrefaction broods : 

Such wars, such waste, such fiery tmeks of 
deai-th 


Their zeal has left, and such a tcemlcss earth. 
But, as the poisons of the deadliest kind 
Are to their own unhappy coasts confined ; ^ 

As only Indian shades of sight deprive, 

And magic plants will but in Colchos thrive ; 

So Presbyteiy and pestilential zeal 
Can only flourish in a commonweal. 

From Celtic woods is chased the wolfish crew ; 
But ah ! some pity e’en to brutes is duo ; ^ 


Ver. 216. Such a/re their doctnnea^ lie does not mention 
John Hubs and Jeionie ofPragiie, two chief promoters of ilio 
Reformation. L’Enfimt, m lus Ilistory of the War of tlic 
Hussites, says, that two English students hecoming ac- 
quainted with John Hubs at Prague, having paiutod, in 
the porch of their house, a representation ot our Saviour 
entering into Jerasalem upon an ass, with crowds following 
him on foot, and on the other side the pope riding a horse 
magnificently caxiarisoucd, and attended with guards, 
drams, and hautboys, Huss was so dolightcd with this pic- 
tura, that he mentioned and commended it in lus sermons, 
and the whole city crowded to see it. This i^as the hogiii- 
ning of John Huss’s attachment to the opinions ofWickllff. 
Dr. J. Wakton. 

Ver. 236. From Celtic woods %8 chased the wolfish crew ,•’] 
Thi.s passage alludes to the revocation of the edict of Nantz, 
hy which two millions of the Rotonned Church wore pro- 
sciibed, and two hundred thousand drove into foreign coun- 
tries; a proceeding that must tlnow an oteiTial blemish on 
the reign of Louis XIV . The remainder of this paragraph 
does great honour to Dryden, as it manifests, that whatever 
faults he had, a persecuting spirit was not one of them 
Dkrbiok. 
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Their native walks, methinks, they might enjoy, 
Curb’d of their native msdice to destroy. 

Of all the tyranmes on human kind, 

The worst is that which persecutes the mind. ^40 
Let US but weigh at what offence we strike , 

’Tis but because we cannot think alike. 

In punishing of this, we overthrow 
The laws of nations and of natui’o too. 

Beasts are the subjects of tyrannic sway, ^ 

Where still the stronger on the weaker prey. 

Man only of a softer mould is made. 

Not for his follows’ ruin, but their aid : 

Created kind, beneficent and free, 

The noble image of the Deity. ^ 

One poi-tion of informing fire was given 
To brutes, the inferior family of Heaven : 

The Smith Divine, as with a careless beat. 

Struck out the mute creation at a heat : 

But, when arrived at last to human race, ® 
The Godhead took a deep considermg space; 

And, to distinguish man firom all the rest, 
Unlock’d tho sacred treasui*es of his breast ; 

And mercy mix’d with reason did impart. 

One to his head, the other to his heart : ^ 

Reason to rule, but mercy to forgive ; 

The first is law, the last prerogative. 

And hke his mind his outward foim appear’d, 
When, issuing naked, to the wondering herd, 

He charm’d their eyes: and, for they loved, they 
fear’d: ^65 

Not arm’d with horns of arbitra^ might, 

Or claws to seize their furry spoils in fight, 

Or with increase of feet to o’ertake them in their 
flight ; 

Of easy shape, and pliant every way ; 

Confessing still the softness of his clay, ^ 

And kind as kings upon their coronation day : 
With open hands, and with extended space 
Of arms, to satisfy a large embrace. 

Thus kneaded up with milk, the new-made 

•mn.Ti 

His kingdom o’er his kindred world began : ^ 

Till knowledge misapplied, misunderstood, 

And pride of empire sour’d his balmy blood. 

Then, first rebelling, his own stop he coins; 

The murderer Cain was latent in 1^ loins : 

And blood began its first and loudest cry, 

For diflering worship of the Deity. 

Thus pei*secution rose, and farther space 
Produced the mighty hunter of his race. 

Not BO the blessed Pan his flock increased, 
Content to fold them from the famish’d beast : ^ 
Mild were his laws; the Sheep and hannless 
Hind 

Were never of the persecuting kind. 

Such pity now the pious pastor shows. 

Such mercy from the British Lion flows, 

That both provide protection from their foes. ^ 
Oh happy regions, Italy and Spain, 

Which never did those monsters entertain ! 

The WolJ^ the Bear, the Boar, can there advance 
No native claim of just inheritance ; , 

And self-preserving laws, severe in show, ^95 
May guard their fences from the invading foe. 
Where birth has placed them, let them safely 
share 

The common benefit of vital air. 

Ver, 290. piotection from their foes ] The original 

edition has— pi otcction/o? their foes. Tono. 


Themselves unharmful, let them live unharm’d ; 
Their jaws disabled and their claws disarm’d : ^ 
Here, only in nocturnal bowlings bold, 

They dare not seize the Hind, nor leap the fold. 
More powerful, and as vigilant as they, 

The Lion avTfiilly forbids the prey. 

Their rage repress’d though pmch’d vrith fitmine 
sore, 

They stand aloof, and tremble at his roar : 

Mudi is their hunger, but their fear is more. 
These are the chief : to number o’er the rest, 

And btand, like Adam, naming every beast. 

Were weary work : nor will the Muse describe 
A slimy-hom and sun-begotten tribe ; 

Who, far from steeples and their sacred sound. 

In fields their sullen conventicles found. 

These gross, haLf-animated lumps I leave ; 

Nor can I think what thoughts they can conceiva 
But if they think at all, ’tis sure no higher SJ® 
Than matter, put in motion, may aspire : 

Souls that can scarce ferment their mass of clay : 
So drossy, so divihible are they, 

As would but serve pure bodies for allay : 

Such souls as shards produce, such beetie things 
As only buzz to heaven with evening wings; 

Strike in the dai*k, offending but by chance. 

Such are the blindfold blows of ignorance. 

They know not beings, and but hate a name ; 

To them the Hind and Panther are the same. 

The Panther, sure the noblest, next the Bond, 
And fidrest creature of the spotted kind; 

Oh, could her m-bom stains be wash’d away. 

She were too good to be a beast of prey 1 ^ 

How can I praise, or blame, and not offend, 

Or how divide the firailfy from the friend t 
Her faults and virtues lie so mix’d, that she 
Nor wholly stands condemn’d, nor wholly free. 
Then, hke her injured Lion, let me speak ; 

He cannot bend her, and he would not break. 
Unkind already, and estranged in pari^ 

The Wolf begins to share her wandering heart 
Though unpolluted yet with actual ill, 

She half commit^ who sins but in her will 
If, as our dreaming Platonists report, 

Tliere could be spirits of a middle sort 
Too black for heaven, and yet too white for hell, 
Who just dropp’d half vray doivn, nor lower fell ; 
So poised, so gently she descends from high, ^ 
It seems a soft disimBsiou from the sky. 

Her house not ancient, whatsoe’er pretence 
Her clergy heralds make m her defence ; 

A second century not half-way run, 

Since the new honours of her blood begun. 

A Lion, old, obscene, and furious made 
By lust, compress’d her mother in a shade ; 

Then, by a left-hand marriage, weds the dame. 
Covering adultery with a specious name : 

So Schism begot ; and Sacrilege and sh^ ^ 
A well-match’d pair, got graceless Heresy. 

God’s and kings’ rebels have the same good cause, 
To trample down divine and human laws : 

y er. 339. Though, unpolluted yet with actual flZ, 

She 'Rolf commits, who sins hut in her wuU\ 

So the energetic moralist Juvenal ; 

“l^am scelus intra se taciturn qui cogitet nllum 

Tacti crimen liahet.”~'<Sci«.3diL 209 

JoHK Waetox. 

Ver, 364. Covering adultery with a specious narrw :\ " 
jugium vocat, hoc prmtexit nomine culpam,”-Virgil 
.a:neia.iv. John Wabton. 
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BotTi would be call’d reformers, and their hate 
Alike destructiYG both to Church and State : ®30 

The fruit proclaims the plant; a lawless prince 
By luxury reform’d incontinence ; 

By ruins, charity ; by riots, abstinence. 
Confessions, fasts, and penance set aside ; 

Oh, with what ease we follow such a guide, ^ 
Where souls are starved, and senses gratified ! 
Where marriage-pleasures midnight prayer supply. 
And matin bells (a melancholy cry) 

Are tuned to merrier notes, Increase and multiply. 
Religion shows a rosy-colour’d face ; 2'“ 

Not batter’d out with drudging works of grace ; 

A down-hill refoimation rolls apace. 

What flesh and blood would crowd the narrow 
gate, 

Or, till they waste their pamper’d paimches, 
wait'* 

All would be happy at the cheapest rate. 

Though our lean faith these rigid laws has 
given, 

The full-fed Mussulman goes fat to heaven; 

For his Arabian prophet with delights 
Of sense allured his eastern proselytes. 

The joUy Luther, reading him, b^an 
To interpret Saiptures by his Alcoran ; 

To grub the thorns beneath our tender feet. 

And make the paths of Paradise more sweet : 
Bethought him of a wife ere half-way gone, 

For ’twas uneasy travelling alone ; s&i 

And, in this masquerade of mirth and love, 
Mistook the bliss of heaven for Bacchanals above. 
Sure he presumed of praise, who came to stock 
Tlie ethereal pastures with so fair a flock, 
Burnish’d, and battening on their food, to show 
Their diligence of careful herds below, 39i 

Ver. 380. /oils/ Luiher,] This is a very undeserved 
and depreciating epithet applied to this great leformer. In 
the judicious reflections which my learaed and ingenious 
friend Dr.Sturges has made, on what Mr. Milner calls a 
History of Winchester, but which ought to have been en- 
titled, An Apology for Popeiy, witli hints and hopes of its 
re-cstablishmcnt in this country, there is a character of 
Luther diawn with such truth, and so masterly a pencil, 
that I shall here give the reader the pleasure of cousidenng 
it, as an antidote to the severe sarcasms scattered up and 
down in this poem by Dryden against this extraorcUnary 
man. 

“ It required a degree of perseverance and intrepidity 
not less tlian that of which Luther was possessed, to make 
him engage in the arduous contest, to support him through- 
out its continuance, and finally to give him such success in 
it as to carry off from the all^iance of Rome, either under 
his own immediate standard, or that of the allies connected 
with him hy a common cause, so large a proportion of her 
subjects. Por to him must be in great measure attnbuted 
all the branches of the Reformation, which spread over the 
different parts of Europe, after he had planted it in Ger- 
many. A wonderful achievement this, for a private German 
monk ; and an instance, amongst many othera, with what 
inconsiderable and apparently inadequate instrumenfs the 
most important purposes of Providence are accomplished. 
Luther wag in his manners and writings coarse, presuming, 
and impetuous; hut these were qualities allied to those 
which alone made him capable of suppoitmg well the ex- 
tiaordinary character in which he appeared. I have always 
been struck with his translatiug the whole Bible into Ger- 
man, which is a classical hook in that language and has, I 
believe, as a translation, maintained high credit down to 
. Liter times, as a singular proof of learning and ability. 
Whoever well considers the difficulty of one wow’s executing 
such a work at a period, when the knowledge of the original 
language was rare, and the assistances of sacred criticism 
and literature (winch have been since so much multiplied) 
were inconsiderable and scanty, will probably be inclined 
to agree with me in this opinion.” Dr. J. Wakton". 

Ver. 391. Their diligcncej &C.] 27ie diligence, &c. Ori- 
ginal edition. Todd. 


Our Panther, though like these she changed 
her head, 

Tet, as the mistress of a monarch’s bed, 

Her front erect with majesty she bore, 

The crosier wielded, and the mitre wore. 

Her upper part of decent discipline 
Show’d affectation of an ancient line ; 

And Fathers, Councils, Church and Church’s head, 
Were on her reverend phylacteries read. 

But what disgi*aced and disavow’d the rest, ^ 
Was Calvin’s hi-aud, that stigmatised the beast. 
Thus, hke a creature of a double kind, 

In her own labyiinth she lives confined. 

To foreign lands no sound of her is come. 
Humbly content to be despised at home. 

Such is her faith, where good cannot be had, 

At least she leaves the r^use of the bad : 

Nice in her choice of ill, though not of best, 

And least deform’d, because reform’d the least. 

In doubtful points betwixt her differing friends, 
Where one for substance, one for sign contends, 
Their contradicting terms she strives to join ; 

Sign shall he substance;, substance shall be sign. 

A real presence all her sons allow. 

And yet ’tis flat idolatry to bow, '*** 

Because the Godhead’s there they know not how. 
Her novices are taught that bread and wine 
Are but the visible and outward sign, 

Received by those who in communion join. 

But the inward grace, or the thing sigiiified, 

His blood and body, who to save us died ; 

The faithful this thing signified receive; 

^\Tiat is’t those faithMthen partake or leave? 
For what is signified and understood, 

Is, hy her own confession, flesh and blood. 

Then, by the same acknowledgment, we know 
They take the sign, and take the substance too. 
The literal sense is hard to flesh and blood, 

But nonsense never can be understood. 

Her wild belief on eveiy wave is toss’d ; ^ 

But sure no church can better morals boast : 

True to her king her principles are found ; 

Oh, that her practice were but half so sound ! 
Steadfast in various turns of state she stood, 

And seal'd her vow'd affection with her blood: 
Nor will I meanly tax her constancy, 

That interest or obhgement made the tio. 

Bound to the flite of mui'der’d monarchy. 


Ver 409. AtuI least dff(n'<m!d, tecoitse reform’d the least."] 
Original edition. Dernck has— because defm'^ied the least. 
Todd. 

Ver. 411. one for substance, one for sign Cffntmds7[ 

Luther asserted the real presence under the different sub- 
stances of bread and of wine ; but tliis only in the act of 
receiving the sacrament : whereas Zuingluis affirmed, that 
the bread and wine, or the elements, were only types, tlie 
figure and repiesehtation of the body and blood of Christ. 
Dbebick. 

Ver 429 But nonsense] The unparalleled absurdity and 
impiety of some questions proposed to be discussed in the 
sdiools, makes one shudder to read them, and improper to 
translate.— They are to he found in the tliird volume of 
Heniy Stephens's Apology for Herodotus, p. 127. “ Utnim 
Deus potuefit suppositaro mulierem, vel diaboliim, vcl 
asinum, vel silicem, vel cucurbitam : et si suppositasset 
cucurbitam, queraadmodum fuent condonatnra, euitura mi- 
racula, et quonam modo fuisset fixa cruci.” Dr. J. Waetoit. 

Ver. 430. JSTcr mid belief on every wave is tos^d;'] St Paul, 
Eph. rv. 14. St. James, 1. 6. — “ He that wavereth is like a 
wave of the sea driven with the wind and tossed" Johkt 
Waeton. 

Ver. 436. Nor wiU I meanly tax 7ier constancy,'] “ No King, 
no Bishop 1” was a common saying m King Charles the 
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Before the sounding axe so fells the vme, 

Whose tender branches round the poplar twine; ^ 
She chose her ruin, and resign’d her life, 

In death undaunted as an Indian wife : 

A rare example ! but some souls we see 
Grow hard, and stiffen with adversity : 

Yet those by fortune’s fevours are undone ; 
Resolved, into a baser form they run, 

And bore the wind, but cannot bear the sun. 

Let this be Nature’s frailty, or her fate. 

Or ^ Isgrim’s counsel, her new-chosen mate ; 

Still she ’s the fairest of the fallen crew, 

No mother more indulgent, but the true. 

Fierce to her foes, yet fears her force to try. 
Because she wants innate authority ; 

For how can she constrain them to obey. 

Who has herself cast off the lawful sway ? 
Rebellion equals all, and those, who toil 
In common theft, will share the common spoil 
Let her produce the title and the right 
Against her old superiors first to fight ,* 

If she reform by text, e’en that ’s as plain 
For her own rebels to reform again, 

As long as words a different sense will bear. 

And each may be his own interpreter. 

Our airy faith will no foimdation find ; 

The word ’s a weathercock for every wind : 

The Bear, the Fox, the Wolf, by turns prevail ; 
The most m power supplies the present gale. 

The wretched Panther cries aloud for aid 
To Church and Councils, whom she first betray’d ; 
No help from Fathers or Tradition’s train ; * 7 o 

Those ancient gmdes she taught us to disdain, 
And by that Scriptui’e, which she once abused 
To reformation, stands herself accused. 

What bills for breach of laws can she prefer. 
Expounding which she owns herself may err 1 
And, after all her winding ways are tii^ 

If doubts arise, she slips herself aside, 

And leaves the private conscience for the guide. 

If then that conscience set the offender free. 

It bars her claim to Church authority. ^ 

How can she censure, or what crime pretend. 

But Scripture may be construed to defend 1 
E’en those, whom for rebellion she transmits 
To civil power, her doctrine first acquits ; 

Because no disobedience can ensue. 

Where no submission to a judge is due ; 

Each judging for himself, by her consent. 

Whom thus absolved she sends to punishment. 
Suppose the magistrate revenge her caus^ 

'Tis only for transgressing human laws. ^ 

First’s time, and sufficiently verified during the interreg- 
num. This whole passage is a real compliment to the 
ChurchL as by law established; and shows that Dryden 
could speak impartially even of a cause that he had de- 
serted ; which cause he handsomely compares to 

ver. 442. an Indumtoife:] Whose constancy is 

become a proverb : since when their deceased husbands are 
either to be buried or burned, to manifest tlieir affection, 
they throw themselves either into the same grave, or on 
the funeral pile. Derrick. 

Ibid. Jn death undaunted as an Indian wife .*] This har- 
harous custom has perhaps never been so well described as 
in the following lines of Propertius, 10th Elegy, 15 v. 3 lib. 
** Felix Eois lex funens una maritis,” &c. &c. 

John Waeton. 

Ver. 447. And bore the wind^ but cannot bear the sun.] An 
allusion to an iEsopic fable, to which he alludes again with 
more force and elegance in his character of the <*ood Par- 
son, where see the note. John Waeton. 

* The wolf. Orig. edit 


How answering to its end a Cliurck is made, 
Whose power is but to counsel and persuade % 

Oh solid rock, on which secure she stands 1 
Eternal house, not bmlt with mortal hands ! 

Oh sure defence against the infemal gate, '®® 
A patent during pleasure of the state ! 

Thus is the Panther neither loved nor fear’d, 

A meer mock queen of a divided herd ,* 

Whom soon by lawful power she might con- 

tl’Ol, 

Herself a part submitted to the whole. 

Then, as the moon who first receives the light 
By which she makes our nether regions bright, 

So might she shine, reflecting from ?i.fer 
The ra^ she borrow’d from a better star ; 

Big with the beams, which from her moth^ 
flow, 5flS 

And reignmg o’er the rising tides below : 

Now, mixing with a savage crowd, she goe^ 

And meanly flatters her inveterate foe^ 

Ruled while she rules, and losing every hour 
Her wretched remnants of precarious power. 

One evening, while the cooler shade she sought. 
Revolving many a melancholy thought, 

Alone she walk’d, and look’d around in vain. 

With rueful visage, for her vanish’d train ; 

None of her sylvan subjects made their court; 
Levees and couchees pass’d without resort 
So hardly can usurpers manage well 
Those whom they first instmeted to rebel 
More liberty begets desire for more ; 

The hunger still iacreases with the store. 

Without respect they brush’d along the wood. 
Each in his clan, and, fill’d with loathsome food. 
Ask’d no permission to the neighbouring flood- 
The Panther, fiiU of inward discontent, 

Since they would go, before them wisely went ; ^ 
Supplying want of power by drinking first ; 

As if she gave them leave to quench their thirst. 
Among the rest, the Hind, with fearful fec^ 
Beheld from fer the common watering plac^ 

Nor durst approach ; till with an aw& roar 
The sovereign Lion bade her fear no more. 
Encouraged thu^ she brought her younglings 
nigh. 

Watching the motions of her patron’s eye, 

And drai^ a sober draught ; the rest amazed 
Stood mutely still, and on the stranger gazed; ^ 
Survey’d her part by part, and sought to find 
The ten-hom’d monster in the harj^ess Hind, 
Such as the Wolf and Panther had design’d. 

They thought at first they dream’d; for ’twas 
offence 

With them to question certitude of sense, 

Their guide in faith : but nearer when they drew, 
And had Hie fenlHess object full in view, 

Lord, how they all admired her heavenly hue I 
Some, who before her fellowship disdain’d, 

Scarce, and but scarce, from in-bom rage re- 
strain’d, ^ ^ 

Now frisk’d about her, and ^.Id kindred feign’d. 
Whether for love or interest, every sect 
Of all the savage nation show’d respect. 

The viceroy Panther could not awe the herd; 

The more the company, the less they fear’d. 

The surly Wolf with secret envy burst, 

Yet could not howl ; the Hind had seen him first : 
But what he durst not speak, the Panther durst. 

For when the herd, sufficed, did late repair 
To ferny heathy and to their forest lair, 
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Sbe made a mannerly excuse to stay, 

Proffering tlie Hind to wait her half the way : 
That, since the sty was clear, an hour of taJt 
Might help her to beguile the tedious walk. 

With much good-will the motion was embraced, 
To chat a while on their adventures past ; 

Nor had the grateful Hind so soon forgot 
Her friend and fellow-sufferer in the plot. 

Yet wondering how of late she grew estranged, 
Her forehead cloudy, and her countenance 
changed, 

She thought this hour the occasion would pre- 
sent 

To learn her secret cause of discontent, 

Which well she hoped might be with ease re- 
dress’d, 

Considering her a well-bred civil beast. 

And more a gentlewoman than the rest. 

After some common talk what rumours ran, 

The lady of the spotted muff began. 


THE SECOND PART. 


Dame, said the Panther, times axe mended well, 
Since late among the Philistines you fell 
The toils were pitch’d, a spacious tract of 
ground 

With expert huntsmen waa encompass’d round ; 
The inclosure narrow’d; the sagacious power 
Of hounds and death drew nearer every hour. 

’Tis true, the younger Lion ’scaped the snare, 

But all your pnestly calves lay struggling 
there ; ^ 

As sacrifices on their altars bid; 

While you, their careful mother, wisely fled. 

Not trusting destiny to save your head. 

For, whate’er promises you have applied 
To your unfading Church, the surer side ^ 
Is four fair legs in danger to provide. 

And whate’er tales of Peter’s chair you tell, 

Yet, saving reverence of the miracle, 

'The better luck was yours to ’scape so well 
As I remember, said the sober Hind, 

These toils were for your own dear self design’d. 
As well as me; and with the self-same throw, 

To catch the quarry and the vermin too. 

(Forgive the slanderous tongues that call’d you 
so.) 

Howe’er you take it now, the common cry 
Then ran you down for your rank loyalty. 
Besides, in Popery they thought you nursed, 

(As evil tongues -^1 ever speak the worst,) 
Because some forms, and ceremonies some 
You kept, and stood in the main question dumb. 
Dumb you were bom indeed ; but thinking long, 
The Test, it seems, at last has loosed your tongue. 


Ver. 662. 27or had tTie grateful IRnd so soon forgot 
Her friend andfelhAo-sufferer in t'kejplotI\ 

The Pop^ish plot; the contrivers of which were Presby- 
terians, Latitudinarians, and Republicans, who had before 
shoTTn themselves enemies to the Protestant as well as the 
Popish Chnrch. This explanation is farther confirmed in 
our notes on Absalom and Achitophel, and those on the 
"Viedal. Derrick. 

Ver. 602. The Test, it seems, at last has loosed yowr tongw^ 


And to explain what yom' forefathers meant 
By real presence in the sacrameut. 

After long fencing push’d against a wall, 

Your salvo comes, that he ’s not thero at all : 
There changed your faith, and what may change 
may fall 

Who can believe what varies every day, 

Nor ever was, nor will be at a stay? 

Tortures may force the tongue untruths to 
teU, 610 

And I ne’er own’d myself infallible, 

Replied the Panther : grant such presence were, 
Yet in your sense I never own’d it there. 

A real virtue we by faith receive, 

And that we in the sacrament believe. 6^® 

Then, said the Hind, as you the matter state, 

Not only Jesuits can equivocate; 

For real, as you now the word expound, 

From solid substance dwindles to a sound. 
Methinks an .^sop’s fable you repeat ; 

You know who took the shadow for the meat : 
Your Church’s substance thus you change at 
will, 

j\jid yet retain your former figure stilL 
I freely grant you spoke to save your life ; 

For then you lay beneath the butcher’s knife. ®5 
Long time you fought, redoubled battery boro, 
But, after all, against yourself you swore ; 


The Test act, passed in 1672-3, enjoined the abjuration of 
the real presence in the sacrament. Derriok. 

Ver. 609. Nor ever %oas, ner toiSl heat a stayf} “ And 
never continucth in one stay.” — Burial Service. Joiiir 
Wartok. 

Ver. 617. Not only Jesmt8\ It is worth remarking that 
many years before the French Revolution, the greatest blow 
the Church of Rome ever received was by the expulsion of 
the large, and opulent, and able body of the Jesuits ; effected 
on the very same day in conjunction by the crowns of 
Spam, Portugal, and France, and authorized by tho Popo 
himself. It is marvellous that this society could continue 
so long, after it had been so irresi'Jtibly exposed and sa- 
tirized by the wit, tlie eloquence, and the piety of Pascal 
This perhaps is the most capital piece of controversy that 
ever was written. The Jesuits, when they were expelled, 
had long lost their character for literature. For near fifty 
years before this event, they had produced no cxtraordinai y 
work, and had turned all their thoughts and abilities to 
mean court intrigues, and tovanous branches of commerce. 
It is well if they do not turn this very disposition to some 
unforeseen advantage, and disseminate principles, and 
form sects, injurious to the peace of society, and the liberty 
and piospenty of Europe. I beg leave to add, that among 
this learned body, I have always looked up to one with 
particular regard and respect; I mean, the great father 
Petau, of whom it is painful to add that he died in the 
Jesuits’ College at Pans, abandoned and in want, for hav- 
ing said, that before the Council of Nice, the Church had 
not made any decision about tho divinity of the Word. 
When Petau’s physician told him on his death-bed he could 
not live two hours longer, “ The^” said the father, “ I bog 
you to accept of this book,” giving him his Rationarium 
Tempoium, “for the messenger of good news should always 
be rewarded.” 

The Abbd Boileau used to say of tlie J esuits, “ These gen- 
tlemen lengthen the creed, and shorten tho decalogue.” And 
in some MS. letters of Cardinal Fleury he saya “ Tlie 
Jesuits aie excellent valets, but sad masters.” “If the 
Jesuits,” said Montesquieu, “had lived before Luther and 
Calvin, they would have been masters of the world.” 

There was a college of ex- Jesuits still left at Rome, 1793, 
who were often consulted by Pope Pius tbo Sixth, and the 
cardinals, particularly father Zacchanah, who was intimate 
with the Jacobin Mamuchi. Charles III., king of Spain, 
never forgave the Jesuits for spreading the report that he 
was the son of Cardinal Alberoni, and not of Philip the 
Fifth. Tliese Jesuits at Rome attributed the French re- 
volution to their expulsion: saying, that they were the 
only order that kept alive and propagated the principles of 
the Christian religion. Dr T. Warton. 
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Foiir former self, for eveiy hour yom* form 
Is chopp’d and changed, hke winds before a 
storm. 

Thns fear and interest will prevail with some ; 
For all have not the gift of martyrdom. 

The Panther grinn’d at this, and thus replied : 
That men may err was never yet denied. 

But, if that common principle be true, 

The canon, dame, is levell’d full at you. ^ 

But, shunning long disputes, I fain would see 
That wondi’ous wight Infalhbility. 

Is he from heaven, this mighty champion, come ^ 
Or lodged below in subterranean Eome 
First, seat him somewhere, and derive his 
race, 

Or else conclude that nothing has no place. 

Suppose, (though I disown it,) said the Hind, 
The certain mansion were not yet assign’d ; 

The doubtful residence no proof can bring 
Against the plain existence of the thing. 

Because philosophers may disagree. 

If sight by emission or reception be. 

Shall it be thence mfei’r’d I do not see ? 

But; you reqmre an answer positive. 

Which yet, when I demand^ you dare not 
give; 

For fallacies in universals live. 

I then affirm that this unfailmg guide 
In Pope and General Councils must reside ; 

Both lawful, both combined : what one decrees 
By numerous votes, the other ratifies : ^ 

On this undoubted sense the Church relies. 

’Tis true, some doctors in a scantier space, 

I mean, in each apart, contract the place. 

Some, who to greater length extend the line. 

The Church’s after-acceptation join. 

This last curcumferenoe appears too wide ; 

The Church diffused is by the Council tied ; 

As members by their representatives 
Obliged to laws, which Pidnce and Senate gives 
Thus some contract, and some enlaige the 
space : ^ 

In Pope and Council, who denies the place. 
Assisted from above with God’s unfailing grace ? 
Those canons aU the needful points contain ; 

Their sense so obvious, and then* words so plain. 
That no disputes about the doubtful text 
Have hitherto the labouring world perplex’d. 

If any should in after-times appear, 

New Councils must be call’d, to make the 
meaning clear : 

Because in them the power supreme resides ; 

And all the promises are to the guides. 

This may be taught with soimd and safe defence : 
But mark how sandy is your own pretence. 

Who, setting Councils, Pope and Church aside. 
Are every man his own presuming guide. 

The sacred books, you say, are full and plain, 

And every needful point of truth contain : 

All, who can read, interpreters may be : 

Thus, though your several Churclies disagree. 


Yer. 652. this unfailing guide\ When a Cardinal 

came to pay his usual compliments of congratulahon on 
tlie day the anniversary, and to \vish Pope Benedict the 
Fourtcentn many years to enjoy his high dignity, his Holiness 
t,aid to him, “ You aie just letiimed trom saying mass, and 
daie you utter such a falnchood, as to wish I may not soon 
make a vacancy in the papal chair?” knoiiTinghow earnestly 
tue of a pope is always wished for jmd expected. 

Hr J Wajiton. 


Yet eveiy saint has to himself alone 

The secret of this philosophic stone. 6® 

These principles yotir jaiTmg sects imite. 

When differmg doctors and disciples fight. 

Though Luther, Zninglius, Calvin, holy chie^ 
Have made a battle-royal of behefe ; 

Or, like wild horses, several ways have whirl’d 
The tortured text about the Christiau world ; 

Each Jehu lashing on with furious force. 

That Tm'k or Jew could not have used it worse ; 
No matter what dissension leadem mate. 

Where every private man may save a stake : 

Ruled by the Scriptm*e and Ids own advicet, 

Each has a blind bye-path to Paradise ; 

Where, driving in a cii’cle, dow or fast. 

Opposing sects are sure to meet at last. 

A wondrous charity you have in store 
For all reform’d to pass the narrow door : 

So much, that IMahomet had scarcely more. 

For he, kind prophet, was for damning none; 

But Christ and Moses were to save their own : 
Himself was to secure his chosen race, 705 

Though reason good for Tui'ks to take the place. 
And he allow’d to be the better man. 

In virtue of his holier Alcoran. 

True, said the Panther, I shall ne’er deny 
My brethi'en may be saved as well as I : Tio 

Though Huguenots contemn our ordination. 
Succession, ministerial vocation ; 

And Luther, more mistaking what he read, 

Yer. 699. Opposing sects'] A great physician told ‘Sir 
W. Temple, that in the fanatic times he found most of his 
patients so disturbed by troubles of conscience, and religions 
scruples and fears, tliat he was forced to play the divine 
with them before he could begin the physician. Old Mr. 
Richardson infoims us that a cavalier physician made his 
Puritan patient, who conaulted him in a stubborn bloody 
flux, drink up the Common Prayer-book boiled to a pulp, 
which he had found torn to pieces and scattered about the 
ball as he came in; swearing he would not presenbofor 
him till he bad done so; when indeed be would otherwise 
have prescribed him boiled paper. Dr. J. Wabtok. 

Yer. 702. So rnucA, tAat Mahomet] It is worth remarking, 
because it is a fact, not very well known and allowed, that 
Mahomet the Second, when he had taken Constantiuople, 
addressed the patriarch in the mildest and most benevolent 
terms, and installed him in his office with much ceremony. 
See page 229, Codini Antiquitat. Constant.; an extraoi di- 
nary example of toleration. JBayle has taken great pains 
to prove that we ought not to ascribe the wide and rapid 
progress of 2Iahometism to its being a religion flattering 
tlie passions and corruptions, and agreeable, as is vulgarly 
said, to flesh and blood, for that in reality its moral pre- 
cepts are very strict, rational, useliil, and severe, and that 
it IS burdened with many severe and troublesome 
piohihiiions and ceremonies, sach as drinking no wine, 
very fiequent bathings, and repetitions of prayers, absti- 
nence, and fastings, circumcision, and long and fatiguing 
pilgrimages. Dr. J. WAETOir. 

Yer. 713. And Luther j] When Atterhury was a young 
man at Christ Church, he published, m the year 1687. an j 
excellent pamphlet in defence of Luther, entitled, “An 
An.swer to some Considerations on the Spirit of Martin 
Luther, and the original of the Reformation.” It is written j 
with spirit and strength of argument, and deserves to be j 
more attended to than I think it has been. He has par- 
ticularly defended Luther for his marriage with Catherine 
Bora, and for his condemning the absurd vows of celibacy, 
which occasioned some of the most enormous imparities 
and lewduesfi among unmanled priests , referring for prooffi 
to Damianus’s letter to Pope Nicholas the Second, in the 
eleventh century, and particularly to two remarkable pas- 
sages, one in Erasmus, and the other in Coster; the former 
of whom says, in his Annotations on Timothy, “Quam in- 
numeii sunt monachi pubhctj incesti etimpudici and the 
latter, “Saceidos si fornicetur, aut domi concubinam ha- 
heat, tametsi gravi sacrilegio &e obstnngat, gravius tamen 
peccai si raatrimonium contrahaL” — Coster. Euch. cap. 15. 

To tins I add, that Zuinglius, writing to the Swiss Can- 
tons, reminds them of an edict issued by their ancestoih, 
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Misjoins the sacred body with the bread : 

Yet, lady, still remember I maintain, 

The word in needful points is only plain. 

Needless, or needful, I not now contend, 

For stiU you have a loop-hole for a friend, 
(Rejoin’d the matron) : but the rule you lay 
Has led whole flocks, and leads them still 
astiuy, 

In weighty points, and full damnation’s way. 

For did not Arius fii’St, Socinus now. 

The Son’s eternal Godhead disavow ? 

And did not these by gospel texts alone 
Condemn our doctrine, and maintain their own** 
Have not all heretics the same pretence 
To plead the Scriptures in their own defence ? 
How did the Nicene Council then decide 
That strong debate ? was it by Scripture tried? 
No, sure; to that the rebel would not yield; ^ao 
Squadrons of texts he mardiaH’d in the field ; 
That was but civil war, an equal set, 

Wliere piles with piles, and eagles eagles met. 
With texts point-blank and plain he faced the foe. 
And did not Satan tempt our Saviour so ? 

The good old bishops took a simpler way ; 

Each ask’d but what he hewd liis father say. 

Or how ho was instructed in his youth, 

And by tradition’s force upheld the tmth. 

The Panther smiled at this; And when, said 
she, 7-10 

Were those fii’st Councils disallow’d by me? 

Or where did I at sure tradition strike, 

Provided still it were apostolic ? 

Friend, said the Hind, you quit your former 
ground. 

Where all your faith you did on Scripture 
found : 

Now ’tis tradition join’d with holy wiit ; 

But thus your memory betiuys your wit. 

No, said the Panther, for in that I view, 
Whonyour tradition’s foi'ged, and when ’tis true. 
I set them by the rule, and, as they square, 

Or deviate from undoubted doctrine there. 

This oral fiction, that old faith declare. 

Hind. The Council steer’d, it seems, a dif- 
ferent course : 

They tried the Scripture by tradition’s force : 

But you tradition by the Scripture try ; 755 

Pursued by sects, from this to that you fly, 

Nor dare on one foundation to rely. 

The word is then deposed, and in this view. 

You rule the Scripture, not the Scripture you. 
Thus said the dame, and, smiling, thus pursued : 
I see, tradition then is disallow’d, 


which enjoined every priest to keep a concubine, to prevent 
their attacking their neighbours’ wives. See Father Paul, 
Book I. Dr. J. Warton. 

Yer. 714. the socredQ Transubstantiation is a 

doctrine so inaivellonsly absurd, that it deseiwes not to be 
treated in a serious, but only in a ludicrous way. When 
Anne Askew was put to the torture in the Tower, for being 
a Protestant, during the tyranny of Henry VIII., she ex- 
claimed, “I have taken pains to believe in God who made 
the world, and all men in it ; but cannot be easily persuaded 
that man v>as and made God arjainiP Christianity will 
never make any progress in the East Indies, wherever any 
missionaiy preaches this doctrine. A gentleman who had re- 
sided at Benares told mo, that a sensible Brahmin said one 
day to him, “ You see I abstain from all animal food ; but 
yon, dreadful and blasphemous idea ’ say you eat your own 
God.” Dr. J. Warton. 

Vcr. 730. to that the relel, &c ] To those the rebel, 

&e Ong. edit. Todd. 


When not evinced by Scripture to be true, 

And Scriptui-e, as interpreted by you. 

But here you tread upon unfaithful ground ; 

Unless you could infallibly expound : 7 ^ 

Which you reject as odious Popery, 

And throw that doctrine back with scorn on me. 
Suppose we on things traditive divide, 

And both appeal to Scripture to decide ; 

By various texts we both uphold our claim, 770 
Nay, often, ground our titles on tho same : 

After long labour lost, and time’s expense. 

Both grant the words, and quarrel for the sense. 
Thus all disputes for ever must depend ; 

For no dumb rule can controversies end. 776 
Thus, when you said. Tradition must be tried 
By sacred writ, whose sense yourselves decide. 

You said no more, but that yourselves must be 
The judges of the Scripture sense, not we. 

Against our Church-tradition you declare, Tso 
And yet your clerks would sit in Mosos’ chair ; 

At least 'tis proved against youi' argument, 

The male is far from plain, where all dissent. 

If not by Scriptures, how can wo bo sm'e, 
Replied the Panther, what tradition ’s pure ? 7W 
For you may palm upon us new for old : 

All, as they say, that glitters, is not gold. 

How but by following her, rophed tho damo, 

To whom derived from sire to son thoy came ; 
Where every age does on another move, 7oo 
And trusts no faiiiher than the next above ; 

Where all the rounds like Jacob’s ladder rise, 

The lowest hid in eai-th, tho topmost in tho 
skies. 

Sternly the savage did her answer mark. 

Her glowing eyeballs glittering in tho diuk, T'w 
And said but this : Since lucre was your trade, 
Succeeding times such dreadful gaps have made, 
’Tis dangerous climbing : to your sous and you 
I leave the ladder, and its omen too. 

Hind. The Panther’s breath was ever famed 
for sweet ; 

But from the Wolf such wishes oft I moot ; 

You leam’d this language from the Blatant Boast, 
Or rather did not speak, but were possess’d. 

As for your answer, ’tis but bai’oly urged : 

You must evince tradition to be forged ; 

Produce plain proofs ; unblemish’d authors uso, 

As ancient as those ages they accuse ; 

’Till when, ’tis not st&cient to defame : 

An old possession stands till elder quits the 
claim. 

Then for our interest, which is named alone 
To load with envy, we rotort your own. 

For when ti’aditions in your faces fly. 

Resolving not to yield, you must decry. 

As, when the cause goes hard, the guilty man 
Excepts, and thins his jury all he can ; 

So, when you stand of other aid bereft. 

You to the Twelve Apostles would be left. 

Ver. 802 You Xearrid Giis language from the BlaUmi 
jSeasf,] Spenser, in his excellent poem, called “ The Faiiy 
Queen,” shadows the moral virtues under tho fictitious 
names of gallant heroes; and some of the worst vices, (m 
regard they are most opposite to rational naturej under the | 
counterfeit names of coi tain monstrous bnites , particularly ' 
he lepresents that pernicious vice of calumny or slander, 
by a deformed creature, which he calls The Blatant Beast; 
whose property it was to defame all states and sorts of 
mankind, not sparing even pnnees, nor leaving the clear- 
est honour untainted, that can? i witUm the steam of its 
I contagious breath. Drriucx. 
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Yotir Mend tlie Wolf did with, more craft pro\ide 
To set those toys, tmciitions, quite aside ; 

And Fathers too, unless when, reason spent, ^ 
He cites them hut sometimes for ornament 
But, madam Panther, you, though more sincere. 
Are not so wise as your adulterer ; 

The private spirit is a better blind, 

Than all the dodging tncks your authors find. 
For they, who leS the Scripture to the crowd. 
Each for his own peculiar judge allow’d ; 

The way to please them^was to make them proud. 
Thus, with full sails, they ran upon the shelf; 
Who could suspect a cozenage from himself*? 

On his own reason safer ’tis to stand, 

Than be deceived and damn’d at second hand. 
But you, who Fathers and traditions take, 

And garble some, and some you quite forsake, 
Pretending Chui'ch-authority to fix, 

And yet some grains of private spirit mix, 

Are, like a mule, made up of differing seed. 

And that ’s the reason why you never breed; 

At least not propagate your kind abroad. 

For home-dissenters are by statutes awed. 

And yet they grow upon you every day, 

While you, to speak the best, are at a stay. 

For sects, that are extreme^ abhor a middle 
way. 

Like tricks of state, to stop a raging flood, 

Or molhfy amad-brain’d senate’s mood : ^ 

Of all expedients never one was good. 

Well may they argue, (nor can you deny) 

If we must fix on Church-authority, 

Best on the best, the foimtam, not the flood; 
That must be better still, if this be good. 

Shall she command, who has herself rehell’d ? 

Is Antichrist by Antichiist expell’d 1 
Did we a lawful tyranny displace. 

To set aloft a bastard of the race? 

Why all these wars to win the book, if we 
Must not interpret for ourselves, but she ? 

Either be wholly slaves, or wholly free. 

For purging fires traditions must not fight ; 

But they must prove episcopacy’s right 
Thus those led horses are from service freed ; ^ 
You never mount them but in time of need. 

Like mercenaries, hired for home defence. 

They will not serve against their native piince. 

Against domestic foes of hierarchy 

These are drawn forth, to make fanatics fly ; 

But, when they see their countrymen at hand. 
Marching against them under Church-command, 
Straight they forsake their colours, and disband. 

Thus she, nor could the Panther well eiilaige 
Wuth weak defence against so strong a charge , ^ 
But said : For what did Christ his word provide. 
If still his Church must want a living guide 1 
And if all saving doctrines are not there. 

Or sacred penmen could not make them clear, 

From afteivages we should hope in vain 

For truths, which men inspired could not explain. 

Before the word was written, said the Hind, 
Our Saviour preach’d his faith to human kind : 
Prom his apostles the first age received 
Eternal truth, and what they taught believed. 


Ver. 840. home-dissenters are hy statutes avsed^ 

"When Dryden wrote this, the penal statutes against dis- 
senters weie not repealed. Dberick. 

Yer. 868. forsake their colours, &c.] Orig. edit. 

Derrick reads— forw^ their color, Todd. 


Thus by tradition faith was planted fimt ; 
Succeeding flocks succeeding pastors nui-sed. 

This was the way onr wise Redeemer chose, 

(Who sure could all thmgs for the best dispose) 
To fence bis fold from their encroaching foes. 

He could have writ himself but well foresaw 
The event would be like that of Moses’ law; 
Some difference would aiise, some doubts remain, 
Like those which yet the jarring Jews main tarn. 
No written laws can be so plain, so pure, 

But wit may gloss, and malice may obscure ; 

Not those indited by his first command, 

A prophet graved the text, an angel held his 
hand. 

Thus frith was ere the written word appear’d, 
And men believed, not what they read, but 
heard. 

But since the apostles could not be confined 
To these, or those, but severally design’d 
Their large commission round the world to blow. 
To spread their frith, they spread their labours 
too. 

Yet still their absent flock their pains did share ; 
They hearken’d still, for love produces care. 

Andt as mistakes ai’ose, or discords fell, 

Or bold seducers taught them to rebel. 

As charity grew cold, or faction hot. 

Or long neglect their lessons had forgot, 

For all their wants they wisely did provide. 

And preaching by epistles was supplied ; 

So great physicians cannot all attend. 

But some they visit, and to some they send. 

Yet all those letters were not writ to all ; 

Nor first intended but occasional, 

Their absent sermons ; nor if they contain 
All needful doctrines, are those doctrines plain. 
Clearness by frequent preaching must be wrought; 
They writ but sidom, but they daily taught. 
And what one saint has said of holy Paul, 

He darkly writ,” is true applied to all. 

For this obscurily could Heaven provide 
More prudently than by a living guide, 

As doubts arose, the difference to decide ? 

A guide was therefore needful, therefore made; 
And, if appointed, sure to be obey’d. 

Thus, with due reverence to the apostles’ writ. 

By which my sons are taught, to which submit ; 

I think, those truths, their sacred works contain. 
The Church alone can certainly explain ; 

That following ages, leaning on the past, 

May rest upon the primitive at last. 

Nor woidd I thence the word no rule infer. 

But none without the Church-interpreter. ^ 

Beeaime, as I have urged before, ’tis mute, 

And is itself the subject of dispute. 

But what the apostles their successors taught. 
They to the next, from them to us is brought. 
The undoubted sense which is in Scripture 
sought. ^ 

From hence the Church is arm’d, when errors 
nse. 

To stop their entrance, and prevent surprisiB , 
And, entrench’d withm, her foes without 
defies. 

By these all festering sores her coundls heal. 
Which time or has disclosed, or shall reveal ; 

For discord cannot end without a last appeal. 
Nor can a council national decide, 

But with subordination to her ^da : 

(I wish the cause were on that issue tried.) 
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Much less the Scripture; for suppose debate ^ 
Betwixt pretenders to a fair estate, 

Bequeath’d by some lector’s last intent ; 

^Sucli is our dying Saviour’s testament .) 

The will is proved, is open’d, and is read ; 

The doubtful heirs their differing titles plead : 
All vouch the words their interest to maintain, 
And each pretends by those his cause is plam. 
Shall then the Testament award the right 
No, that ’s the Hungary for which they fight , 
The field of battle, subject of debate ; 

The thing contended for, the fair estate. 

The sense is intricate, ’tis only cleai’ 

What vowels and what consonants are there. 
Therefore ’tis plain, its meaning must be tried 
Before some judge appointed to decide. 

Suppose, the fair apostate said, I grant, 

The faithhil flock some living guide should 
want. 

Tour arguments an endless chace pursue : 
Produce this vaunted leader to our view, 

This mighty Moses of the chosen crew, 

The chime, who saw her fainting foe retired, 
With force renew’d, to victory aspired ; 

And, looking upward to her kindred sky, 

As once our Saviour own’d his Deity, 

Pronounced his words — *^She whom ye seek 
am I.” 


Nor less amazed this voice the Panther heard. 
Than were those Jews to hear a God declared. 
Then thus the matron modestly renew’d ; 

Let all your prophets and their sects he view’d, 
And see to which of them yourselves think fit 
The conduct of your conscience to submit : 

Each proselyte would vote his doctor best, 

With absolute exclusion to the rest : 

Thus would your Polish diet disagree, 

And end, as it began, in anarchy ; 9'*’® 

Yourself the fairest for election stand, 

Because you seem crown-general of the land ; 

But soon against your superstitious lawn 
Some Presbyterian sabre would be drawn : 

In your establish’d laws of sovereignty ^ 

The rest some fundamental flaw would see, 

And call rebellion gospel-liberty. 

To Church-decrees your articles require 
Submission modified, if not entire. 

Homage denied, to censures you proceed : ^ 

But when Curtana will not do the deed, 

You lay that pointless clergy-weapon by, 

And to the laws, your sword of justice, fly. 


Ver. 957. The sense is intricate,] In denying the use of 
the Bible to the bult of the people, the followers of tho 
Church of Rome exactly copy the conduct of the Brahmins 
in. India. As their order bad an exclusive right to read 
the sacred books, (says Robertson) to cultivate and to teach 
science, they could more effectually prevent all who were 
not members of it from acquiring any portion of information 
beyond what they were pleased to impart. ‘When the free 
ciiculation of knowledge is not circumscribed by such re- 
strictions, the whole community derives benefit from eveiy 
new acquisition in science, the influence of which, both 
upon sentiment and conduct, extends insensibly from the 
few to the many, from the learned to the ignorant. But 
wherever the dominion of false religion is completely 
established, the body of the people gain nothing by the 
improvements in knowledge. Dr. J. Wabtoit. 

Ver 989. Submission modified,] So the original 

edition. Derrick has moUify'd, Tonn, 

Ver. 991. Gurtand] The name of Ring Edward 

the Confessor’s sword without a point, an emblem of mercy, 
which is carried before our king and queen at their corona- 
tion. Debbicc. 


Now this your sects the more unkindly take, 
(Those prying varlets hit the blots you make) 
Because some ancient friends of yours declare. 
Your only rule of faith the Scriptures are, 
Interpreted by men of judgment sounds 
"Which every sect will fbr tihemselves expound ; 
Nor think less reverence to their doctors due 
For sound interpretation, than to you. 

If then, by able heads, are understood 
Your brother propheiB, who reform’d abroad ; 
Those able heads expound a wiser way, 

That their own sheep their shepherd should obey. 
But if you mean yourselves are only sound, 

That doctrine turns the Reformation round. 

And all the rest are false reformers found ; 
Because in sundry points you stand alone, 

Not in communion join’d with any one ; 

And therefore must he all the Church, or none. 
Then, ’till you have agreed whose judge is best, 
Against this forced subnodssion they protest : 

sound and sound a different sense explains, 
Both play at hardhead till they break their 
brains ; 


And from their chairs each other’s force defy, 
While unregarded thunders vainly fly. 

I pass the rest, because your Church alone 
Of all usurpers best could fill the throne. 

But neither yon, nor any sect beside, ^<>20 

For this high ojOice can be qualified, 

With necessary gifts requii-ed in such a guide. 
For that, whidi must direct the whole, must bo 
Bound in one bond of faith and unity ; 

But all your several Churches disagree. 

The oonsubstantiatuig Church and priest 
Refuse communion to the Calvinist : 

The French reform’d from preaching you re- 
strain, 

Because you judge their ordination vain ; 

And so they judge of yours, but donors must 
ordain. 

In short, in doctrine, or in discipline. 

Not one reform’d can with another join : 

But all from each, as from damnation, fly ; 

No union they pretend, but in Non-Popery. 

Nor, should their members in a synod meet, 
Could any Church presume to mount the seat, 
Above the rest, their discords to decide ; 

None would obey, hut each would he the guide : 
And face to face dissensions would increase; 

For only distance now preserves the peace. 

All in lieir turns accusers, and accused : 

Babel was never half so much confused : 

What one can plead, the rest can plead as well ; 
For amongst equals lies no last appeal. 

And all confess themselves are falhble. 

Now since you grant some necessary guide, 

All who can err are justly laid aside ; 

Because a trust so sacred to confer 
Shows want of such a sure interpreter; 

And how can he be needful who can err ? 

Then, granting that unerring guide we want, 

That such there is you stand obliged to grant : 
Our Saviour else were wanting to supply 
Our needs, and obviate that necessity. 

It then remains, that Church can only be ^56 
The guide, which owns unfailing certainty ; 


Ver. loss. un^iUnq certainty f\ Our author’s 

humanity would not Buffer him, in his general defence ol 
Popery, to justify the abominable mstitation of the inqnisi 





THE HIXD AND THE PAEinEli 


Or elso you slip your hold, and change your 
side, 

Eelapsing from a necessary guide. 

But this annex’d condition of the crown, 
Immunity from errors, you disown ; 

Here then you shrink, and lay your weak pre- 
tences down 

For petty royalties you raise debate ; 

But this unfailing universal state 
You shun; nor dare succeed to such a glorious 
weight ; 

And for that cause those promises detest, 

With which our Saviour Ad his Church invest ; 
But strive to e'v ade, and fear to find them true, 
As conscious they were never meant to you : 

AU which the Mother-Church asserts her own, 
And with nniivall’d claim ascends the thi’one. 

So when of old the almighty Father sate 
In council, to redeem our ruin’d state. 

Millions of millions, at a distance round. 

Silent the sacred consistory crown’d, 

To hear what mercy, mix’d with justice, could 
propound: 

All prompt, with eager pity, to fulfil 
The full extent of their Creator’s will. 


tion. In the cathedral Church of Saragossa, there is a 
tomb of a famous inquisitor. Six very magnificent columns 
stand on his tomb, and to each of these columns is a Moor 
chained, ready to he burned. A fit model for the mauso- 
leum of any hangman that died rich. How much are the 
fine tragedies of Polieucte and Athaliah blemished by 
strokes of the most intemperate zeal, and absurd super- 
stition, and abhorrence of heretics. “ Does the daughter of 
David,” says Joab to Josahet, “speak to this priest of Baal? 
Ai’e you not afraid lest the eaith should instantly open, and 
pour out flames to devour you both ? Or that these holy 
walls should suddenly fall, and crush you together?” Dr. 
J. Waeton. 

Vox 1071. So tchm of oTd\ The following next sixteen 
lines are perhaps the most splendid and sublime our author 
ever wrote. But the idea of them is manifestly taken from 
Milton, Book iiL, where God is represented sitting on bis 
throne, surrounded by all the sanctities of heaven, and 
speaking thns of the fete of Adam just after his fall : — 

“ Die he, or Justice must, unless for him 
Some other able, and as willing, pay 
The rigid satisfaction, death for death. 

Say, heavenly Powers ; where shall we find such bive? 

Which of ye will he mortal to redeem 

Man’s mortal crime, and just th’ unjust to save ? 

Dwells in all Heaven charity so dear ? 

He ask’d, hut all the heavenly quire stood mute. 

And silence was in Heaven : on Man’s behalf 
Patron or intercessor none appear’i 
Mnch less that durst upon his own head draw 
The deadly forfeiture, and ransom set. 

And now without redemption all mankind 
Must have been lost, adjudged to Death and Hell 
By doom severe, had not the Son of Go^ 

In whom the fulness dwells of love divine, 

His dearest mediation thus renew’d : 

Father, thy word is pass’d, Man shall find grace ; 

And shall grace not find means, that finds her way 
The speediest of thy winged messengers, 

To visit all thy creatures, and to all 
Comes nnprevented, unimplored, unsought ? 

Happy for man, so coming ; he her aid 
Can never seek, once dead in sins and lost ; 

Atonement for himself or offering meet, 

Indebted am^undone, hath none to bring : 

Behold mo then ; me for him, life for life 
I offer *, on me let thine anger fell ; 

Account me Man ; ” 

Butler, in his Analogy, a book which every rational 
Christian should read and meditate upon day and night, 
has, with the deepest penetration and acuteness, exhausted 
all the arguments that can he urged for the doctiine of 
redemption, of mediatorship, and vicarious pumshment. 
Dr. J. Wakton. 


But when tbe stern conditions were declared, 

A mournful whisper through the host was heard, 
And the whole hierarchy, with heads hung 
down, 

Submissively declined the ponderous proffer’d 
crown. 

Then, not till then, the eternal Son from high 
Hose in the strength of aB the Deity ; 

Stood forth to accept the terms, and underwent 
A weight which all the frame of heaven had 
bent, 

Nor he himself could bear, but as Omnipotent. 
Now, to remove the least remainmg doubt. 

That e’en the blear-eyed sects may find her out, 
Behold what heavenly rays adorn her brows, 
T^Tiat from his wardrobe her beloved allows 
To deck the wedding-day of his unspotted 
spouse. 

Behold what marks of majesty she bi-ings ; 

Richer than ancient heirs of eastern kings : 

Her right hand holds the sceptre and the keys. 
To show whom she command, and who obeys : 
"With these to bind, or set the sinner free, 

With that to assert spiritual royalty. 

*One in herself, not rent by schism, but sound, 
Entire, one solid shining diamond ; 

Hot sparkles shatter’d into sects like you : 

One is the Church, and must be to be true: 

One central principle of unity. 

As undivided, so from errors free. 

As one in faith, so one in sanctity. 

Thus she, and none hut she, the insulting rage 
Of heretics opposed from age to age : 

Still when the giant-brood invades her throne, 
She stoops from heaven, and meets them half 
way down. 

And with patemA thunder vindicates her crown. 
But like Egyptian sorcerers you stand, 

And vainly lift aloft your magic wand, 

To sweep away the swarms of vermin from the 
land : 

You could, like them, with like mfemal force. 
Produce the plague, but not arrest the course. 
But when the boils and blotches, with disgrace 
And public soindal, sat upon the fece, 
Themselves attack’d, the Magi strove no more, 
They saw God’s finger, and their fate deplore ; 
Themselves they could not cure of the Ashonest 
sore. 

Thus one, thus pm^e, behold her largely 
spread, 

Uke the fair ocean from her mother-hed ; 

From east to west tiiumphantly she rides. 

All shores are water’d by her wealthy tides. 


Ver. 1078. But when the ^tem candUnons were declared, 

A. mournful whisper thi ough the host was heard. 
And the whole hierarchy, with heads hung do^ 
Stibmissively dedined the ponderous proffer'd 
crown. 

Then, not tiU then, &C., &C.J 

This is an imitation, but a verv feeble one, of Milton’s im- 
pressive description, Par. Lost, iiL 216, 

“ Dwells in aU Heaven charity so dear ? 

He ask’^ but all the heavenly quire st^ mute, 

And silence was m Heaven: on Man’s benalf 
Patron or intercessor none appear’d,” &c. Todd, 

• Marks of the Catholic Church from the Niccne Creed 
Original edition. 

Yer.iiiS hoils and blotches,] The original edi 

tion has botches. Todd 
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The gospel’s sound, diffused from pole to pole, 
Wliero winds can carry, and where waves can 
roll, '^25 

The self-same doctrine of the sacred page 
Convey’d to every clime, in every ago. 

Here lot my sorrow give my satire place. 

To raise new blushes on my British race ; 

Our sailing ships like common shears we use. 

And through our distant colonies diffuse 
The draught of dungeons, and the stench of stews. 
Whom, when their home-bred honesty is lost, 

We disembogue on some far Indian coast : 
Thieves, panders, paillards, sins of every sort ; 
Those arc the manufactures we export ; 

And these the missioners our zeal has made : 

For, with my counti*y’s pardon be it said. 

Religion is the least of all our trade. 

Yet some improve their traffic more than we ; 
For they on gain, their only god, rely ; 

And set a public price on piety. 

Industrious of the needle and the chart. 

They run full sail to their Japonian mart ; 
Prevention fear, and, prodigal of fame, 

Sell all of Christian to the very name ; 

Nor leave enough of that to hide their naked 
shame. 

Thus, of three marks, which in the creed we 
view, 

Not one of all can be applied to yon ; 

Much less the fourth ; in vain, alas ! you seek 
The ambitions title of Apostolic : 

God-like descent ! ’tis well your blood can be 
Proved noble in the third or fourth degree ; 

For all of ancient that you had before, 

(I mean what is not borrow’d from our store) 
Was error Eliminated o’er and o’er ; 

Old heresies condemn’d in ages past. 

By care and time recover’d from the blast. 

’Tis said -with ease, but never can be proved. 
The Church her old foundations has removed, 

- like eernmon shears, &c.] Original edi- 

Ver. 1138. jFhr, comtry'a pardon be it said, 

JSekgion is ike least of all our jJraefo.] 

The same train of thought appears in Cowper’s pathetic 
Apostrophe to Omai, Task, Book i. p.36. 

Alas ! expect it not. We found no halt 
To tempt us in thy country. Doing good, 
Disinterested good, is not our trade. 

We travel far. ’tis time, hut not for nought; 

And must he hilhed to compass earth again, 

By other hopes and richer huits than yours." 

JOHK Warton. 

Ver. 11S9. "'Tis said ujitk ease^ Dryden never seems to 
have read the incomparable and unanswerable Histoiy of 
the Council of Trent, which of itself, if no other treatise 
remained, would alone he a complete refutation of the 
absurdities and errors of Popery, Instead of answering the 
treatise which the court of Rome was supposed to write 
against the republic of Venice, entitled, Squittinio della 
Liberta Veneta, Father Paul thought it more effectual to 
imitate the conduct of the Romans, who, to drive the Car- 
thaginians out of Italy, carried the war into Aftica itself, 
and then attacked their enemies, and therefore he wrote the 
history of the Cotmcil of Trent, and attacked the court of 
Rome itself in its head-quarters. Father Paul valued 
Occam above all the schoolmen. Father Paul was ac- 
quainted with the doctrine of the circulation of the blood, 
but horiowed the idea from Servetus. Wootton affiims, 
tliat Servetus first discovered it Pallavicini has enume- 
rated 360 mistakes in Father Paul’s history of the Council 
of Trent; but what are these mistakes? only trivial, 
unimportant errors of dates and names. 

Cardinal Perron says, “ I visited Fra. Paolo at Venice. 


Aud built new doctrines on unstable sands : 

Judge that, ye winds and rains : you proved her, 
yet she stands. 

Those ancient doctrmes charged on her for 
new. 

Show when, and how, and from what hands they 
grew. 

We claim no power, when heresies grow bold, 

To coin new faith, but still declare the old, 

How else conld that obscene disease he pui^ged, 
When controverted texts are vainly urged ^ 

To prove tradition new, there ’s somewhat more 
Required, than saying; ’Twas not used before. 
Those monumental arms are never stirrid, 

Till schism or heresy call down Goliah’s sword. 

Thus, what you call corruptions, are, in truth, 
The first plantations of the gospel’s youth ; 

Old standard faith : but east your eyes again. 

And view those errors which now sects main- 
tain. 

Or which of old disturb’d the Church’s peaceful 
reign; 

And we can point each period of the time, 

When they began, and who begot the crime ; 

Can calculate how long the eclipse endured, 

Who interposed, what digits were obscured: 

Of all which ai^e already pass’d away, 

We know the rise, the progress, and decay. 

Despair at our foundations then to strike, 

TiU you can prove your faith apostolic ; 

A limpid stream drawn from the native source ,* 
Succession lawful in a lineal course. 

Prove any Church, opposed to this our head. 

So one, so pure, so unconfin’dly spread, 

Under one chief of the spiritual state, 

The members all combined, and all subordi- 
nate. 

Show such a seamless coat, from schism so free, 

In no communion join’d with heresy. 

If such a one you find, let truth prevail : 

Till when your weights vrill in the balance 
fail : 

A Church unprincipled kicks up the scale. 

But if you cannot think (nor sure you can 
Suppose in God what were unjust in man) 

That He, the fountain of eternal grace. 

Should suffer falsehood, for so long a space, 

To banish truth, and to usurp her place : 

He appeared to he a sensible man— nothing more : ’’ a judg- 
ment worthy of a Cardinal. 

Sir Henry Wootton assured King Charles, that Fatlier 
Paul, though naturally of a reserved temper, which was 
heightened by the suspicions of his countrymen, yet opened 
his inmost soul, and disclosed his secret opinions to Bishop 
Bedell, with whom he contracted the strictest intimacy. 
Sir hlathaniel Brent was privately sent to Venice to get a 
copy of his history of the Council of Trent, which he secretly, 
and with great personal danger, communicated, twelve 
sheets at a time, to archbishop Abbott, who employed him 
in this transaction. 

Giannone, in his admirable history of the Civil Govern- 
ment of Naples, in forty books, has clearly proved that the 
boasted donation of all Italy, supposed to have been made 
by Constantine in the year 324, to Sylvester, Pope of Rome, 
is a gross and shameful forgery. No wonder this able, 
curious, and candid historian was afterwards seized by the 
inquisition, and died in prison. 

Clement VII. gave to his nephew Cardinal Hippolite, in I 
1687, the possession of all the benefices on the whole earth, 
that should become vacant in six months. Dr. J. W abtoit. ' 
Ver. 1161. And built new doctrines on tmsiable sands: 

Judge that^ ye winds and rams: you proved 
her, yet she 

A scriptural allusion. John Wautok, 
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That seven successive ages should be lost, 

And preach damnation at their proper cost ; 

That all your erring ancestors should die, 
Drown’d in the abyss of deep idolatry : ^ 

If piety forbid such thoughts to rise, 

Awake, and open your unwilling eyes : 

God hath left nothing for each age undone, 

From this to that wherein he sent his Son ; 

Then think but well of him, and half your work 
is done. 

See how his Church, adorn’d with every grace, 
With open arms, a kind forgiving face, 

Stands ready to prevent her long-lost son’s em- 
brace. 

Not more did Joseph o’er his brethren weep. 

Nor less himself could from discovery keep, *215 
When in the crowd of suppliants they were seen, 
And in their crew his best-loved Benjamin. 

That pious Joseph in the Church behold,* 

To feed your famine, and refuse your gold; 

The Joseph you exiled, the Joseph whom you 
sold. 

Thus, while with heavenly charity she spoke, 

A streaming blaze the silent diadows broke; 

Shot from the skies a cheerful azure light : 

The birds obscene to forests wing’d their flight, 
And gaping graves received the wand’ring guilty 
spright. ^ ^ 

Such were the pleasing triumphs of the sky, 
For James his late nocturnal victory; 

The pledge of his almighty Patron’s love, 

The fireworks which h^ angels made abova 
I saw myself the lambent easy light f ^ 

Gild the brown horror, and dispel the night: 

The messenger with speed the tidings bore ; 
News, which three labouring nations did restox’e ; 
But Heaven’s own Nuntius was arrived befora 
By this, the Hind had reach’d her lonely 
cell, ^•■35 

And vapours rose, and dews unwholesome fell. 
When ^e, by fr-equent observation wise. 

As one who long on heaven had fix’d her eyes. 
Discern’d a change of weather in the skiea ^ 
The western borders were with crimson spread, 
The moon descending look’d all flaming red ; 

She thought good manners bound her to invite 
The stranger dame to he her guest that night. 

’Tis true, coarse diet, and a short repast, 

(She said) were weak inducements to the taste 
Of one so nicely bred, and so imused to fast ; 

But what plain fare her cottage could afford, 

A hearty welcome at a homely board. 

Was freely hers ; and, to supply the rest, 

An honest meaning, and an open breast : 

Last, with content of mind, the poor man's 
wealth, 

A ^ce-cup to their common patron’s health. 

TMs desired her to accept, and stay. 

For fear she might be wilder’d in her way, 


Ver. 1202. 27iai seven successive ages’] ITine successive 
ages. Orig. edit. Todd. 

Ver. 1208. God hatti left, &c.] Kas left. Orig edit. 
Todd. 

Ver. 1214. Not more did J oseph oW his "brethren io«cp,] 
The very expiession used 111 tlie pathetic and simple story 
of Joseph and his brethren. John Waeton. 

• The renunciation of the Benedictines to the Abbey 
Lands. Orig. edit, 

t Poeta loQxiitiir. Orig. edit. 


Because she wanted an unerring guide, ^ 

And then the dew-drops on her silken hide 
Her tender constitution did declare. 

Too lady-like a long fiitigue to bear, 

And rough mclemencies of raw nocturnal air. 

But most she fear’d that, traveling so late, * 
Some evil-minded beasts might lie in wait,* 

And without witness wreak their hidden hate*. 

The Panther, though she lent a listening ear, 
Had more of Hon in her than to fear : 

Yet wisely weighing, since she had to deal ^2® 
With many foe^ their numbers might prei-ail, 
Return’d her aU the thanks she could afford ; 

And took her friendly hostess at her word : 

Who, entering first her lowly roof, a shed 
With hoaiy moss, and windrug ivy spread, ^^0 
Honest enough to hide an humble hermit’s head. 
Thus ^aciously bespoke her welcome guest : 

So might these walls, with your fair presence 
blest, 

Become your dwelling-place of evei-lasting re&t ; 
Not for a night, or qmck revolving year, 

Welcome an owner, not a sojourner. 

This peacefid seat my poverty secures ; 

War seldom enters but where wealth allures : 

Nor yet despise it; for this poor abode 

Has oft received, and yet receives a God ; ^ 

A God, victorious of the Stygian race, 

Here laid his sacred limbs, and sanctified the 
plac& 

This mean retreat did mighty Pan contain : 

Be emulous of him, and pomp disdain, 

And dare not to debase your soul to gain. ^ 
The silent stranger stood amazed to see 
Contempt of wealth, and wilful poveiiy ; 

And, though ill habits are not soon controU’d, 
Awhile suspended her desire of gold ; 

But civilly drew in her sharpen’d paws, 

Not violating hospitable law^ 

And pacified her tail, and Hck’d her frothy jaws. 

The Hind did first her country cates provide ; 
Then conch’d herself securely by her side. 


THE THIRD PART. 


Much malice mingled with a little \vit, 

Perhaps, may censm'e this mysterious writ : 
Because the muse has peopled Caledou 
With Panthers, Bears, and Wolves, and beasts un- 
known. 

As if we were not stock’d with monsters of our 
own. 

Let .<Esop answer, who has set to view ^ 

Such kinds as Greece and Phrygia never knew; 
And mother Hubbard, in her homely dress. 

Has sharply blamed a British Lioness; 

That queen, whose feast the fiictious rabble keep, 
Exposed obscenely naked and asleep. 

Ver. 1285. And dare not to ddase your soul to gain.] 

“ Aucle, hospes, oontenmere opes, et te quoqae digntun 
Finge deo.” 

In the whole passage he has an eye to the reception of 
jEneas by Evander. John Wakton, 
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Led by those gimt examples, may not I 
The wanted organs of their words supply ? 

If men transact like brutes, ’tis equal then 
For brutes to claim the privilege of men. 

Others our Hind of folly will indite, 

To entertain a dangerous guest by night. 

Let those remember, that slie cannot die 
*Tl11 rolling time is lost in round eternity ; 

Nor need she fear the Panther, though untamed. 
Because the Lion’s peace was now proclaim’d . 
The wary savage would not give offence, 

To forfeit the protection of her Prince , 

But watch’d the time her vengeance to com- 
plete. 

When all her fiiriy sons in frequent Senate 


met; 

Meanwhile she quench’d her fiiry at the flood. 
And with a lenten saJlad cool’d her blood. 

Their commons, though but coarse, were nothing 
scant, 

Nor did their minds an equal banquet want. 

For now the Hind, whose noble nature strove 
To express her plain simplicity of love, 

Did all the honours of her house so well. 

No sharp debates disturb’d the friendly meal. 

She turn’d the talk, avoiding that extreme. 

To common dangers past, a sadly-pleasing theme; 
Remamh’ring every storm which toss’d the state. 
When both were objects of the pubhc hate, ^^31 

And dropp’d a tear betwixt for her own children’s 
fete. 

Nor fail’d she then a full review to make 
Of what the Panther suffer’d for her sake : 

Her lost esteem, her truth, her loyal care, ^ 
Her faith unshaken to an exiled heir, 

Her strength to endure, her courage to defy ; 

Her choice of honourable Infemy. 

On these, prolixly thankful, she enlarged ; 

Then with acknowledgment hei'self she chaiged ; 
For friendship, of its^ an holy tie, 

Is made more sacred by adversity. 

Now should they part, malicious tongues would 


say. 

They met like chance companions on the way. 
Whom mutual fear of robbers had possess’d ; 
While danger lasted, kindness was profess’d ; 

But that once o’er, the short-lived union ends : 
The road divides, and there divide the friends, 
The Panther nodded when her speech was done. 
And thank’d her coldly in a hoUow tone ; ^ 

But said her gratitude had gone too far 
For common offices of Christian caro. 

If to the lawful heir she had been true. 

She paid but Cajsar what was Caesar’s due, 

I might, she added, with like praise describe 
Youi’ suffering sons, and so return your bribe : 
But incense fr'om my hands is poorly prized ; 

For gifts are scorn’d where givers are despised. 

I served a turn, and then was cast away ; 

Tou, hke the gaudy fly, your wings display, 

And sip the sweets, and bask in youp great 
patron’s day. 

This heard, the iqatron was not slow to find 
What sort of malady had seized her mind : 


Disdain, with gnawing envy, fell despite 

And canker’d malice stood in open sight : ^ 

Ambition, interest, pnde without control^ 

And jealousy, the jaundice of the soul; 

Revenge, the bloody minister of ill. 

With all the lean tonnenters of the will. 

*Twas easy now to guess from whence arose 
Her new-made union with her ancient foes. 

Her forced civilities, her feint embmc^ 

Affected kindness with an alter’d fece : 

Yet durst she not too deeply probe the wound. 
As hopmg still the nobler parts were sound : 

But strove with anodynes to assuage the smart, 
Amd mildly thus her medicine did impart 
Complaints of lovers help to ease their pain ; 

It shows a rest of kindness to complain ; 

A friendship loth to quit its foimer hold ; 

And conscious merit may be justly bold. 

But much more just your jealousy would show. 

If other’s good were injmy to you : 

Witness, ye heavens, how I rejoice to see 
Rewarded worth and rising loyalty. ^ 

Yom* warrior offspring that upheld the crown. 
The scarlet honour of your peaceful gown. 

Are the most pleasing objects I can find, 

Charms to my sight, and cordials to my mind : 
When virtue spooms before a prosperous gale;, 

My heaving wishes help to fill the sail ; 

And if my prayers for all the brave were heard, 
Csesar should still have such, and such should still 


reward. 

The labour’d earth your pains have sow’d and 
till’d; 

’Tis just you reap the product of the field ; 

Your’s be the haawest, 'tis the beggar’s gain 
To glean the fellings of the loaded wain. 

Such scatter’d ears as are not worth your care, 
Your chanty, for alms, may safely sparer 
For alms are but the vehicles of prayer. 

My daily bread is literally implored ; 

I have no bams nor gmnanes to hoai’d. 

If Csesar to his own Ms hand extends. 

Say wMch of yours his chanty offends : 

You know he largely gives uo more than are his 
friends. 


Are you defrauded, when he feeds the poor ? 

Our mite decreases nothing of yom* store. 

I am but few, and by your fai*e you see 
My cxying sins are not of luxury. 

Some juster motive suro your mind withdraws, 
And makes you break our fiflendsMp’s holy 
laws ; 

For barefaced envy is too base a cause. 

Show more occasion for your discontent ; 

Your love, the Wolf would help you to invent : 
Some German quarrel, or, as times go now, 

Some French, where force is uppermost, will do. 
When at the fountain’s head, as ment ought 
To claim the place, you take a swilling draught, 
How easy ’tis an envious eye to tlirow. 

And tax the sheep for troubling streams below ; 
Or call her (when no ferther cause you find) 

An enemy profess’d of all your kind. 

But then, perhaps, the wicked world would think, 
The Wolf design’d to eat as well as drink. 


Ver. 1846. While danger lasted, hindness was profess'd; 

But that ones o'er, the shartr-lived union ends.'] 
**Metus et tenor imprime vincula carltatis, quos uLi 
rernoveris timore incipias.”“>Sallu&t, I believe Joux 
Wabton, 


Ter 1373 Affected hindness with an alter'd face:] "And 
haiali TJnkindneas’ alter’d eye,”— Gray. JoiiK Wabton. 

Ver 1400 For aim are hut) Ac.] And alms, &c. Grig 
edit. Todj). 
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This last allusion g«iird the Panther more, 
Because indeed it rubb’d upon the sore. 

Yet seem’d she not to winch, though shrewdly 
pain’d : 

But thus her passiye character maintain’d. 

I never grudged, whate’er my foes report, 

Your flaunting fortune in the Lion’s court. 

You have your day, or you are much belied, 

But I am ^ways on the suffering side : 

You know my doctrine, and I need not say 
I will not, but I cannot disobey. 

On this firm principle I ever stood; 

He of my sons who finis to make it good, 

By one rebellious act renounces to my blood. 

.Ah, said the Hind, how many sons have you 
Who call you mother, whom you never knew 1 
Rut most of them who that relation plead, 

Are such ungracious youths as wish you doad. 
They gape at rich revenues which you hold, 

A.nd fiiin would nibble at your grandame gold ; 
Enquire into your years, and laugh to find 
Your crazy temper shows you much declined. 
Wei’e you not dSm and doted, you might see 
A. pack of cheats that claim a pedigree. 

No more of kin to you, than you to me. 

Do you not know, that, for a little com. 

Heralds can foist a name into the line : 

They ask you blessing but for what you have. 
But once possess’d of what with care you save. 
The wanton boys would piss upon youi’ grave. 

Your sons of latitude tiiat court your grace, 
Though most resembling you in form and face, 

Are far the wotst of your pretended mca 
And, but I blush your honesty to blot. 

Pray God you prove them lawfully begot : 

For in some Popish libels I have read, 

The Wolf has been too busy in your bed ; 

At least their hinder parts, the helly-piece, 

The paunch, and all that Scorpio claims, are his. 
Their malice too a sore suspicion brings; 

For though they dare not bark, they snarl at 
kings : 

Nor blame them for intmding in your line ; 

Fat bishopricks are still of right divine. 

Think you your new French proselytes are come 
To starve abroad, because they starved at home! 
Your benefices twinkled from afar ; 

They foxmd the new Messiah by the star : 

Those Swisses fight on any side for pay. 

And ’tis the hving that conforms, not they. 

Mark with what management their tribes divide. 
Some stick to you, and some to t’other side, 

That many churches may for many mouths 
provide. 

More vacant pulpits would more converts make ; 
AH would have latitude enough to take : 

The rest unbeneficed your sects maintain; 

For ordinations without cures are vain. 

And chamber practice is a silent gain. 

Your sons of breadth at home ai’O much like 
these ; 

Their soft and yielding metals lun with ea&e : 
They melt, and take the figure of the mould ; 

But harden and presence it best in gold 
Your Delphic sword, the Panther then replied, 
Is double-edged, and outs on either side. 


Ver. 1467. ———^ourmwFrerK^prosati/teSj&G.I The 
refugees that came over to England after the revocation of 
tke edict of Nantz. Dshkice. 


Some sons of mine, who bear upon their shield 
Three steeples ai^ent in a sable field, 

Have sharply tax’d your converts, who, unfed. 
Have follow’d you for miracles of bread ; 

Such who themselves of no religion are, 

Allured with gain, for any will declare. 

Bare hes with bold assertions they can free ; 

But dint of alignment is out of place. 

The grim logician puts them in a flight ; 

’Tis easier fiir to flourish than to fight. 

Thus our eighth Henry’s marriage they defame ; 
They say the schism of beds began the game. 
Divorcing from the Church to wed the dame : 
Though ku’gely proved, and by himself profess’d, 
That conscience^ conscience would not let him 
rest ; 

I mean, not till possess’d of her ho loved. 

And old, unchaiming Catherine was removed. 

For sundry years before he did complain. 

And told his ghostly confessor his pain, 

With the same impudence, without a ground. 
They say, that look the Reformation round. 

No Treatise of Humility is found. 

But if none were, the gospel does not want ; 

Our Saviour preach’d it, and I hope you grant,'®*® 
The Sermon on the Mount was Protestant. 

No doubt, replied the Hind, as sure as all 
The writings of Saint Peter and Saint Paul r 
On that decision let it stand or frlL 
Now for my convert^ who, you say, unfed, 

Have follow’d me for miracles of bread; 

Judge not by hearsay, hut observe at least, 

If since their change their loaves have been 
increased. 

The Lion buys no converts; if he did, 

Beasts would be sold as frst as he could bid. 

Tax those of interest who conform for gain. 

Or stay the market of another reign : 

Your broad-way sons would never be too nice 
To close vrith Calvin, if he paid their price ; 

But, raised three steeples higher, would change 
their note, 

And quit the cassock for the canting-coat. 

Now, if you damn this censure, as too bold. 

Judge by yourselves and think not others sold. 

Meantime my sons accused, by frme’s report. 
Pay RTnall attendance at the Lion’s court, 

Nor rise vrith early crowds nor flatter late ; 

(For silently they beg, who daily wait.) 
Preferment is bestow’d, that comes xmsought; 
Attendance is a bribe, and then ’tis bought. 

How they should speed, their fortune is untried ; 
For not to ask, is not to be denied. 

For what they have, their God and King they 
bless, 

And hope they should not murmm*, had they less. 
But, if reduced subsistence to imploie, 

In common prudence they would pass your 
door. , 

Unpitied Hudibras, your champion friend. 

Has shown how far your chanties extend. 

This lasting verse shall on his tomb be read, 

“ He shamed you living, and upbi*aids you 
dead.” 

With odious atheist names you load your 
foes ; ^ 

Your liberal Clergy why did I e35>ose ? 

It never faila in charities like those. 

In climes where true Rehgion is profess’d, 

That imputation were no frughing jest. 
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But Impi'imatubr, -mth a cBaplam’s name, 

Is here sufficient licence to defame. 

What wonder is ’t that black detraction thrives ; 
The homicide of names is less than lives ; 

And yet the perjured murderer survivesw 
This said, she paused a little, and suppress’d 
The boiling indignation of her breast. 

She knew the virtue of her blade, nor would 
Pollute her satire with ignoble blood : 

Her panting foe she saw before her ey^ 

And back ^e drew the shining weapon dry. 

So when the generous Lion has in sight 
His equal match, he rouses for the fight; 

But when his foe lies prostrate on the plain, 

He sheathes his paws, uncurls his angiy mane, 
And, pleased with bloodless honours of the day. 
Walks over and disdains the inglorious prey. 

So James, if great with less we naay compare, 
Arrests his rolling thunder-bolts in air ; 

And grants ungrateful friends a lengthen’d 
space. 

To implore the remnants of long-suffering grace. 
This hreatliing-time the matron took; and 
then ^ ^71 

Resumed the thread of her discourse again. 

Be vengeance wholly left to powers divine. 

And let Heaven judge betwixt your sons and 
mine • 

If joys hereafter must be purchased here 
With loss of all that mortis hold so dear. 

Then welcome mfamy and public shame, 

And, last, a long farewell to worldly fiime. 

'Tis said with ease, hut, ©h, how hardly tried 
By haughty souls to human honour tied 1 
Oh, sharp convulsive pangs of agonizing pride ! 
Down then, thou rebel, never more to rise. 

And what thou didst, and dost, so dearly prize, 
That fiune, that darling fame, make that thy 
sacrifice. 

Tis nothing thou hast given, then add thy tears 
For a long race of unrepentbg years : 

’Tis nothing yet, yet all thou hast to give : 

Then add those may-be years thou hast to live : 
Yet nothing still ; -fiien poor, and naked como^ 
Thy father will receive his unthiift home, 

And thy blest Saviour’s blood discharge the 
mighty sum. 

Thus (she pursued) I discipline a son, 

Whose ilncheck’d fury to revenge would run ; 

He champs the hit, impatient of his loss. 

And starts aside, and flounders at the cross. ^ 
Instruct him better, gracious God, to know. 

As thine is vengeance, so forgiveness too : 

That, suffering from ill tongues, he bears no 
more 

Than what his Sovereign hears, and what his 
Saviour bore. 

It now remains for you to school your child. 
And ask why God’s anointed he reviled ; 

A King and Princess dead ! did Shimei worse ^ 
The cm'ser’s punishment should fright the curse : 
Your son was warn’d, and wisely gave it o’er, 

But he, who counseU’d him, has paid the score : 
The heavy malice could no higher tend, 

But woe to him on whom the weights descend. 


Ver. 15S9. ITer panUnff foe she saw lejoie her eye,! The 
onginal edition has — 


Her panting/<Ms she savr Imfore her /ye. 


Todd. 


So to permitted ills the daemon flies ; 

His rage is aim’d at him who rules the skies : 
Constrain’d to quit his cause, no succour found, 
The foe discharges every tire around, 

In clouds of smoke abandoning the fight ; 

But his own thundering peals proclaim his 
flight. 

In Henry’s change his charge as ill succeeds ; 


To that long story little answer needs : 


Ibia 


Confront but Henry’s words with Henry’s deeds. 
Were space allow’d, with ease it might be proved, 
What springs his blessed reformation moved 
The dire effects appear’d in open sight, 

Which from the cause he calls a distant flighty 
And yet no larger leap than from the sun to 
light. 

Now last your sons a double paean sound, 

A Treatise of Humility is found. 

’Tis found, but better it had ne’er been sought, 
Than thus in Protestant procession brought. 

The famed original through Spain is known, 
Rodriguez* work, my celebrated son, 

Which yours, by ill-translating, made his own ; 
Conceal’d its author, and usurp’d the name. 

The basest and ignoblest theft of fame. 

My altars kindled first that living coal ; 

Restore, or practise better what you stole : 

That virtue could this humble verse inspii*e, 

’Tis all the restitution I require. 

Glad was the Panther that the charge was 
closed, 

And none of all her fav’rite sons exposed. 

For laws of arms permit each injured man 
To make himself a saver where he can. 

Perhaps the plunder’d merchant cannot teR 
The names of pirates in whose hands he fell ; 

But at the den of thieves he justly flies, 

And every Algerine is lawful prize. 

No private person in the foe’s estate 
Can plead exemption from the public fate. 

Yet Christian laws allow not such redress ; 

Then let the greater supersede the less. 

But let the abettors of the Panther’s crime 
Learn to make fairer wars another time. 

Some characters may sui’e be found to write 
Among her sons ; for ’tis no common sight, 

A spotted dam, and all her offspring white. 

The savage, though she saw her plea controll’d. 
Yet would not wholly seem to quit her hold, 

But offer’d fairly to compoxmd the strifo, 

And judge conversion by the convert’s life. 

’Tis true, she said, I think it somewhat strange, 
So few should follow profitable change : 

For present joys are more to flesh and blood. 
Than a dull prospect of a distant good. 

’Twas well allud^ by a son of mine, 

(I hope to quote him is not to purloin) 

Two magnets, heaven and earth, allure to bliss; 
The larger loadstone that, the nearer this : 

The weak attraction of the greater fails ; 

We nod a whil^ but neighbourhood prevails : 

But when the greater proves the nearer too, 

I wonder more your converts com© so slow. 
Methinks in those who firm with mo remain, 

It shows a nobler principle than gain. 

Your inference would he strong (the Hind 
replied) 

If yours were in effect the suffering side : 

Your clergy sons their own in peace possess, 

Nor are their prospects in reversion loss. 
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My j)rosGlytes are fatmck with awful dread; 

Your bloody comet-laws hang blazing o’er their 
head : 

The respite they enjoy but only lent, 

The best they have to hope, protracted punish- 
ment. 

Be judge yourself, if interest may prevail. 

Which motives, yours or mine, will turn the 
scale. 

While pride and pomp allure, and plenteous 
ease, 

That is, till man’s predominant passions cease. 
Admire no longer at my slow increase. 

By education most have been misled ; 

So they believe, because they so were bred. 

The priest continues what the nurse began, 

And thus the child imposes on the man. 

The rest I named before, nor need repeat : i 

But interest is the moat prevailing cheat. 

The sly seducer both of age and youth ; 

They study that, and think they study truth. 
When interest fortifies an argument. 

Weak reason serves to gain the will’s assent ; 

For souls, already warp’d^ receive an easy bent. 
Add long prescription of establish’d laws, 

And pique of honour to maintain a cause, 

And shame of change, and fear of future iU, 

And zeal, the blind conductor of the will ; 

And chief, among the still-mistaking crowd. 

The fame of teachers obstinate and proud. 

And, more than all, the private judge allow’d ; 
Disdain of Fathers which the dance began, 

And last, uncertain whose the narrower bpan, 

The clown unread, and half-read gentleman. 

To this the Panther, with a scornful smile : 

Yet still you travel with unwearied toil, 

And range around the realm without control. 
Among my sons for proselytes to prowl, 

Aud here and there you snap some silly souL *• 
You hinted fears of ^ture change in state ,* 

Pray Heaven you did not prophet your fate, 
Perhaps, you think your time of triumph near, 

But may mistake the season of the year; 

The Swallow’s fortune gives you cause to fear. 

For charity, replied the matron, teU 

What sad mischance those pretty birds befel 

Nay, no mischance, the savage dame replied. 

But want of wit in their unerring guide. 

And eager haste, and gaudy hopes, and giddy 
pride. 

Yet, wishing timely warning may prevail, 

Make you the mor^ and I ’ll teU the tale. 

The Swallow, privileged above the rest 

Of all the birds, as man’s familiar guest, 

Pursues the sun, in summer brisk and bold. 

But wisely shuns the persecuting cold : 

Is well to chancels and to chimneys known, 
Though ’tis not thought she feeds on smoke alone. 

Ver. 1701. Disdain of Fathers] The opinions and au- 
thoiity of the primitive Fathers has been much questioned 
and diminished by many able and learned tvi iters, but by 
none more so tlian by Daill^, Lc Clerc, Barbeyrac, and 
Middleton, and above all, by Di. Whitby, in his Disserta- 
tio de S. Scripturamm Inteiq)ietatione, printed in London, 
1714. Mosheim has with much candour confessed, that the 
Fathers abound with precepts of an excessive and unrea- 
sonable austerity, with stoical and academical dictates, 
vague and indeterminate notions, and, what is yet worse, 
with decisions that are absolutely fals^ and in evident op- 
position to the precepts of Christ ; of which he gives two 
instances, that of holding the error of a double doctrine, 
and maintaining that it was lawful to deceive and he, it by 

From hence she has been held of heaveuly huv*. 
Endued with, particles of soul divine. 

This merry chorister had long possess’d 

Her summer seat, and feather’d well her nest : 

Till frownmg skies began to change their 
cheer, i78i 

And time tuin’d up the wrong side of the year ; 
The shedding trees began the ground to strow 

With yellow leaves, and bitter blasts to blow. 

Sad auguries of winter thence she drew, . 1735 

Which, by instinct, or prophecy, she knew : 

When prudence warn’d her to remove betimes, 

And seek a better heaven, and warmer climes. 

Her sons were summon’d on a steeple’s height. 
And, call’d in common, council, vote a flight ; 

The day was named, the nest that should be 
fair : i74i 

All to the general rendezvous repair. 

They try their fluttering wmg^ and trust them- 
selves in air. 

that means the interest of the Church might be promoted. 

To which may be added, their forced and fanciful, and alle- 
gorical explications, of some of the most important facts in 
the sacred Scriptures.— Buddseus has, in a treatise entitled, 
Isagoge ad Theologiam, discussed the question of what au- 
thority is due to the works of the Fathers. But it is difficult 
for him to defend Ambrose and Hilary, Augustin, Gregory 
Nazianzen, and Jerome, from the charge atwve mentioned, 
of the utility and propriety of using pious frauds in sub- 
jects of religion. I will just add, Siat the errors and ab- 
surdities of Jerome are pointed out and exposed with great 
force and ability by Le Clerc, in Quaestiones Hieronymiante, 
1700. But no writer has, on the whole, spoken of the merits 
and demerits of the primitive Fathers with so much temper 
and trutli as the learned Dr. Jortin. St Cyprian, in his 
exhortation to martyrdom, after having appli^ the myste- 
rious number, seven, to the seven days of the creation, to the 
seven thousand years of the world’s duration, to the seven 
spirits that stand before God, to the seven lamps of the taber- 
nacle, to the seven candlesticks of the Apocalypse, to the seven 
pillars of wisdom, to the seven children of tlie barren woman, 
to the seven women who took one man for their husband, to 

1 the seven brothers of the Maccabees, observes, that St. Paul 
mentions that number as a privileged number; which, says 
he, is the reason why he did not write but to seven churches. 

St Gn.‘gory of Xys*^ St. Ambrose, St Chrysostom himself, 
and St. Jerome, all wrote in praise of virginity and celi- 
bacy, and said that state was as superior to wedlock as 
angels are to men. St Jerome, in his Commentary on 

St Matthew, xxiii. 35, clearly, and without reserve, justifies 
the propriety and lawfulness of using pious frauds in de- 
fending religion. This saint, it is said, was whipped by 
an angel, sent to chastise him for being fond of, and for 
imitating Cicero. But a man of wit said, it was for imitat- 
ing Cicero so inelegantly and coarsely. 

Among other absurd allegorical interpretations of the 
Fathers, Gregory Nazianzen affirms, that the brazen ser- 
pent, which Moses set up in the wilderness, was not a type 
of Christ’s body suffering for us, hut of the serpent destroyed 
and dead by the death of Chnst, and giving us assurance 
of our life and salvation, by being exhibited to us as van- 
quished and lifeless himself. This interpretation is as 
puerile and groundless as what St. Ambrose says of Balaam’s 
ass, upbraiding her master in plain articulate words ; as 
giving us to understand in a figure, that in the last days, 
upon the advent of the gieat angel of God, the Gentiles 
also should speak, which were before but as dumb asses. 

In Luc. 1. 1 the story of Balaam’s ass has been the occasion 
of many absurd, and indeed some profane comments and 
observations. Dr. J . W aetox . 

Vcr. 1727. From Times she has Isen held of heavmhj liner 
Endued with pai tides of soul divinel] 

“ Esse apibus partem divinae mentis, ct haustus 
iEtheieos dixere.” — Gsoig. iv. 220, 

JOHX Waetox. 

Ver. 1728. Endued with particles of soul divine.] Horace, 
Serm. lib. 2. ii 79. 

“ Atque adfiiget humo divinse particulam anne.” Tone. 

Ver 1732. And time turn'd up the wrong side of the year ; 

K inversum contristat aquarius annum.’* 

1 John Wautox. 
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But whctbor upwai-cl to tbe luoou they go, 

Or dream the winter out m. caves below, 

Or hawk at flies elsewhere, concerns us not to 
know. 

Southwards, you may be sure, they bent their 
flight, 

And harbour’d in a hollow rock at night : 

Next mom they rose, and set up every sail; 

The wind was fair, but blew a mackerel gale : 

The sickly young sat shivering on the shore, 
Abhoir’d s£dt water never seen before, 

And pray’d their tender mothers to delay 
The passage, and expect a fairer day. 

With these the Martin readily concurr’d, 

A church'begot, and church-beheving bii’d . 

Of little body, but of lofty mind, 

Round-bellied, for a dignity design’d, 

And much a dunce, as Martins are by kind. 

Tet often quoted Canon-laws, and Code, 

And Fathers which he never understood ; 

But little learning needs m noble blood. 

For, sooth to say, the Swallow brought him m. 
Her household chaplain, and her next of kin . 

In superstition silly to excess, 

And casting schemes by planetary guess : 

In fine, short-wing’d, unfit himself to fly. 

His fear foretold foul weather in the sky. 

Beside^ a Raven from a wither’d oak, 

Left of their lodging, was observed to croak. ^'70 
That omen liked him not ; so his advice 
Was present safety, bought at any price; 

(A seeming pious care, that covei*’d cowardice.) 

To strengHien this, he told a boding dream. 

Of rising waters, and a troubled stream, 

Sure signs of anguish, dangers, and distress, 

With something more, not lawful to express : 

By which he slily seem’d to intimate 
Some secret revelation of their flite. 

For he conclude^ once upon a time, 

He found a leaf inscribed with sacred rhyme, 
Whose antique characters did well denote 
The Sibyl’s hand of the Cumsoan gi'ot : 

The mad divineress had plainly writ, 

A time should come (but many ages yet) 

In which, sinister destinies ordain, 

A dame should drown with all her feather’d train, 
And seas from thence be call’d the Ohelidonian 

At this, some shook for fear, the more devout 
Arose, and hless’d themselves fi’om head to foot 
’Tis true, some stagers of the wiser sort 
Made all these idle wonderments their sport : 
They said, their only danger was delay, 

And he, who heard what every fool could say, 
Would never fix his thought, but trim his time 
away. 1795 

The passage yet was good ; the wind, ’tis true. 
Was somewhat high, but that was nothmg new, 
No more than usual equinoxes blew. 

The sun (already j&um the Scales declined) 

Gave little hopes of better days behmd, 

But change from bad to worse of weather and of 
wind. 


Ver, 1769. besides, a J^aven/rom a with&r'd oak, 

Left of Hhevr lodging, was observed to croak^ 

“ Ante sinistra cavfi pr^dixit ab illce comix Virg. 

Jonir Wabton. 

Ver. 1776. Sure signs of anguish,] Sign. Original edition. 


Nor need they fear the dampness of the sky 
Should flag their wings, and hinder them to fly, 
’Twas only water thrown on sails too dry. 

But, least of all, philosophy presumes 
Of truth in dreams, from melancholy fumes : 
Perhaps the Martin, housed in holy ground. 
Might think of ghosts that walk their midnight 
round, 

’Till grosser atoms, tumbling in the stream 
Of fancy, madly met, and elubb’d into a dream : 

As little weight his vain presages hear, 

Of ill effect to such alone who fear; 

Most prophecies are of a piece with these, 

Each Nostradamus can foretel with ease • 

Not naming persons, and confounding times, 

One casual truth supports a thousand lying 
rhymes. 

The advice was true ; but feai* had seized the 
most. 

And all good counsel is on cowards lost 
The question crudely put to shun delay, 

’Twas carried by the major pari to stay. 

His point thus gain’d, Sir Martin dated thenco 
His power, and from a priest became a prince. 

He order’d all thmgs with a busy care^ 

And cells and refectories did prepare 
And large provisions laid of winter fai’e : 

But now and then let fall a word or two 
Of hop^ that Heaven some miracle might show. 
And for their sakes the sun should backward go ; 
Against the laws of nature upward climb, 

And, mounted on the Ram, renew the prime : 

For which two proofe in sacred story lay, 

Of Ahaz’ dial, and of Joshua’s day. 

In expectation of such times as these, 

A chapel housed them, truly call'd of ease : 

For Martin much devotion did not ask ; 

They pray’d sometimes, and that was all their 
> task. 

It happen’d (as beyond the reach of wit 
Blind prophecies may have a lucky hit) 

That this accomphsh’d, or at least in pari, 

Gave great repute to their new Merlin’s art. 

Some Swifts*, the giants of the Swallow kind, 
Large-limb’d, stout-hearted, but of stupid mind, 
(For Swisses, or for Gibconites design’d) 

These lubbers, peeping through a broken pane, 
To suck fresh air, survey’d the neighbouring 
plain ; 

And saw (but scarcely could believe their eyes) 
New blossoms flourish, and new flowora arise ; 

As God had been abroad, and, walking there, 

Had left his footsteps, and reform’d the year : 
The sunny hills from far were seen to glow 
With glittering beams, and in the meads below 
The burnish’d brooks appear’d with liqmd gold 
to flow. 

At last they heard the foolish Cuckoo sing, 
Whose note proclaim’d the holy-day of spring. 

No longer doubting, all prepare to fly, 

And repossess their patiimonial sky, 

Othorwiso called Martlets. Original edition. 

Ver. 1842. Large-hnib'd, stout-hearted, &c.] Ijarge-hmVd, 
though not a yrora of the most poetical sound, appears to 
have been introduced into our poetry by Drayton, who in 
his Owls, published in 1604, has the ‘■^largerlymVd oak'^ 
Milton applies this compound to Og, Psalm cxxxvi. ver 09. 
Marston had before called Alcides “ big-limnCd,” Scourge ol 
Villanie, 1698, B. lii. Sat. viii. 

‘‘Sig-limm'd Alcides, doff thy honor’s orowne.” Todi> 
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The priest before them did his wings display ; 
And that good omens might attend their way. 

As luck would have it, ’twas St Mai-tm’s day. 

Who but the Swallow now triumphs alone ? 
The canopy of heaven is all her own : 

Her youthful offspring to their haunts repair, 
And glide along in glades, and^ skim in air. 

And dip for insects m the purling springs, 

And stoop on rivers to refresh their wings. ^ 
Their mothers think a f<ur provision made, 

That every son can hve upon his trade : 

And, now the careful charge is off their hands. 
Look out for husbands, and new nuptial 
bands : 

The youthful widow longs to be supplied ,* 

But first the lover is by lawyers tied 
To settle jointure-chimneys on the bride. 

So thick they couple, in so short a space, 

That Martin’s marriage-offerings rise apace. 

Their ancient houses, running to decay, 

Are furbish’d up, and cemented with clay ; 

They teem already; stores of eggs are laid. 

And brooding mothers call Lucina’s aid. 

Fame spreads the news, and foreign fowls ap- 
pear 

In flocks to greet the new returning year, 

To bless the founder, and partake the cheer. 

And now ’twas time (so fast their numbers 
rise) 

To plant abroad, and people colonies. 

The youth drawn forth, as Martin had desired, 
(For so their cruel destiny required) 

Were sent far off on an ill-fiited day ; 

The rest would needs conduct ^em on their 
way, 

And Martin went, because he fear’d alone to 
stay. 

So long they flew with inconsiderate haste. 
That now their afternoon began to waste ; 

And, what was ominous, that very mom 
The sun was enter’d into Capricorn ; 

Which, by their bad astronomer’s account. 

That week the Yirgin balance should remount. 

An infant moon eclipsed him in his way, 

And hid the small remainders of his day. 

The crowd, amazed, pursued no certain mark ; 
But birds met birds, and justled m the dark : 

Few mind the public in a panic fright; 

And fear increased the horror of the night 
Night came, but unattended with repose; 

Alone she came, no sleep their eyes to close : 
Alone, and black she came; no friendly stars 
arose. 

What should they do, beset with dangers 
round, 

No neighbouring dorp, no lodging to be found, 

But bleaky plains, and bare imhospitable ground. 
The latter brood, who just began to fly, 
Sick-feather’d, and unpractised in the sky. 

For succour to their helpless mother call ; 

She spread her wings ; some few beneath them 
crawl; 

She spread them wider yet, hut could not 
cover alb 


Ver, 1874. twarrfa^e-offeiings, &c.] The fiist 

edition, by an evident error of the press, has offsj^gs, 
Todd. 

Ver. 1887, Tf^e rest would needs conduct them\ Need. 
Orig. edit, Todd. 


To augment their woes, the winds began to move 
Debate in air, for empty fields above, 

'Till Boreas got the skies, and pour’d nTnaiTi 
His rattlmg hailstones mix’d wnth snow and 
ram. isis 

The joyless morning late arose, and found 
A dreadfhl desolation reign around. 

Some buried in the snow, some frozen to the 
ground. 

The rest were struggling stUl with death, and 
lay 

The Crows’ and Ravens’ rights an undefended 
prey : 1920 

Excepting Martin’s race ; for they and he 
Had gain’d the shelter of a hollow tree : 

But soon discover’d by a sturdy clown, 

He headed all the rabble of a town, 

And finish’d them with batsi, or poll’d them 
down. 

Martin himself was caught alive, and tried 
For treasonous crimes, because the laws provide 
No Martin there in winter shall abide. 

High on an oak, which never leaf shall bear. 

He breathed his last, exposed to open air ; 

And there his corpse, unbless’d, is hanging still. 
To show the change of winds with his prophetic 
bill 

The patience of the BKnd did almost fliil ; 

For well she mark’d the malice of the tale : 
Which ribald art their Church to Luther 
owes ; ^ 

In malice it began, by noalice grows ; 

He sow’d the serpent’s teeth, an iron-harvest rose. 
But most in Martin’s character and fate, 

She saw her slander’d sons, the Panther’s hate, 
The people’s rage, the persecuting state : 

Then said, I take the advice in friendly part ; 
You dear your conscience, or at least your heari: 
Perhaps you fail’d in your foreseeing skill, 

For Swallows are unlucky birds to kill : 


Ver- 1931. is hanging stUl,'} Original edition: 

are banging. Todd. 

Ver. 1983. The patience of the Eindf\ But her patience 
would have been still more exhausted, if her antagonist 
had told her, that in the dispute that arose betwixt the 
Senate of Venice and the Church of Borne, about the year 
1615, in the time of Pope Paul the Fifth, the partisans of 
the latter, and particularly Bellanuine, maintained that 
the Pope is invested with all the authority of heaven and 
earth ; that all princes are his vassals, and that he may 
annul their laws at pleasure; that kings may appeal to 
him, as he is temporal monarch of the whole earth; 
that he can discharge subjects horn their oaths of allegi- 
ance, and make it their duty to take up arms against their 
sovereign ; that be may depose kings without any fault 
committed by them, if the good of the Church requires 
it; that the clergy are exempt from all tributes to 
kings, and are not accountable to them even in cases of 
high treason ; that the Pope cannot err , that the Pope is 
God on earth ; that his sentence and that of God are the 
same ; and that to call his power in qnestion, is to call in 
question the power of God. Though Erasmus had not the 
resolution and vigour of Luther, yet by his incomparable 
ridicule he greatly promoted the Keformation. 'What an 
exquisite piece of wit and satire is the dialogue entilied 
Julius Exdusus, written certatuly by Erasmus, though he 
rather denied it. See Jortiu’s Life, Vol. iL p. 600. See 
Sallengru de Pasquillis, &o. This Julius was published in 
1669, and also 1680, at Oxon The Panther might also 
have reminded her antagonist of a fact that she would not 
like to be told of, that there was printed and published, at 
Paris, 1589, a Belation of the Martyrdom of Brother 
Jaques Clement, in which it is affirmed, that an angel had 
appeared to him, had shown him a drawn sword, and or- 
deied him to kill the tyrant This paper is inserted in the 
Satyre Menippde. Dr. J. Waeton. 
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As for my sons, the family is hless’d, ^345 ]ij;ore just was Judas, who his Saviour sold ; 

Whose every child is equ^ to the rest : The sacrilegious bribe he could not hold, ^oio 

No Church reform'd can boast a blameless line ; Nor hang in peace, before he render’d back the 

Such Martins build in yours, and more than mine : gold. 

Or else an old fanatic author lies, What more could you have done, than now you do, 

Who summ’d their scandals up by centuries. Had Oates and Bedlow, and their plot been true? 

But through your pai-able I plainly see Some specious re^ons for those wrongs wore 

The bloody laws, the crowd’s barbaiity ; found ; 2014 

The sunshine that offends the purblind sight : The dire magicians threw their mists around. 

Had some their wishes, it would soon be night. And wise men walk’d as on enchanted gi’ound. 

Mistake me not : the charge concerns not you : But now, when Time has made the imposture plain. 

Your sons are malecontents, but yet are true, (Late though he follow’d Truth, and limping held 
As far as non-resistance makes them so ; . her train) 

But that’s a word of neutral sense, you know, What new delusion charms your cheated eyes 
A passive term, which no relief will bring, again 1 

But trims betwixt a rebel and a king. The painted harlot might a while bewitch, ^ 

Rest well assured, the Pardelis replied, But why the hag uncased, and all obscene with 

My sons would all support the regal side, itch ^ 

Though Heaven forbid the cause by battle should The fii'st Reformers were a modest race ,* 

be tried. Our peers possess’d m peace their native place ; 

The matron answer’d with a loud Amen, And when rebellious arms o’ertum’d the state. 

And thus pursued her argument again. They suffer’d only in the common fate : 

If, as you say, and as I hope no less. But now the Sovereign mounts the regal chair, 

Your sons will practise what yourselves profess, And mitred seats are full, yet David’s bench is 
What angry power prevents our present peace 1 bare. 

The Lion, studious of our common good, Your answer is, they were not dispossess’d ; 

Desires (and Kings’ desires are ill withstood) They need but rub their metal on the test 

To join our nations in a lastmg love ; To prove their ore : ’twere well if gold alone 2030 

The bars betwixt are easy to remove ; Were toudi’d and tried on your discerning stone ; 

For sanguinary laws were never made above. But that unfaithful Teat unfound will pass 

If you condemn that prince of tyranny, The dross of Atheists, and sectarian brass : 

Whose mandate forced your Gallic friends As if the experiment were made to hold 
to fly, ^^75 For base productions, and reject the gold. 

Make not a worse example of your own ; Thus men ungodded may to places rise, 

Or cease to rail at causeless rigour shown, And sects may be preferr’d without disguise : 

And let the guiltless person throw the stone. No danger to the Church or State from these ; 

His blunted sword your suffering brotherhood The Papist only has his writ of ease. 

Have seldom felt ; he stops it short of blood : No gaioful office gives him the pretence 

But you have ground the persecuting knife, To grind the subject, or defmud the prince. 

And set it to a razor-edge on life. Wrong conscience, or no conscience, may doservo 

Cursed be the wit, which cruelty refines. To thrive, but ours alone is privileged to sterve. 

Or to his father’s rod the scorpion joins ,* Still thank yourselves, you cry,* your noble race 

Your finger is more gross than the great monarch’s We banish not, but they forsake tho place ; 

loins. 1^83 doors are open : true, but ere they come, 

But you, perhaps, remove that bloody note. You toss your ’censing Test, and fume the room ; 

And stick it on the first Reformers’ coat. As if ’twere Toby’s rival to expel, 

Oh, let their crime in long oblivion sleep ; And fright the fiend who could not bear tho 

’Twas theirs indeed to make, ’tis yours to keep. smell. 

Unjust, or just, is all the question now ; To this the Panther sharply had replied ; ^ooo 

’Tis plain, that not repealing you allow. But, having gain’d a verdict on her side, 

To name the Test would put you in a rage ; She wisely gave the loser leave to chide ; 

You charge not that on any former age, Well satisfied to have the But and Peace, 

But smile to think how inuocent you stand. And for the plaintiffs cause she cared the less. 

Arm’d by a weapon put into your hand. Because she sued in foi'mA paup&i'is ; 

Yet still remember, that you wield a sword Yet thought it decent something should be said ; 

Forged by your foes against your Sovereign Lord , For secret guilt by silence is betray’d. 

Design’d to hew the imperid cedar down. So neither granted all, nor much denied, 

Defraud succession, and dis-heir the crown. But answer’d with a yawning kind of pride : 

To abhor the makers, and their laws approve, 2000 Methinks such terms of proffer’d peace you 
Is to hate traitors, and the treason love. bring, 

What means it else, which now your children say. As once jEneas to the Italian king : 

We made it not, nor will we take away 1 By long possession all the land is mine ,* 

Suppose some great oppressor had, by slight You strangers come with your mtruding lino. 

Of law, disseised your brother of his right, To share my sceptre, which you call to join. 

Your common sire surrendering in a fright ,* You plead hke Mm an ancient pedigree, socs 

Would yon to that unrighteous title stand. And claim a peaceful seat by ffite’s decree. 

Lofb by the villain’s will to heir the land i 

Ver. 2039 The Papist only has his writ n/eaae.] By the 

Vor. 1967. what yourselves p7'oJ'(SsJ] Yourself. Test Act transubstantiation is to be abjured, a principal 

Original edition. Todd. j tenet of the Papists. Deiirick. 
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In ready pomp yonr saciificer stands, 

To unite the Trojan and the Latin bands, 

And, that the league more firmly may be tied. 
Demand the fair Layinia for your bride. 

Thus plausibly you veil the intended -wrong, 

But still you brmg your exiled gods along ; 

And will endeavour, in succeeding space, 

Those household puppets on our hearths to place. 
Perhaps some barbarous laws have been pre- 
ferr’d; 

I spake against the Test, but was not heard ; 

These to rescind, and peerage to restore, 

My gracious Sovereign would my vote implore : 

I owe him much, but owe my conscience more. 
Conscience is then your plea, replied the 
dame, ^ 

Which, well inform’d, -wiU ever be the same. 

But yours is much of the cameleon hue. 

To change ihe dye -with every distant view. 

When first the Lion sat with awful sway, 

Your conscience taught your duty to obey: ^ 
He might have had your Statutes and your Test ; 
No conscience but of subjects was profess’d. 

He found your temper, and no farther tried, 

But on that broken reed, your Church, relied. 

In vain the sects assay’d their utmost art, 

With offer’d treasure to espouse their part ; 

Their treasures were a bnbe too mean to move 
his heart. 

But when, by long experience, you had proved. 
How far he could forgive, how well he loved ; 

A goodness that exceU’d his godlike race, ^ 

And only short of Heaven’s unbounded grace ; 

A flood of mercy that o’erflow’d our isle. 

Calm in -the rise, and fruitful as the Nile ; 
Forgetting whence our Egypt was supplied, 

You thought your Sovereign bound to send the 
tide : ^ ^ 

Nor upward look’d on that immortal springy 

But vainly deem’d, he durst not be a king : 

Then conscience, unrestrain’d by fear, began 

To stretch her limits, and extend the span ; 

Did his indulgence as her gifr dispose, 

And made a -wise alliance -with her foes. 

Can Conscience o-wn the assodating name, 

And raise no blushes to conceal her ahame? 

For sure she has been thought a ha^bdhl dame. 

But if the cause by battle ^ould be tried, 

You grant she must espouse the regal side : 

Oh i?oteus conscience, never to he tied ! 

What Phoebus from -the Tripod shall disclose, 
Whi(h are, in last resort, your friends or foes ^ 
Homer, who leam’d the language of the sky, 

The seeming Gordian knot would soon untie ; 
Immortal powers the term of Conscience know. 
But Interest is her name with men below. 

Conscience or Interest be ’t, or both in one, 
(The Panther answer’d in a surly tone) 

Ter. 2083. with every distant view | The original 

edition has— with eveiy different view. Todd. 

Ter. 2098. fruitful as the Nilef] The religious 

rites and notions of any country, that are founded on the 
physical state of that country, continue notwithstanding all 
external changes of religion. The Nile in Egypt, and the 
Ganges in India, are still adored, notwithstanding the 
osttihlishment of Mahometisni. The difficulties of convert- 
ing the Hindoos and some other Indian castes, and the 
Chinese, seem almost insuperable, without supeniatural 
aid. Dr. J. Waktox. 

Vcr. 2106. And made a wise alliance, &c.] Orig. edit. 
Todd. 

The first commands me to maintain the crown. 

The last forbids to throw my barriers do-vra. 

Our penal laws no sons of yours admit. 

Our Test excludes youi’ tnbe from benefit 

These are my banks your ocean to -withstand, 

Which proumy rising overlooks the land ; 

And, once let in, -with -imresisted sway, 

Would sweep the pastors and their flocks away. 
Think not my judgment leads me to comply 

With laws unjust, but hard necessity : 

Imperious need, which cannot be -withstood, 

Makes ill authentic, for a greater good. 

Possess your soul -with patience, and attend : 

A more auspicious planet may ascend ; 

Good fortune may present some happier tim^ 

With means to cancel my unwilling crime ,* ^ 

(Unwilling, witness all ye Powers above) 

To mend my errors, and redeem your love : 

That little space you safely may allow ; 

Your all-dispensing power proh^ts you now. 

Hold, said the Hind, ’tis needless to explain; 

You would postpone me to another reign ; 

’Tin when you are content to be unjust : 

Your part is to possess, and mine to trust. 

A fair exchange proposed of fiiture chance, 

For present profit and mheritanee. 

Few words -will serve to finish our dispute ; 

Who -will not now repeal, would perseenta 

To ripen green revenge your hopes attend. 

Wishing -fchat happier planet would ascend. ^ 

For shame let Conscience be your plea no more: 

To -will hereafter, proves she might before ; 

But she ’s a bawd to gain, and holds the door. 

Your care about your banks infers a fear 

Of threatening floods and inundations near : ^ 

If so, a just reprise would only be 

Of what the land usurp’d upon the sea ; 

And all your jealousies but serve to show 

Your ground i% like your neighbour-nation, low. 

To intrench in what you grant unrighteous laws. 

Is to distrust the justice of your cause ; 

And argues -that tiie true religion lies 

In those weak adversaries you despise. 

lyrannic force is that which least you fear ; 

The SQ-und is frightful in a Christian’s ear : 

Avert iti Heaven I nor let that plague be sent 

To us fr’om -fche dispeopled continent. 

But piety commands me to refrain; 

Those prayers are needless in -this monarch’s 
reign. 

Behold ! how he protects your friends op- 
press’d, ^ ^ 

Keceives the banish’d, succours the distress’d: 
Behold, for you may read an honest open breast. 

He stands in day-light, and disdains to hide 

Art act, to which by honour he is tied, ^ __ 

A generous, laudable, and kingly pride. 

Your Test he would repeal, his peers restore ; 

This when he says he means, he means no more. 

Well, said the Panther, I believe him just, 

And yet 

And yet, ’tis but because you must ; 

You would be trusted, but you would not 
trust. 

The Hind thus briefly ; and disdain’d to enlarge 

On power of Kings, and their superior charge, 

As Heaven’s trustees before the people’s choice: 
Though sure the Panther did not much rejoice 

To hear those echoes given of her once loyal 

. 21SS 

voice. 
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Tho matron woo’d her kindness to the Inst, 

But could not win ; her hour of gitice was pass’d. 
Whom, thus pemsting, when she could not bring 
To leave the Wolf, and to believe her King, 

She gave her up, and fairly wish’d her joy 2190 
Of her late treaty with her new ally : 

Which well she hoped would more successful 
prove, 

Than was the Pigeon’s and the Buzzard’s love. 
The Panther ask’d, what concord there could be 
Betwixt two kinds whose natures disagree ] 2195 

The dame replied : 'Tis sung in every street. 

The common chat of gossips when they meet : 
But, since unheard by you, ’tis worth your while 
To take a wholesome tale, though told in homely 
style. 

A plam good man, whose name is undei> 
stood, 2200 

(So few deserve the name of plain and good) 

Of three fair lineal lordships stood possess’d. 

And lived, as reason was, upon the best. 

Inured to hardships from ins early youth. 

Much had he done, and suffer’d for his truth : 

At land and sea, in many a doubtful fight, 2206 
Was never known a more adventurous knight, 
Who oftener drew his sword, and always for the 
right. 

As fortune would (his fortune came, though 
late) 

He took possession of his just estate : 2210 

Nor rack’d his tenants with increase of rent ; 

Nor lived too sparing, nor too largely spent; 

But overlook’d his hmda ; their pay was just, 
And ready, for he scorn’d to go on trust ; 

Slow to resolve, but in performance quick ; —is 
So true, that he was awkward at a trick. 

For little souls on little shifts rely. 

And cowards’ arts of mean expedients try ; 

The noble mind will dare do anything but lie. 
False friends (his deadliest foes) could find no 


But shows of honest bluntness, to betray : 

That unsuspected plainness he believed ; 

He look’d into himself, and was deceived 
Some lucky planet sure attends his birth. 

Or Heaven would make a miracle on earth ; 2235 

For prosperous honesty is seldom seen 
To bear so dead a weight, and yet to win. 

It looks as fate with nature’s law would strive, 
To show plain-dealing once an age may thrive : 
And, when so tough a frame she could not 
bend, 2230 

Exceeded her commission to hefidend. 

This grateful man, as Heaven increased his store. 
Gave God again, and daily fed his poor. 

His house with all convenience was purveyed ; 
The rest he found, but raised the fabric where 
he pray’d ; 2233 

And in that sacred place his beauteous wife 
Employ’d her happiest hours of holy life. 

Nor did their alms extend to those alone, 
Whom common faith more strictly made their 

own; 2239 

A sort of Doves were housed too near their hall. 
Who cross the proverb, and abound with gall. 
Though some, ’tis true, are passively inclined. 
The greater part degenerate from their kind ; 

Ver. 221 s And cowards’ arts, &c.] And coward arts 
Orlg. edit. Todd. 


Voracious birds, that hotly bill and breed, 

And largely drink, because on salt they feed. ^ 
Small gain from them their bounteous owner 
draws ; 

Yet, hound by promise, he supports their cause. 
As corpoi-ations privileged by laws. 

That house which harbour to their kind affords, 
Was built, long since, God knows, for better 
birds ; 2200 

But fluttering there, they nestle near the throne, 
And lodge in habitations not their own, 

By their high crops and corny gizzards known. 
Like Harpies, they could scent a plenteous 
board. 

Then to he siue they never fail’d their lord : 22W 
The rest was form, and bare attendance paid ; 
They drunk, and eat, ^nd grudgingly obey’d. 

The more they fed, they raven’d still for more ; 
They drain’d from Dan, and left. Beersheha 
poor. 

All this they had by law, and none repined ; 22fio 
The preference was but due to Levi’s kind : 

But when some lay-preferment fell by chance, 
The Gourmands made it their inheritance. 

When once possess’d they never quit their claim ; 
For then ’tis sanctified to Heaven’s high name ; 
And hallow’d thus, they cannot give consent, 

The gift should be profaned by worldly 
management. 2207 

Their flesh was never to the table seiwed ; 
Though ’tis not thence inferr’d the bii’ds wero 
starved ; 

But that their master did not like the food, 

As rank, and breeding melancholy blood. 

Nor did it with his gracious nature suit. 

E’en though they were not Doves, to persecute : 
Yet he refused (nor could they take offence) 
Their glutton kind should teach him absti- 
nence. 2275 

Nor consecrated grain their wheat he thought. 
Which, new from treading, in their bills they 
brought : 

But left his hinds each in his private power, 

That those who hke the bran might leave tho 
flour. 

He for himself and not for others, chose, 22^ 
Nor would he be imposed on, nor impose ; 

But in their faces his devotion paid, 

And sacrifice with solemn rites was made, 

And sacred incense on his altars laid. 

Besides these joUy birds, whose corpse im- 
pure * 

Repaid their commons with their salt-manure ; 
Another flinn he had behind his house, 

Not overstock’d, but barely for his use : 

Wherein his poor dome.stic pordtiy fed, 

And from his pious hands received their broad. 
Our pamper’d Pigeons, with malignant eyes, 2201 
Beheld these inmates, and their nurseries : 

Though hard their fare, at evening, and at mom, 
A cruse of water and an ear of com ; 

Yet stiH they grudged that modicum, and 

idlOUght 22'»5 

A sheaf in every single grain was brought. 


Ter. 2271. As rcaik, and 'breeding melanchohi blood,] Vnlp 
Burton’s Anatomy of Melancholy, ed. Oxford, page C5. 
JoHjr Wabton. 

Ver. 2283 whose corpse tmjiura] Whoso crops 

impui*e. Ong edit. Todd. 
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Fain ■would they filch that little food away, j 
While unrestrain’d those happy gluttons prey. | 
And much they grieved to see so nigh them hall, 
The bird that warn’d St. Peter of his fall ; 

That he should raise his mitred crest on high, 

And clap his wings, and call his family 
To sacred rites ; and vex the etherial powers 
With midnight matins at uncivil hours : 

Nay more, his quiet neighbours should molest. 
Just in the sweetness of their morning rest. ^306 
Beast of a bird, supinely when he might 
Lie snug and sleep, to rise before the light ! 

"What if his dull forefathers used that cry, 

Could he not let a bad example die 
The world was fidlen into an easier way ; 

This age knew better than to fast and pray. 

Good sense in sacred worship would appear 
So to begin, as they might end the year. 

Such feats in former times had wrought the 
falls =^1^5 

Of crowing Chanticleers in cloister’d walls. 
Expell’d for this, and for their lands, they fled ; 
And sister Partlet, -with her hooded head^ 

Was hooted hence, because she would not pray 
a-bed- 

The way to -win the restive world to God, ^ 
Was to lay by the disciplining rod, 

Unnatural fasts, and foreign forms of prayer : 
Religion flights us -with a mien severe. 

*Tis prudence to reform her into ease, 

.And put her in undress to make her please : ^ 
A lively faith will bear aloft the mind. 

And leave the luggage of good works behind. 

Such doctrines in -Sie Pigeon-house were taught : 
You need not ask how wond’rously they wrought ; 
But sure the common ciy was all for these, ^ 

Whose life and precepts both encouraged ease. 
Yet fearing those alluring baits might lail. 

And holy deeds o’er all "Oieir arts prevail ; 

(For vice, though frontless, and of harden’d fece. 

Is daunt^ at ihe sight of awful grace,) ^ 

An hideous figure of their foes they drew. 

Nor lines, nor looks, nor diades, nor colours true; 
And this grotesque design exposed to public -riew. 
One would have thought it some Egyptian piece. 
With garden-gods, and harking deitiesi, ^ 

More thick than l^olemy has stuck the skies. 

All so perverse a draught, so far unlike. 

It was no libel where it meant to strike. 

Yet still the daubing pleased, and gi’eat and small. 
To view the monster, crowded Pigeon-hall. 

There Chanticleer was drawn upon his knees 
Adoring shrines, and stocks of sainted ti’ees ; 

And by him, a misshapen, ugly race ; 

The curse of God was seen on every free. 

No Holland emblem could that mdice mend, ^ 
But still the worse the look, the fitter for a fiend. 

The master of the farm, displeased to find 
So much of rancour in so nuld a kind, 

Enquired into the cause, and came to know. 

The Passive Church had struck the foremost 
blow ; ^ 

With gi’oundless fears, and jealousies possess’d, 

As if this troublesome intruding guest 
Would drive the birds of Yenus from their nest. 


Yer. 2339. some BgyfHcai piecoj] An Egyptian 

piece. Orig. edit. Todd. 

Ver. 2347. Adoring shrines,] So the original edition. 
Derrick has, adorning, Todd. 


A deed his inborn equity abhorr’d ; 

But Interest will not trusty though God ^ould I 
phght his word. 

A law, the source of many future harms, 

Had bamsh’d all the poultry from the farmB j 
With loss of life, if any should he found 
To crow or peck on this forbidden ground. 

That bloody statute chiefly was design’d ^ 

For Chanticleer the white, of clergy kind ; 

But after-malice did not long forget 
The lay that wore the robe and coronet. 

For them, for their inferiors and allies. 

Their foes a deadly Shibboleth devise : 

By which unrighteously it was decreed, 

That none to trust, or profit, should succeed. 

Who would not swallow first a poisonous wicked 
weed: 

Or -that, to which old Socrates was cursed. 

Or henbane juice to swell them till they burst. 

The patron (as in reason) thought it hard 
To see tiiis inquisition in hk yard. 

By which the Sovereign -vras of subjects’ use 
deharr’d. 

All geutle means he tried, which might -withdraw 
The effects of so unnatural a law : ^ 

But still the Dove-house obstinately stood 
Deaf to their own, and to their neighbours’ good; 
And which was worse, ^ any worse could be,) 
Repented of 'their boasted loyalty : 

Now made the champions of a cruel caus^ 

And drunk with fumes of popular applause ; 

For those whom God to ruin has design’d, 

He fits for fate, and first destroys their mind. 

New doubts indeed they daily strove to raise, 
Suggested danger^ interposed delays : 

And emissary Pigeons had. in store, 

Such as the Meccan prophet used of yore. 

To whisper co-unsels in their patron’s ear ; 

And veil’d their feJse ad-rice with zealous fear. 

The master smiled to see them work in vain, ^ 
To wear him out, and make an idle reign : 

He saw, but suffer’d -their protractive arts^ 

And strove by mildness to reduce their hearts : 

But they abu^ that grace to make allies, 

And fondly closed wifri former enemies ; 

For fools are doubly fool^ endeav’ring to be wise. 

After a grave consult what course were best, 

One, more mature in folly than the rest. 

Stood up, and told them, with his head aside. 

That d^erate cures must he to desperate ills 
applied : 

And therefore, since their main impending fear 
Was from the increasing race of Chanticleer, 

Some potent bird of prey -they ought to find, 

A foe profess’d to him, and ad his kind : 

Some haggard Hawk, who had her eyrie nigh, 

Well pounced to fiisten, and well -wing’d to fly ; 
One -tiiey might trust, their common -wrongs to 
wreak; 

The Musquet, and the Co 3 rstrel were too weak, 

Too fierce -fche Falcon ; but, above the rest, 

The noble Buzzard ever pleased me best ; 

Ter. 2361. A law, the source, &c.] Penal lairs against 
Popish recusants. Debbice. 

Ver. 2401. For fools are doubly /cols, Ac.} The original 
edition has, double fools. Todd, 

Ver. 2414. Alofoe the rest, 

The noble Bussdrd ever pleased me best /] 
i The character of the Buzzard -was drama for the ede- 
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Of small renown, *tis true ; for, not to lie, 

We call Rim but a Hawk by courtesy 
I know he bates the Pigeon-bouse and Farm, 

And more, in time of war, has done us harm ; 

But all bis bate on trivial points depends ; 

Give up our forms, and we shall soon be friends. 
For Pigeons’ flesh he seems not much to cai'e , 
Cramm’d Chickens ai-e a more delicious fai'e. 

On this high potentate, without delay, 

I wish you would confer the sovereign sway : 
Petition him to accept the government, 

And let a splendid embassy be sent. 

This pithy speech prevail’d, and all agreed. 

Old enmities forgot, the Buzzard should succeed- 

Their welcome suit was granted soon as 
heard, 

His lodgings fimnsh’d, and a tmin prepared, 

With B’s upon their breast, appointed for his 
guai'd. 

brated Bishop Burnet, out of compli meut to James II , 

to whom he had been, on many accounts, obnoxious. He is 
introduced as a prince, because his spirit and activity raised 
him to be regarded by many of the opponents to the oouit- 
measures, as the head of tlieir party ; and certainly none 
of the clergy was so meddling and inquisitive as he was ; so 
that it is not unjust of our poet to say, that 

He dares the world ; and, eager of a name, 

He thrusts about, and justles into fame. 

The bishop was good-humoured, conversable, and charita- 
ble *, absent, credulous, and talkative ; 

More leam’d than honest, more a wit than leam’d. 

It is certain he gave room for this impeachment of his 
honesty, by drawing up two papers in defence of divorce 
and polygamy; a task very unworthy of a clergyman : and 
by his behaviour, with legard to tlie Eail of Lauderdale’s 
amirs in the House of Commons, where ho was examined 
as to what he heard that nobleman say, about aming the 
Irish Papists, and bringing a Scotch aimy into England, to 
support some arbitrary measures intended to bo set on 
foot by the king, and to overawe the Parliament. He at 
fii’Ht refused to answer upon the latter point, and was dis- 
missed : he then returned, 

uncall’d, his patron t control, 

Divulged the secret whispers of his soul ; 

Stood forth the accusing Satan of his crimes, 

And offer’d to the Moloch of the times. 

Having waited for some time in the lobby, in h-'oe of 
being called in again, he desired to be re-admitted, .ainl now 
revealed everything that had passed between them in pri- 
vate conversation; for which conduct he makes but a poor 
excuse in his History of his Own Times. The House of 
Commons laid great stress upon his declaration, and thus 
fhtnished with fresh matter, renewed their address against 
the earl. 

The papers above mentioned were written to support a 
design set on foot by Shaftesbury and his emissaries, to 
divoree the king and procure him another wife, whose issue 
might exclude the Duke of York from the succession . ■feey 
are to be found in Mackey’s Memoirs. Burnet first came 
from Scotland, where he was bom, to London, to complete 
the Memoirs of the Dukes of Hamilton. The Earl of 
Lauderdale, at that time, received him with great hospi- 
tality, and a friendship that merited a different return from 
what he received- Nor was his behaviour to the Duke of 
York less indefensible, his Highness having given him 
some distinguishing marks of his favonr, which he requUed 
with becoming one of his severest enemies ; not so much 
fiom any views of serving these kingdoms, but because 
that object that seemed most immediate to his interest, 
most engaged his attention ; and he thought opposition the 
swiftest way to preferment. It is certain King James 
hated him, not without reason, and would have made him 
feel Ills resentment, if he had not retired to the Prince of 
Orange, with whom he returned to England in 1688. The 
bishop has revenged himself, by calling Dryden, in the 
History of his Own Times, a Tncnater of impuniy^ and by 
mentioning him in his Reflections on Varillas, with a con- 
tempt to which he was infinitely superior. Dereick, 

Vei. 2418 7 As hates, (fee.] I know ho Aaunte, &c ] 
Ong edit. Todd. 


He came, and crown’d with great solemnity, 

God save king Buzzard was the general cry. 

A portly prince, and goodly to the sight, 

He seem’d a son of Anak for his height : 

Like those whom stature did to crowns prefer : 
Black-brow’d, and bluff, like Homer’s Jupiter; 
Broad-back’d, and brawny-built for love’s do- 
light; 

A pi'ophet form’d to make a female proselyte 
A theologue more by need than genial bent , 

By breeding shai’p, by nature confident. 

Interest in all his actions was discern’d ; 

More leam’d than honest, rdore a wit tlian 
leam’d : 

Or forced by fear, or by his profit led, 

Or both conjoin’d, his native clime he fled : 

But brought the virtues of his heaven along : 

A fair behaviour, and a fluent tongue. 

And yet with all his arts he could not tlirive ; 

The most unlucky parasite alive. 


Vor. 2436 A partly pniicei] This character of Buzzai d 
was intended to ndicule Bishop Bumot, who had attackod 
Dryden for a translation of Varillas. Montague and Prior 
make Iheir Bayes speak thus of this passage Tho ex- 
cellence of a fable is in the length of it. -dSsop indeed, like 
a slave as he was, made little, short, simple stories, with a 
dry moral at the end of them, and could not form any nohlo 
design. But here, I give you fable upon faldo ; and after 
you are satisfied with beasts in the first course, serve you 
up with a delicate dish of fowl for the second : now I was 
at all tins pains to abuse one particular person ; for I'gad 
I’ll tell you wliat a trick he served me : I was once tiaus-» 
lating a very good French author, but being something long 
about It, as you know a man is not always in the humour; 
what does this Jack do, but puts out an an.swcr to my 
fnend before I had half finished the translation ; so there 
was three whole months lost upon his account But I think 
I have my revenge on him sufficiently, for I let all the 
world know tliat he is a tall, hroad-hncKed, lusty fHloto, of a 
Irown complexton, fair hehamour, a fiaeat tongue, and tnhuy 
amongst the women; and to top it all, that lie ’s nmch a 
scholar, more a mt, and owns hut two saa aments Don’t you 
think this fellow will hang himself? But, besides, I have 
so mck’t his chaiactei in a name, as will make you split 

I call him , I’gad I won’t tell you, unless you icim-in- 

ber what I said of him. 

Sm-ah. Why that he was much a scholar, and more 
a mt, 

Bayes, Eight, and his name is Buzzard. Ha’ ha’ ha!” 

Dr. J Wauton. 

Ibid. A pprfLy pi ince,] This violent and cutting satire 
on Bishop Burnet, which approaches the very verge of 
downright and disgusting ribaldry, must be accounted for 
(I will not say apologised) by the bishop’s having calk'd 
Dryden a monster of impiety, for the obscenities, blasplio- 
mios, and falsehoods, with winch he said our author’s works 
abounded Burnet’s own character appears every day to 
be more and more approved and brightened by calm ex- 
amination. His History of his Own Times, allowing, jioi- 
haps, that it is written in too careless and familiar a stylo, 
yet abounds in most curious facts that otherwise would 
have been unknown, and this very familianty is pleasing 
His History of the Reformation is surely a most valuable 
and important work, and one of the most decisive blows 
Popery ever received. His Exposition of the Articles is 
sensible, acute, and candid; with a laudable endeavour to 
firee them from some seeming absurdities and contradic- 
tions. And his short account of Lord Rochester a most 
useful, pious, and instructive little narrative. Dr. 
Wakton. 

Ver. 2441. than genial lent;'] Than natural bent 

Orig. edit. Todd. 

Ver. 2442. ly nature confident.'] By nation con- 

fident. Ong. edit. Todd. 

Ver 2446. Or loth conjoin’d, his native clime he fled. 
The original edition has — 

Or both his own unhappy clime, &c. Todd. 

Vor 24-^. a fluent tongue.] Flatteimg OrIg. 

edit Todd. 
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Loud praises to prepare his paths he sent, 

And then himself pursued his compliment ; 

But by reverse of fortune chased away, 

His gifts no longer than their author stay : 

He shakes the dust against the ungrateful race, 
And leaves the stench of ordures m the place. 

Oft has he flatter’d and blasphemed the same ; 

For m his rage he spai*es no Sovereign’s name : 
The hero and the tyiunt change their style 
By the same measure that they frown or smile. 
When well received by hospitable foes, - ^461 

The kindness he returns, is to expose : 

For courtesies, though undeserved and great. 

No gratitude in felon-minds beget ; 

As tribute to his wit, the churl receives the treat--"*®® 
His praise of foes is venomously nice ; 

So touch’d, it turns a virtue to a vice : 

" A Greek, and bountiful, forewarns us twice.” 
Seven sacraments he wisely does disown, 

Because he knows Confession stands for one ; 
Where sins to sacred silence are convey’d. 

And not for fear, or love, to be betray’d: 

But he, imcall’d, his patron to control, 

Divulged the secret whispers of his soul ; 

Stood forth the accusing Satan of his dimes, ^ 
And offer’d to the Moloch of the times. 

Prompt to assail, and careless of defence, 
Invulnerable m his impudence, 

He dares the world , and eager of a name. 

He thinists about, and justles into fame. ^ 

Frontless, and satire-proo:^ he scours the streets. 
And runs an Indian-muck at all he meets. 

So fond of loud report, that not to miss 
Of being known (his last and utmost bliss) 

He rather would be known for what he is. ^ 
Such was, and is the Captain of the Test, 
Though half his virtues are not here express’d ; 
The modesty of fame conceals the rest. 

The spleenful Pigeons never could create 
A prince more proper to revenge theii* hate : 
Indeed, more proper to revenge, than save ; 

A king, whom in his wrath the Almighty gave : 
For all the grace the landlord had allow’d. 

But made the Buzzard and the Pigeons proud ; 
Gave time to fix their friends^ and to se ’”*‘e the 
crowd. 

They long their fellow-subjects to inthinl, 

Their pafron’s promise into question call. 

And vainly think he meant to make them lords 
of all. * 

False fears their leaders fail’d not to suggest,^ 
As if the Doves were to be dispossess’d ; ^ 

Nor sighs, nor groans, nor gogling eyes did want; 
For now the Pigeons too had leam’d to cant. 

The house of prayer is stock’d with large increase ; 
Nor doors, nor windows can contain the press : _ _ 
For birds of every feather fill the abode ; 

E’en Atheists out of envy own a God : 

And, reeking from the stews, adulterers come. 
Like Goths and Vandals to demolish Rome. 

That Conscience, which to all their crimes was 
mute, 

Now calls aloud, and cries to persecute : 

No rigour of the laws to be released. 

And much the less, because it was their Lord’s 
request : 

They thought it great their Sovereign to control. 
And named ieir pride, nobility of souL 
’Tis true, Uie Pigeons, and their prince elect. 
Were short of power, their purpose to effect • 


But with their quills did all the hurt they could. 
And cnfT d the tender Chickens from their food : 
And much the Buzzard in their cause did stir. 
Though naming not the patron, to infer, 

With all respect, he was a gross idolater. 

But when the imperial owner did espy, 

That thus they turn’d his grace to villany. 

Not suffering wrath to discompose his mind. 

He strove a temper for the extremes to find! 

So to be just, as he might still be kind ; 

Then, all maturely weigh’d, pronounced a doom 
Of sacred strength for every age to come. 

By this the Doves their we^th and state posses^ 
No rights infringed, but licence to oppress : 

Such power have they as feotious lawyers long 
To crowns ascribed, that Kings can do no wrong. 
But since his own domestic birds have tried 
The dire effects of their destructive pride, 

He deems that proof a measure to the rest, 
Concluding well within his kingly breast, 

His fowls of nature too unjustly were oppress’d- 
He therefore makes all bmis of every sect 
Free of his farm, with promise to respect 
Their several kinds alike, and equally protect ^ 
His gracious edict the same franchise yields 
To all the wild increase of woods and fields. 

And who in rocks aloof, and who in steeples builds; 
To Crows the hke impartial grace affords, 

And Choughs andDaws,andsuch republic hirds:^®" 
Secured with ample privilege to feed, 

Each has his dislmct, and 1^ bounds decreed : 
Combined in common interest with his own, 

But not to pass the Pigeons’ Ruhieoru 

Here ends the reign of this pretended Dove ; ^ 
All prophecies accomx/lish’d from above^, 

For Shiloh comes the sceptre to remove. 

Reduced from her imperial high abode, 

Like Dionysius to a private rod. 

The Passive Church, -^at with pretended grace ^ 
Did her distinctive mark in duty place. 

Now touch’d, reviles her Maker to his free. 

What after happen’d is not hard to guess ; 

The small beginnings had a huge increase. 

And arts and wealth succeed (^e secret spoils of 
peace ) ^ 

”Rs said, the Doves repented, though too lat^ 
Become the smiths of their own foolirii fate : 

Nor did their owner hasten their ill hour ; 

But, sunk in credit, they decreased in power ; 
Like snows in warmth that mildly pass away, 
Dissolving in the silence of decay. 

The Buzzard, not content with equal place, • 
Invites the feather’d Niinrods of his mce ; 

Ter. 2519. A}id much the Buzzard in their cause did stir. 
Though nnmintj vnt the pati on, &c.] 

On the fifth of November, 1681, Bnmet preached a ser- 
mon in tiie Rolls chapel against Popeiy, in whiah he drop- 
ped some oblique reflections on the king. On this account 
ir was ordered he should preach in that place no more, 
and he soon after found it necessary to withdraw to Hol- 
land. The king demanded him of the States as a traitor, 
hut they refused to acquiesce. It is said £3000 was or- 
dered to he paid by the tieasury to any person that could 
contrive to deliver him into the Wng’s hands. Debbice. 

Ter. 2.’537. His fowls of nature, &C.] His fowl, &c. 
Original edition. Toon. 

Ter. 2550. of this preteiided Bove Orig. edit 

TODi>. 

Ter. 2559. The smaB. beginnings had a large increase,'} 

« exiguis profecta initiis e5 creverit,”-— Livy 

JoHsr Wabtox. 
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To hide the thinness of their flock from sight. 
And all together make a seeming goodly flight : 
But each have sepai-ate interests of their ovm ; 

Two Czars are one too many for a throne. 

Nor can the usurper long abstain from food; 
Already he has tasted Pigeons’ blood : 

And may be tempted to his former fare, 2575 
When idiis indulgent lord shall late to heaven 
repair. 

Bare benting times, and moulting mouths may 
come, 

When, lagging late, they cannot reach their home; 
Or rent in schism (for so their flite decrees) 

Like the tumultuous college of the bees, 

They fight their quarrel, by themselves oppress’d • 
The tyrant smiles below, and waits the falhng 
feast. 

Thus did the gentle Hind her fable end, 

Nor would the Panther blame it, nor commend: 

Ter. 2583. Thus did the gentle Hindi] It Is observable that 
in this poem, full of fine versification and weak aigument, 
our author keeps to some leading doctiines of Popery, and 
makes no defence of several of its absurd tenets, purgatory, 
monkery, celibacy, confession, reliques, nor of two which 
Swift has inimitably ridiculed, holy water and the Pope’s 
bulls 

“ Another discovery, for which Peter was much renowned, 
was his famous universal pickU. For having remarked 
how your common pickle in use among housewives, was of 
no further benefit than to preserve dead flesh, and certain 
kinds of vegetables ; Peter, with great cost as well as art, 
had contrived a pickle proper for houses, gardens, towns, 
men, women, children and cattle ; wherein he could pre- 
serve them as sound as insects in amber. Now this pwUa 
to the taste, the smell, and the sight, appeared exactly the 
same, with what is in common service for beef, and butter, 
and henings, (and has been often that way applied with 
great success,) but for its many soveieign virtues was quite 
a different thing. For Peter would put in a certain quantity 
of his powder pimpeilimpimp^ after which it never failed of 
success. The operation was perfomed by SpargefactUm, in 
a pioper time of the moon. The patient who was to he 
picUed, if it were a house, would infallibly be preserved 
fiom all spiders, rats, and weazels. If the party affected 
were a dog, he should be exempt from mange, madness, and 
hunger. It also infallibly took away all scabs and lice, 
and scald heads from children, never hindering the patient 
from any duty^either at bed or board, 

" But of all Peter’s rarities, he most valued a certain set 
of hulls, whose race was by great fortune preserved in a 
lineal descent ftom those that guarded the golden fleece^ 
thongjh some who pretended to observe them curiously, 
doubted the breed had not been kept entirely chaste; 


But, with affected yawnings at the close, 

Seem’d to require her natural repose ; 

For now the streaky light began to peep ; 

And setting stars admonish’d both to sleep. 

The dame withdrew, and, wishing to her guest 
The peace of Heaven, betook herself to rest 
Ten thousand angels on her slumbers wait. 

With glorious visions of her future state. 

because they had degenerated from their ancestors in some 
qualities, and had acquired others, veiy extraoidinaiy, but 
a foreign mixture. 

The hulls of Colchos are recorded to have Irasen feet; hut 
whether ithappened by ill pasture, and 1 iinning, by an allay 
from intervention ot other parents, fi*om stolon intrigues : 
whether a weakness in their progenitois had impaired the 
seminal virtue , or by a decline necessary through a long 
course of time, the originals of nature being depraved in 
these latter sinful ages of the world : whatever was the 
cause, ’ti.s certain that Laid Peter's hulls were extremely 
vitiated, by the lust of time in the metal of their lead. 
However, the terrible roaring peculiar to their lineage was 
preserved; as likewise that faculty of breathing out fire 
horn their nostrils, which, notwithstanding, many of their 
detractors took to be a feat of art, and to be nothing so 
terrible as it appeared, proceeding only from their nsual 
course of diet, which was that of&qmhs and crackeis.” 

Pope, it is said, used to mention tins poem as the most 
correct specimen of Dry den’s versification. I must own I 
cannot assent to this opinion. He tells us himself that he 
intended to give the majestic turn of heroic poesy to the 
first part. In this design he has woefully miscairied. The 
perspicuity and plausibility of his reasonings, however 
false and futile, show a great command of language. This 
poem our author intended as a defence for his sudden con- 
version to Popery, especially after his liaving written the 
Religio Laid, where such opposite opinions weie maintained 
and enforced. Whether this conversion was the effect of 
pure tnith and conviction, must he left to the great Searcher 
of our hearts to determine; but such a change in so abiect 
a flatterer, would naturally be imputed to merccnaiy 
motives. It is remarkable that Congreve, in bis lahoiued 
and elegant defence of his friend’s character, speaks not a 
syllable on the subject The conversions of two greater 
men to Popery, that of Henry IV. and Marshal Turenne, 
were reckoned interested and insincere. The following 
very severe lines are preserved in the State Poems, on this 
occasion : 

At all religions to the last from first, 

Thou still hast rail’d, and then espoused the worst ; 

In this thy wisdom such as ’twas before, 

T* abuse all woman kind— then wed a whore ” 

Dr. J, Waeton. 

Ver.5588. And setting stars admonish'd hath to sleep] 

** Suadentque cadentia sidera somnos.” — Virgil. 

JOHK WASTOir 
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BEITMNIA EEDIVITA; 

A. POEM ON THE BIRTH OF THE PEIHCK* 


Dii Patrii Indigetes, et Romule, Vestaque Mater, 

Quse Tuscum Tibenm, et Romana Palatia servas, 

Hunc saltern everbo Return succorrere ssbcIo 
Ne prohibete : satis jampridem sanguine nostro 
Laomedonteae luimus Ferjuria Tiojse. — V iro. Georg. I. 


Otir vows are heard betimes ’ and Heaven takes 
care 

To grant, before we can conclude the prayer : 
Preventing angels met it half the way, 

And sent us back to praise, who came to pray. 

Just on the day, when the high-mounted sim ^ 
Did fai'thest in his northern progress run, 

He bended forward, and ev’n sti’etch’d the sphere 
Beyond the limits of the lengthen’d year, 

To view a brighter sim in Britain born ; 

• “ On the 10th of June, 1688, the queen was suddenly 
seized with labour-pains, and delivered of a son, who was 
baptised by the name of James, and declared Prince of 
Wales — All the Catholics and frionds of James were trans- 
ported with the most extravagant joy at the birth ot this 
child ; while great part of the nation consoled themselves 
with the notion tliat it was altogether supposititious. They 
carefully collected a variety of circumstances, upon which 
this conjecture was founded ; and though they were incon- 
sistent, contradictory, and inconclusive, the infeience was 
fio agreeable to the views and passions of the people, that it 
made an impression which, in all probability, will never be 
totally effaced. Dr. Burnet, who seems to have been at un- 
common pains to establish this belief, and to have consulted 
all the Whig nurses in England upon the subject; first 
pretends to demonstrate, tluit the queen was not with child; 
secondly, that she was with child, but miscamed *, thirdly, 
tliat a child was brought into the qneen's apartment in a 
warming-pan ; fourthly, that there was no child at all m 
the room ; fifthly, that the queen actually boie a diild, but 
it died that same day; sixthly, that the supposititious 
child had not the fits; seventhly, that it had the fits, of 
which it died at Richmond: therefore the Chevalier de 
St George must be the fiiiit of four different ixnpostuies.’* 
—Smollett’s History of England. Derrick. 

Ver. 1. Our vows are Aeajd] It might be expected, tliat | 
a late .and zealous convert to Popeiy would join in the ge- 
neral tiiumph and exultation, felt by all his brethien, on 
the biith of a prince who might be the means of perpetu- I 
ating the Catholic religion on the throne of these kingdoms, j 
especially as this important event was imputed to .i vow j 
m^e by the Duchess of Modena to the Holy Virgin at 
Loretto, that her daughter might by her means have a son i 
Jam nova progenies ccelo demittitur alto.” 

Which was the motto of a long poem in hexameter verse, 
and not bad Latin, now before me, written by Mr. J Plow- 
den at this time. Burnet certainly has disgraced hi*» 
hustory bv collecting all the idle and incredible tales, 
and inconsistent accounts of the birth of this piinee, in 
order to prove it was a supposititious child, and has given a 
nanation morc wonhy of a nurse or mulwute, than uf a 
bishop and histirian. King William, with that geneivsity 
and magnanimity that distinguished his character, gave 
no credit or countenance to this improbable fiction. Dr. J. 
Waeton, 

Ver. 6. in his northern progress] Thus the oiigi- 

nal edition in 16SS. Denick has, its. Todd. 


That was the business of his longest mom ; “ 

The glorious object seen, ’twas tune to turn. 

Departing Spring could only stay to shed 
Her bloomy booties on the genial bed. 

But left the manly Summer in her stead, 

With timely fi*uit the longing land to cheer, 

And to fulfil the promise of the year. 

Betwixt two seasons comes the auspicious heir, 
This age to blossom, and the next to bear. 

♦ Last solemn sabbath saw the Church attend ; 
The Paraclete in fiery pomp descend ^ 
But when his wondrous f octave roll’d again. 

He brought a royal infant in his train. 

So great a blessing to so good a king, 

None but the Eternal Comforter could bring. 

Or did the mighty Trinity conspire, ^ 

As once, in coimcil to create our sire 1 
It seems as if they sent the new-born guest 
To wait on the procession of them feast ; 

And on their sacred anniverse decreed 
To stamp their image on the promised seed. * 
Three realms nnit^ and on one bestow’d. 

An emblem of their mystic union show’d : 

The Mighty Trine the triple empire shared. 

As every person would have one to guard. 

Hail son of prayers ! by holy violence ® 

Drawn down from Heaven ; but long be banish’d 
thence, 

And lute to thy paternal skies retire : 

To mend our crimes whole ages would require ; 
To change the mveterate habit of our siu^ 

And finish w^hat thy godlike sire begins. ^ 

Kind Heaven, to make us Engli shm en again. 

No less can give us than a patriarch’s reign. 

The sacred cmdle to your chaige receive. 

Ye seraphs, and by turns the guai'd relieve ; 

Thy frther’s angel, and thy father join, ^ 

To keep possession, and secure the line ; 

Ter. 13 JTer bloomy ieauiies] Original edition. Derrick, 
by ail abisurJ error, has gloomy. Toud. 

♦ WMt-Simday. Original edition. 

Ver. 20. The ParacLte m fiery pomp descend-] So Parnell : 
“ The fiery pomp ascending left the view.” 

JoHK Wartos 

t Trinity Sunday. Original edition. 

Ver. 37. And late to thy pat mal skies retire:] 

Serus in ccelum ledeas.”— Hor. 

JoHjr Wiwros. 
C2 
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But long defer tlie honours of thy fate : 

Great may they be like his, like his be late ; 

That James this running century may view, 

And give his son an auspice to the new. ^ 

Our wants exact at least that modei-ate stay : 
Eor see the Dragon* winged on his way. 

To watch the ti'avail,+ and devour the prey. 

Or, if allusions may not lise so high. 

Thus, when Alcidcs luised his infant ciy, “ 
The snakes besieged bis young divinity : 

But vainly with their forked tongues they threat ; 
For opposition makes a hero great. 

To needful succour all the good will run, 

And Jove assert the godhead of his son. 

Oh still repining at your present state, 
Gi*udging yourselves the benefits of fate, 

Look up, and read in characters of light 
A blessing sent you in your own despite. 

The manna fidls, yet that celestial bread ^ 

Like Jews you munch, and murmui’ while you 
feed. 

May not your fortune be like their s, exHed, 

Yet forty years to wander in the wild : 

Or if it be, may Moses live at least, 

To lead you to the verge of promised rest. ^ 
Though poets are not prophets, to foreknow 
What plants will take the blight, and what will 
^ow, 

By tracing Heaven his footsteps may be found : 
Behold ! how awfully he walks the round I 
God is abroad, and, wondrous in his ways, 

The rise of empires, and their fall surveys ; 

More (might I say) than with an usual eye, 

He sees his bleeding Church in ruin lie, 

And hears the soiils of saints beneath his altar 
ciy. 

Already has he lifted high the sign,J ^ 

Which cromi’d the conquering ai-ms of Con- 
stantine : 

The moon § grows pale at that presaging sight, 
And half her tram of stars have lost then’ light. 

Behold another Sylvester, |1 to bless 
The sacred standard, and secure success ; 

Large of h-.s treasures, of a soul so gi-eat. 

As fills and crowds his universal seat. 

Now view at home a second Constantine , H 
The former too was of the British line) 

Has not lus healing balm your breaches closed, ^ 
Whose exile many sought, and few opposed 1 


Ver 49. tliis running century\ Original edition 

rt>DD. 

Vcr. 50. his s<m\ Orig. edit. Derrick has, Qiia 

<m. Tood. 

* Alluding only to the ComTO on wealth party, here and 
n otlier places of tlie poem. Original edition, 
t Rev. xii. 4. Original edition. 

X The cross. Original edition. 

g The crescent which the Turks hear for their arms. 
)]iginal edition. 

II The Pope in the time of Constantine the Great, alluding 

0 the pieseutPope. Oiiginal edition. 

Ver 84 Uehold mother Sylvester, &c] The Pope, in 
!. lines the Second’s time, is heie compared to him who go- 
1 ‘ined the Komibh Climch in the time of Constantine, to 

1 horn the king is likened a little lower down. Dereick. 

King James the Second. Original edition. 

Ver. 89. The former too was of the British line] St. Helen, 
mother of Constantine the Great, was an Englishwoman; 
and Archbishop Usher affirms, that the empeior himself 
vas bom in this kmerdom. Derrick. 


Or, did not Heaven by its eternal doom 
Permit those evils, that this good might come ^ 

So manifest, that e’en the moon-eyed sects 
See whom and what this Providence protects. 
Methinks, had we within our minds no more 
T h an that 6ne shipwreck on the fatal ore,* 

That only thought may make us think again. 
What wonders God reserves for such a reign. ^ 
To dream that chance his preservation wrought, 
Were to thmk Noah was pre&erved for nought. 

Or the surviving eight were not design’d 
To people earth, and to restoi’e their kind. 

\^en hnmbly on the royal babe we gaze^ 

The manly lines of a majestic face 
Give awfiil joy : ’tis paradise to look 
On the fair frontispiece of Nature’s book : 

If the first opening page so charms the sight. 
Think how the unfolded volume will dehght ! 

See how the venerable infant lies 

In early pomp ; how through the mother’s eyes 

The father’s soul, with an undaunted view. 

Looks out, and takes our homage as his due. 

See on his future subjects how he smiles, 

Nor meanly flatters, nor with emit beguiles; 

But with an open fac^ as on his throne. 

Assures our birthrights, and assumes his own. 
Bom in broad day-light, that the ungrateful 
rout 

May find no room for a remaining doubt ; 

Truth, which itself is light, does darkness shun. 
And the true eaglet safely dares the sun. 
fPain would the fiends have made a dubious 
birth, 

Loth to confess the godhead clothed in earth ; 
But sicken’d, after all their bafiled lies. 

To find an heir apparent of the skies : 

Abandon’d to despair, still may they grudge, 

And, owning not the Saviour, prove the judge. 

jNot gi’eat .^Eneas stood in plainer day, 

When, the daah mantling mist dissolved away, 

He to the Tyrians show’d his sudden face, ^ 
Shining with all his goddess mother’s grace : 

For she herself had made his countenance 
bright, 

Breathed honour on his eyes, and her own purple 
light. 

If our victorious Edward, § as they say, 

Gave Wales a pnnee on that propitious day, 

Why may not years revolving with his fate 
Produce his like, but with a longer date? 

One, who may caavy to a distant shore 
The tenvr that his famed forefather bore. 

But why should James or bis young hero stay 
For slight presages of a name or day ] 

We need no Edward’s fortune to adorn 
That happy moment when our prince was 
born ; 


Ver. 92. Or, di<2 noi, &c.] Oiiginal edition. Derrick has. 
0, did not, &c. Todd. 

* The Lenynon ore. Original edition. 

Ver. 97. that one shipwreck on the fatal ore,] The 

sandbank, on which the Duke of York had like to have 
been lost in 1682, on his voyage to Scotland, is known by 
the name of Lemman Ore Derrick. 

t Alluding to the temptations in the vildemess. Original 
edition. 

X Virg. .®neid. 1. Original edition. 

g Edward the Black Prince, horn on Trinity Sunday. 
Oiiginal edition. 
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Our prince adorns his day, and ages hence 
Shall wish his birth-day for some future prince. 

* Great Michael, prince of all the ethereal hosts, 
And whate’er mbom saints our Biitain boasts ^ 
And thoUjf the adopted patron of our isle. 

With cheerful aspects on this infant smile : 

The pledge of Heaven, which, droppmg from 
above, i®" 

Secures our bliss, and reconciles his love. 

Enough of ills our dire rebellion wrought, 
When, to the dregs, we drank the bitter dmught; 
Then airy atoms did in plagues conspire, 

Nor did the avenging angel yet retire, ^ 

But purged our still increasing crimes with fire. 
Then peijured Plots, the still impending Test^ 
And worse — ^but chanty conceals the rest : 

Here stop the cun’ent of the sanguine flood ; 
Require not, giucious God, thy martyrs’ blood ; 
But let their dying pangs, their living toil, 

Spread a rich harvest through their nathe soil : 

A harvest npening for another reign. 

Of which this royd babe may reap the grain. 

Enough of early saints one womb has given ; 
Enough increased the family of heaven : 

Let them for his and our atonement go ; 

And reigning blest above, leave him to rule below. 

Enough already has the year foreslow’d 
His wonted com*se, the sea has overflow^’d, 

The meads were floated with a weeping spring. 
And frighten’d birds in woods foigot to smg : 

The strong-limb’d steed beneath his harness faints. 
And the same shivering sweat his lord attaints. 
When will the minister of wrath give o’er ? ^^5 

Behold him, at Araunah’sJ threshing-floor : 

He stops, and seems to sheathe his flaming brand, 
Pleased with burnt incense from our David’s hand. 
David has bought the Jebusite’s abode. 

And raised an altar to the living God. 

Heaven, to reward him, makes his joys sincere ; 
No future ills nor accidents appear. 

To sully and pollute the sacr^ infmt’s year. 

Five months to discord and debate were given : 
He sanctifies the yet remaining seven. 

Sabbath of months J hencefortti in him be blest. 
And prelude to the realms perpetual rest ! 

Let his baptismal drops for us atone ; 
Lustrations for offences! not his own. 

Let Conscience, which is Interest ill disguised, 

‘ In the same font be cleansed, and all the Imd 
baptized- 

II Unnamed as yet ; at least unknown to feme : 
Is there a strife in heaven about his name 1 
Where every famous predecessor vies,, 

And makes a faction for it in the skies 1 ^ 

Or must it be reserved to thought alone! 

Such was the sacred Tetragrammaton. 


Things worthy silence must not be reveal’d ; 

Thus the true name of Rome was kept con- 
ceal’d, 

To shun the spells and sorceries of those 
Who durst her infant Majesty oppose. 

But when his tender strength iu time shall rise 
To dare ill tongues, and fasemating eyes; 

This isle, which hides the little thunderer’s fame. 
Shall he too narrow to contain his name : 

The aalillery of heaven shall make him known ; 

* Crete could not hold the god, w'hen Jove was 
grown. 

As Jove’s increase,f who from his brain was 
bom. 

Whom aims and arts did equally adorn, 

Fi’ee of the breast w'as bred, whose milky taste 
Minerva’s name to Venus had debased; 2n 

So this imperial babe rejects the food 
That mixes monai’ch’s with plebeian blood : 

Food that his inborn courage might control. 
Extinguish all the father in his soul, 215 

And, for his Estian race, and Saxon strain, 

Might reproduce some second Richard’s reign. 
Mildness he shares from both his parents’ blood : 
But kings too tame are despicably good : 

Be this the mixture of this regal child, 220 

By nature manly, but by virtue mild. 

Thus far the fuiious transport of the news 
Had to prophetic madness fired the Muse ; 
Madness ungovernable, unin&pii*ed. 

Swift to foretel whatever she desired. 

Was it for me the dark abyss to tread, 

Amd read the book which angels cannot read 1 
How was I punish’d, when the sudden blast, J 
The face of heaven, and om: young sun o’ercast ! 
Fame, the swift ill, increasing as she roll’d, ^ 
Disease, despair, and death, at three reprises 
told : 

At three insulting strides she stalk’d the town, 
And, like contagion, stnick the loyal dovm. 

Down fell the winnow’d wheat; but mounted 
high. 

The whii-lwind bore the chaff, and hid the sky ^ 
Here black rebellion shooting from below, 

(As earth’s gigantic brood § by moments ^ow) 
And here the sons of God are petrified vrith woe: 
An apoplex of grief : so low were driven 
The saints, as hardly to defend their heaven. ^ 
As, when pent vapours run their hollow round. 
Earthquakes, which are convulsiorfe of the 
ground, 

Break bellowing forth, and no confinement brook. 
Till the third settles what the former shook ; 
Such heavings had our souls ; till, slow and lat^ 
Our life with his return’d, and faith prevail’d on 
fate. 


Ver. 144. Our ince adorns his dayj] Original edition. 
Todd. 

* The motto of the poem explained. Original edition, 
t St. George. Original edition. 

Ver. 169. iAe year foreslow’d 

Sis wonted course, &C,] 

Original edition. Derrick has,/oreaftow’d. Todd. 

X Alluding to the passage in 1 Kings, xxiv. 20. Orig. 
edit. 

g Original sin. Original edition. 

11 The prince christened, bnt not named. Original edi- 
tion. 

Ver. 197. tSe sacred TetragrammaUmJ] Jehovah, 


or the name of God, nnlawful to he pronounced by the Jews. 
Original edition. 

Ver. 199. Thus the true name of Borne teas Tuept conceoiPd.'i 
Some authors say, that the tnie name of Kome was kept a 
secret : “ Ne ho±>t^ iucantamentis decs elicereut.” Original 
edition. 

• Candle, where Jupiter was bom and bred secretly 
Original edition. 

t Pallas, or Minerva, said by the poets to have been 
bred up by hand. Original edition. 

X The sudden false report of the prince’s death. Orig. 
edit. 

g Those giants are feigned to have grown iafteen cUa 
every day. Original edition. 
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By prayers the mighty blessing was implored, 

To prayers was granted, and by prayers restored. 

So ere the Shrmamite * a son conceived, 

The prophet promised, and the wife believed, 

A son was sent, the son so much desired ; 

But soon upon the mother’s knees expired. 

The troubled Seer approach’d the mournful door. 
Ran, pray’d, and sent his pastoral staff before. 
Then stretch’d his limbs upon the child, and 
mourn’d, 

’Till warmth, and breath, and a new soul return’d. 

Thus Mercy stretches out her hand, and saves 
Desponding Peter sinking m the waves. 

As when a sudden storm of had and rain 
Beats to the ground the yet unbearded grain, ^eo 
Think not the hopes of harvest are destroy’d 
On the flat field, and on the naked void ; 

The light, unloaded stem, fix>m tempest freed, 
Will raise the youthful honours of head ; 

And, soon restored by native vigour, bear ^65 
The timely product of the bounteous year. 

Nor yet conclude all fiery trials past : 

For Heaven will exercise us to the last ; 
Sometimes will check us in our full career, 

With doubtful blessings, and with mingled fear ; 
That, still depending on his daily gi’ace;, ^ 
His every mercy for an alms may pass ; 

With sparing hands will diet us to good, 
Preventmg surfeits of our pamper’d blood, 
i So feeds the mother-bird her craving young 275 
With little morsels, and delays them long. 

True, this last blessing was a royal feast ; 

But, where’s the wedding-garment on the guest? 
Our manners, as religion were a dream. 

Are such as teach the nations to blaspheme. ^ 
In lusts we wallow, and with pnde we swell, 

And injuries with injurios repel ; 

Prompt to revenge, not danng to forgive, 

Our lives unteach the doctnne we believe. 

Thus Israel sinn’d, impemtently hard, ^ 

And vainly thought the present aik+ their 
guard; 

But when the haughty Philistines appear. 

They fled, abandon’d to their foes and fear ; 

Their God was absent, though hia ai’k was there. 
Ah I lest our crimes should snatch this pledge 


away. 

And make our joys the blessings of a day I 
For we have sinn’d him hence, and that he lives, 
God to his promise, not our practice gives. 

* In 2 Kings, iv. Original edition. 

Ver. 273. toi/l diet us to good:'] Many striking 

examples of the strange inequalities, and of the mixture of 
good and had, that appear in our author’s works, may he 
given from this poem. I hope I may he pardoned for point- 
ing out some singular passages, in which may he found his 
elegancies and vulgarisms, his flights and descents, his 
reasonings and fallacies, his just panegyric and sordid 
adulation, and his piety and profaneness. See from verse 
20 to 40, verse 63, verse 66, verse verse 80, (m allusion 
to the story of Constantine’s cross, now given up as fabu- 
lous by all candid histoiians. See Fabrlcins, Bib.Gr v 6.) 
verse 100, verse 126, six elegant lines; veiselll, gross 
flatteiy ; and also verse 186, verse 190, vei se 196, verse 230, 
four fine lines, hut disgraced by verse 233 . verse 210, gioss 
flntteiy , verse 296, eight beautiful lines ; as also verse 266, 
to verse 269; veibe290, flattery; and veise 292, profane; 
verse 300 to verse 310, very elegant , veise 323, vulgar al- 
lusion; veine 329, almost buidesque; verse 381, and what 
follows of Aristides, verse 336, very nauseous adulation. 
Dr. J. Warton. 

t 1 Sam IV 10. Original edition. 


Our crimes would soon weigh down the guilty 
scale. 

But James, and Mary, and the Church prevail. ^ 
Nor Amalek* can rout the chosen bands, 

While Hur and Aaron hold up Moses’ hands. 

By living well, let us secure his days. 

Moderate in hopes, and humble in our Avays. 

No force the free-born spuit can constiuin, ^ 
But charity, and great examples gain. 

Forgiveness is our thanks for such a day, 

’Tis god-like God in his own coin to pay. 

But you, propitious queen, tianslated here, 
From your mild heaven, to rule our rugged 
sphere, ^ 

Beyond the sunny walks, and circling year : 

You, who your native climate have bereft 
Of all the virtues, and the vices left; 

Whom piety and beauty make their boast, 
Though beautiful is well in pious lost ; 

So lost, as starlight is dissolved away, 

And melts into the brightness of the day ; 

Or gold about the regal diadem, 

Lost to improve the lustre of the gem. 

What can we add to your tiiumphant day ? 

Let the great gift the beauteous giver pay. 

For should our thanks awake the rising sun, 

And lengthen, as his latest shadows run, 

That, tho’ the longest day, would soon, too soon 
be done. 

Let angels’ voices with their harps conspire, 

But keep the auspicious infant from tho quire ; 
Late let him sing above, and let us kuow 
No sweeter music than his cries bdow. 

Nor can I wish to you, gi*eat monarch, more 
Than such an annufil income to vour store , 

The day which gave this Unit rbd not shine 
For a less omen, than to fill the Time. 

After a Prince, an Admiral bei^et ; 

The Royal Sovereign wants an anchor yci 
Our Me has younger titles still 211 store, 

And when the exhausted land can yield no more. 
Your line can force them from a foreign shore. 
The name of Great yom- mai-tial mind will 
suit ; 

But justice is your darling attribute : 

Of all the Greeks, ’twas but one hem’s + due, ^ 
And, in him, Plutarch proiihesied of you. 

A prince’s favours but ou few can fall. 

But justice is a vii-tue shared by alh 
Some kings the name of conquerors have 
assumed, 

Some to be gi'eat, some to be gods presumed ; ^ 
But boundless power, and arbitrary lust, 

Made tyrants still abhor the name of just ; 

They shunn’d the praise this god-hke virtue gives, 
And fear’d a title that reproach’d their lives. 

The power, from which all kings derive their 
state, ^ 

Whom they pretend, at least, to imitate, 

Is equal both to punish and rewai’d ; 

For few would love their God, unless they fear’d. 


* Exod. rrii. 8, Original edition, 

Ver. 313. the regal diadem,] Original edition. 

Derrick has, roged. Todd. 

Ver. 319. That, tho' the longest day, wmdd soon, too soon 
he dotie ] This is the punctuation, or the original edition. 
Todd. 

t Aristides. See his life in Plutarch. Original edition 
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Resistless force and immortality 
Make but a lame, imperfect, deity ; ® 

Tempests have force unbounded to destroy, 

And deathless being ev’n the damn’d enjoy ; 
And yet Heaven’s attributes, both last and first, 
One without life, and one with life accurst ; 

But justice is Heaven’s self, so strictly he, ® 
That, could it fail, the Godhead could not be. 




This virtue is your own ; but life and state 
Are one to fortune subject, one to fate : 

Equal to all, you justly fro'wn. or smile ; 

Mor hopes nor fears your steady hand be- 
guile; 3a. 

Yourself our balance hold, the world’ll our 
isle. 


MAC FLECKNOE.* 




All human things are subject to decay. 

And when fate summons, monarchs must obey. 

* This is one of the best, as -well as severest, satiies ever 
produced in our lanjfuage. Mr. Thomas Shadwell is the 
luno of the piece, and introduced, as if pitched upon, by 
Flecknoe, to succeed him in the throne of dulness; for 
Flecknoe uas never poet-Iauicat, as has been ignorantly 
asserted in Cibber’s Lives of the Poets. 

Richard Flecknoe, Ks(i , tiomwhom tliis poem derives its 
ii'ime, was an Irish priest, who had, according to his own 
(lodai ation, laid aside the mechanic part of the priesthood, 
lie was well known at court; yet, out of four plays which 
he wiote, could get only one of them acted, and that was 
damned. “He has,” says Langbaine, “published sundry 
woi ks as he styles them, to continue his name to posterity, 
though po.Sbibly an enemy has done that for him, which his 
o\\ n eiuleavuuis could never have perfected : for, whatever 
may become of his own pieces, his name will continue 
whilst Mr. Diyden’s satire, call^ Mac Flecknoe^ shall re- 
main ill vogue.” 

From this poem Pope took the hint of his Dunciad. Dee- 
rick. 

Tliere is a copy of this satire in manuscript, among the 
manuscnpta in the Archiepiscopal Library at Lambeth 
Palace; ^vhich presents some replugs, different from the 
pnnted copies, that may probably amnse the reader, and 
perhaps, in two or three instances, induce him to prefer the 
toi’itten text. The MS. is numbered 711. 8. Todd. 

Ver. 1. All human things] Will it be thought au extra- 
vagant and exaggerated encominm to say, that in point of 
pleasantry, various sorts of wit, humour, satire, both 
oblique and direct, contempt and indignation, clear diction, 
and melodious versification, this poem is perhaps tlie best 
of its kind in any language. Boileau, who spent his life, 
exhausted his talents, and soured his temper, in proscribing 
bad poets, has nothing equal to it. It is precisely in the 
style and manner mentioned by Horace— 

« modb tristi, smpe jocos5, 

Dcfendente vicem modi) Rhetoris atque Pocts^ 

Intel dura urbani, parcentis viribus atque 
Extenuantis eas consulti).” 

It is obvious to observe that this poem is the parent of 
the Dunciad, which, wifii all the labour bestowed upon it, 
is nut equal to its oiiginal : though Dr. Johnson praises it, 
as being more extended in its plan, and more diversified in 
its incidents. It certainly is more extended in its plan, by 
attacking such a multitude of mean scribblers, but the 
attack, by being so divided, is of less force than if confined 
to one alone. And what plan does Dr. Johnson mean? 
does he mean that in four books, in which the subject of 
electing Tibbald as king of the Dances was totally altered, 
and enlarged into an account of the Empire of Dulness 
spreading over the whole world, instead of vesting it iu one 
monarch ; which monarch was also unhappily and unskil- 
fiilly changed to Cibber instead of Tibbald. I shall not 
repeat what is said on this subject in the fifth volume of 
the last edition of Pope. As to the incidents being more 
diversified, Dr. Johnson alludes to the introduction of the 
names, which are described in the mos^ oftensive language, 


This Flecknoe found, who, like Augustusi, young 
Was call’d to empire, and had govern’d long ; 

In prose and verse, was own’d, without dispute;, ^ 
Through all the realms of R'onsense, absolute. 
This aged prince, now flourishing in peace. 

And bless’d with issue of a large increase ; 

Worn out with business, did at length debate 
To settle the succession of the state : 

And, pondering, which of all his sons was fit 
To reign, and wage immortal war -with wit, 

Cried, “’Tis resolved; for nature pleads^ that 
he 

Should only mle, who most resembles me. 
Shadwell alone my perfect image beax^ 

Mature in dulness from his tender years : 
Shadwell alone, of all my sons, is h^ 

Who stands confirm’d in full stupidity. 

The rest to some faint meaning make pretence. 
But Shadwell never deviates into sense. 

Some beams of wit on other souls may fall. 

Strike through, and make a lucid interval ; 

But ShadweU’s genuine night admits no ray, 

His rising fogs prevail upon the day. 

and in images gross and vulgar. It is difiScnlt to under- 
stand folly the meaning of Pope in the fourth book of the 
Dunciad. Many species of £il>,e and trifling studies and 
pursuits are well exposed. But did he really mean to say, 
contrary to all experience, that the Empire of Dulness was 
becoming universal over all Europe, and that art after art 
was daily expiring, when every art is every day improving 
and enlarged ? The numbers in Pope's Dunciad, by being 
very much laboured, are become the most hard and inhar- 
monious of any of his works. To make the poem tolerably 
intelligible, which every day renders more and more neces- 
sary, it has become unavoidable to print it, in a very late 
edition, with those many and long notes given to him by 
his friends. Swift, Arbuthnot, Cleland, Savage, Warburton, 
and others, without which the names, fiimilies, abodes, and 
employments of the contemptible scribblers must have re- 
mained totally unknown. But after all that is here said ot 
the excellence of Mac Flecknoe, caiuluur and justice oblige 
ns to add, that Shadwell did not in justice deserve the 
character here given of him, because, m many of his plays 
are characters supported with true humour and spirit, and 
plots skilfully enough conducted. So that neither Dryden 
nor Pope were fortunate and just in their respective hero^ 
as neither Shadwell nor Cibber deserved to be placed in 
such ridiculous and contemptible situations. Dr. .War 
TOK. 

Ver.ll. of all his sons was Jit] ^which 

of all his sons were fitt. MS. Todd. 

Ver. 12. immortal war] immortal tears. 

MS. Todd. 
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Besides, bis goodly fabric fills the eye, ss 

And seems design'd for thoughtless majesty : 
Thoughtless as monarch oaks, that shade the 
plain, 

And, spread in solemn state, supinely reign. 
Heywood and Shirley were but types of thee. 
Thou last great prophet of tautology. 

Ev ’n I, a dunce of more renown than they. 

Was sent before but to prepare thy way 
And, coarsely clad in Norwich drugget, came 
To teach the nations in thy greater name. 

My warbling lute, the lute I whilom strung, ^ 
When to king John of Portugal I sung, 

Was but the prelude to that glorious day, 

When thou on silver Thames didst cut thy way. 
With well-timed oars before the royal barge, 
Sweird -vrith the pride of thy celestial charge; ^ 
And big with hymn, commander of an host. 

The like was ne’er in Epsom blankets toss’d. 
Mothihks I see the new Arion sail, 

The lute still trembling underneath thy nail. 

At thy well-sharpen’d thumb from shore to 
shore ^ 

The trebles squeak for fear, tbe basses roar : 
Echoes from Pissing- Alley Shadwell call. 

And Shadwell they resound from Aston-HalL 
About thy boat the httle fishes throng, 

As at the morning toast that floats along. ^ 
Sometimes, as prince of thy harmonious band, 
Thou wield’st thy papers m thy threshing 
hand. 

St. Andr6*s feet ne’er kept more equal time, 

Not ev’n the feet of thy own Psyche’s ibyme : 
Though they in number as in sense excel ; ^ 

So just, so tautology, they fell, 

That, pale with envy, Singleton forswore 
The lute and sword, which he m triumph bore, 
And vow’d he ne’er would act Villerius more.” 
Here stopp’d the good old sire, and wept for 
joy, ^ 

In silent rap toes of the hopeful boy. 

All arguments, but most his plays, persuade. 

That for anointed dulness he was made. 

Close to the walls wbich fair Augusta bind, 
(The fair Augusta much to fears inclined) ^ 
An ancient fabric raised to infoiun the sight, 
There stood of yore, and Barbican it bight : 

A watch-tower once , but now, so fiite ordains. 

Of all the pile an empty name remains : 

From its old ruins brothel-houses nse, 5® 

Scenes of lewd loves, and of polluted joys. 

Where their vast coimts the mother-stiumpets 
keep. 

And, imdisturb’d by watch, in silence sleep. 


Ver. 33. And, coarsely olad in Norwich drityget, carnp] 
And coarsely cloaih'dln rusty drugget came. MS. Todd. 

Ver. 39. With well-timed oaw] With well-^nwi’i oars. 
MS. Todd 

Ver 42. The Uhe was ne’er in Epsom Mankets ioss’t?.] 
The like in Epsom hUiahit ne'er was tost. MS. Todd, 

Ver 44. TZie still tremhliug] The lute 
&c MS. Todd. 

Ver. 53. St.Andrffs fe tn 'er hept, &c,] A French dauo- 
ing-master, at this time greatly admired. Beiuugk. 

Ver. 65 Though they in number as m sense excel ;] Though 
they in number as in veise excel, MS. Todd. 

Ver. 64 Close to the walls, &c] Gloss iy the walls, &c. 
MS. Todd 

Ver. 67. BarUcan it hight;"} Barbican is hight. 

MS. Todd. 


Near these a nuraeiy erects its head, 

Where queens are form’d, and future heroes 
bred ; 

Where unfledged actors learn to laugh and cry, 
Where infant punks their tender voices try. 

And little Maximins the gods defy. 

Great Fletcher never treads in buskins here, 

Nor greater Jonson dares in socks appeal* ; 

But gentle Simkin just reception finds 
Amidst this monument of vanish’d minds : 

Pure clinches the suburbian muse affords, 

And Panton waging harmless war with words. 
Here Flecknoe, as a place to fame well known, ® 
Ambitiously design’d his Shadwell’s throne. 

For ancient Decker prophesied long since, 

That in this pile should reign a mighty prince. 
Bom for a scourge of wit, and flail of sense ; 

To whom true dulness should some Psyches owe, 
But worlds of Misers from his pen should flow , 
Humorists and Hypocrites it should produce, 
Whole Raymond families, and tribes of Biiice. 

Now empress Fame had publish’d the renown 
Of Shadwell’s coronation through the town. ^ 
Roused by report of fame, the nations meet, 

From near Bunhill, and distant Watlmg-street. 

No Persian carpets spread the imperial way, 

But scatter’d limbs of mangled poets lay : 

Prom dusty shops neglected authors come, 
Martyrs of pies, and reliques of the hum. 

Much Heywood, Shirley, Oglehy there lay, 

But loads of Shadwell almost choked the way. 
Bilk’d stationers for yeomen stood prepared, 

And Hernngman was captain of the guard. 

The hoary prmce in majesty appear’d. 

High on a throne of his own labours rear’d. 

At his right hand our young Ascanius sate, 
Rome’s other hope, and pillar* of the state. 

His brows thick fogs, instead of glories, grace, 
And lambent dulness play’d ai’ound his face. 

As Hannibal did to the altars come, 

Swore by his sire, a mortal foe to Rome ; 

So Shadwell swore, nor should his vow he vain, 
That he till death tme dulness would maintain ; 
And, in his father’s nght, and realm’s defence, 
Ne’er to have peace with wit, nor tmee with sense. 


Ver 81. Snrikin just reception finds] Simkin is a 

character of a cobbler iu an interlude. Panton, who is 
mentioned soon after, was a famous punster. DjEaniOK;. 

Ver. 88. That in this pile should reign, &c.] That in this 
plwx should reign, &c. MS. Todd. 

Ver. 96. Roused ly report of fame, &c.] Roused by re- 
port ot jwnp, &c MS. Todd. 

Ver. 102. Ileyxaood, Shirley, Ogleliy"] Except Lopez 

de Vega, Heywood was the most voluminous of all play 
winters, having had, as he himself quaintly expresses it, 
either an entire hand, or at the least a main finger in two 
hundred and twenty plays, He lived in the reigns of 
queen Elizabeth and J ames I He also translated dialogues 
of Lncian and Erasmus, and in the ycai 1635 published, in 
folio, a poem called “The Hieraichy of the BloshCd Angels.’’ 
James Sliiilcy deserved to be placed in better com- 
pany. He had a tine imagination, he was the author of 
thiity-nine plays, in many of which are fine passages, as 
there are in his poem.s. Oglehy was the well-known 
author of a dull translation of Homer and Virgil, which, 
however, as was his Histoiy of China, were adorned witli 
valuable cuts by Hollar. Dr. J. Waeiqn. 

Ver 107. E\gh mi a throne, &c ] High on a state, &c. MS 
Todd. 

Ver 113. Swore hy hts sire, &c.] Sworn by his sire, Sec. 
MS, Certainly the preferable reading. Todd. 

Ver. 117. nor truce with sense'] Or truce witli 

sense MS. Todd. 
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The king himself the sacred unction made, 

As king by office, and as pnest by trade- 
in his sinister htind, instead of ball, 

He placed a mighty mug of potent ale ; 

Love’s Kingdom to his nght he did convey. 

At once his sceptre, and his rule of sway ; 

Whose righteous lore the prince had practised 
young, 124 

And from whose loins recorded Psyche sprung. 
His temples, last, with poppies were o’erspread, 
That nodding seem’d to consecrate his head. 

Just at the point of time, if fame not lie. 

On his left hand twelve reverend owls did fly. 

So Romulus, ’tis sung, by Tyber’s brook, 

Presage of sway from twice six vultures took. 

The admiiing throng loud acclamations make. 
And omens of his future empire take. 

The sire then shook the honours of his head. 

And from his brows damps of oblivion shed 
Full on the filial dulness . long he stood. 
Repelling from his breast the ragmg god ; 

At length burst out in this prophetic mood. 

“ Heavens bless my son, from Ireland let him 
reign 

To far Barbadoes on the western main ; 

Of his domimon may no end be known, 

And greater than his father’s be his throne ; 
Beyond Love’s Kingdom let him stretch his 
pen!”— 

He paused, and all the people cried, Amen. 

Then thus continued he : “ My son, advance 
StiU in new impudence, new ignorance. 

Success let others teach, learn thou from me 
Pangs without birth, and fniitless industiy. 

Let Virtuosos m five years be*writ ; 

Yet not one thought accuse thy toil of wit ^ 
Let gentle George in triumph tread the stage. 
Make Donmant betray, and Loveit rage ; 

Let Cully, Cockwood, Fopling, charm the Jiit, 
And in their folly show the writer’s wit 
Yet still thy fools shall stand in thy defence, 

And justify their author’s want of sense. 

Let them be all by thy own model made 
dulness, and desire no foreign aid ; 

That they to future ages may be known, 

Not copies drawn, but issue of thy own. 

Nay, let thy men of wit too be the same. 

All full of thee, and differing but in name. 

But let no alien Sedley inteiposet, 

To lard with wit thy hungry Epsom prose. 

Vei*. 138 At length burst oirf, Ac.] At length l/roke out, 
&c. MS. Todd. 

Ver. 143. BeyonS, Levels Kvfigdom, &c.] This is the name 
of that one play of Flecknoe’s -which was acted, but mis- 
carried in the representation. Debbigk. 

Ver. 144. the people cried, Avien^ The people 

said, Ajnen. MS. Todd. 

Ver. 149. Let Yirtuosos in Jive years be vrrii ;] Shadwell’s 
play of the Viiluoso, in which Sir Formal Tiife, a florid 
coxcombical orator, is a principal character, was first 
acted in 1676 ; and he tells the Duke of Newcastle, in the 
dedication, “ that here he has endeavoured at humour, wit, 
and satire.” Dbeeick. 

Ver. 150. accuse thy toil qfwit^ Accuse thy soil 

of wit. MS. Todd. 

Ver. 159. to future ages, &c.] To after ages, &c.] 

MS. Todd. 

Ver. 160. but issue of thy ottm ] But issues of thy 

own. MS- Todd. 

Ver. 164. To Imd toith wit thy hungry Epsom pros^^ 
Alluding to Sbadwell’s comedy, called Epsom wells. 


And when false flowers of rhetoric thou would’st 
cull, 165 

Trust nature, do not labour to be dull ; 

But -write thy best, and top ; and, in each line, 
Sir Formal’s oratory -wiU be thine : 

Sir Formal, though unsought, attends thy quill. 
And does iky northern dedications fill. iTo 

Nor let false friends seduce thy mind to fiime. 

By arrogating Jonson’s hostile nama 

Let Faiker Flecknoe fire thy mind -with praise, 

And uncle Ogleby thy en-vy raisa 

Thou art my blood, where Jonson has no part : 

What share have we in nature, or in art ^ ^ 

Where did his wit on learning fix a brand. 

And rail at arts he did not understand ? 

Where made he love in prince Nicander's vein. 
Or swept the dust in Psyche’s humble strain ] ^ 
Where sold he bargains, “whip-stitch, kiss my.arse,” 
Promised a play, and dwindled to a farce I 
When did his muse from Fletcher scenes purlom. 
As thou whole Etherege dost transfuse to thine? 
But so transfiised, as oil and waters flow, ^ 
His always floats above, thine rinks below. 

This is thy pro\'iuce, this thy wondrous way. 

New humours to invent for each new play : 

This is that boasted bias of thy mind. 

By which one way to dulness ’tis inclined : 

Which makes thy writings lean on one side stiU, 
And, in all change^ that way bends thy -will 
Nor let thy mountain-belly make pretence 
Of likeness ; thine ’s a tympany of sense. 

A tun of man in thy large hulk is writ, ^ 

But sure thou ’rt but a kilderkin of wit. 

Like mine, thy gentle numbers feebly creep ; 

Thy tragic muse gives smiles, thy comic sleep. 
With whate er gaB thou sett’st thyself to write. 
Thy inoffensive satires never bite. 

In thy felonious art though venom lies. 

It does but touch thy Irish pen, and diea 
Thy genius calls thee not to purchase feme 
In keen Iambics, but mild Anagram. 

Leave writing plays, and choose for tky command. 
Some peaceM province in Acrostic tod. 206 

There thou may’st Wings display and Altars raise. 
And torture one poor word ten thousand ways. 
Or, if thou would’st thy different talents suilj 
Set thy own songs, and sing them to thy luta” 

He said; hut his last words were scarcely 

heaid : 2 ^^ 

For Bruce and Longvil had a trap prepared. 

And down they sent -tke yet declaiming hard. 
Sinking he left his drugget robe behind, 

Borne upwards by a subterranean -wind, 215 

The mantle fell to the young prophet’s part, 

■With double portion of his father’s art. 

Ver. 176. Tf'hat share have we in nature, or in art f] Fen 
what have vre in nature, or in art? MS. Todd. 

Ver. 178. And rail at arts, &c.] Or raile at art, Ac. 
mA Todd. 

Ver. 179. prince Nicander's tetn,] A character of 

a lover in the opera of Psyche, Derbick. 

Ver. 190. By which one way, Ac.] By -rhich each -way, 
Ac. MS. Todd. 

Ver. 19S. Nor let thy mountain^Tly, ‘Ac.] Alluding to 
Shad-well's form, -who -was pretty lusfy. Deeeicb. 

Ver. 204. mild Ana^am.] JCwd Anagram. MS, 

Todd. 

Ver. 207. and Altars raised And trophies raise. 

MS. Todd. 

Ver. 212. For Bruce and Longvil, Two very heavy 
characters in Shad-well’s Virtuoso, whom he calls gentlemen 
1 of -wit and good sense. Dehbick. 
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TO MY HONOURED FRIEND, 

SIR ROBERT HOWARD,^ 

ON niS EXGLLLENT POEMS. 


As there is music uninform’d by art 

lu those wild notes, which, with a merry heai*t, 


• Sir Robert Howard, a younger son of Thomas Earl of 
Berkshire, and brother to Mr Dryden’s Udy, studied for 
some time in Magdalene-collcge He suffeied many op- 
pressions on account of his loyalty, and was one of the few 
of King Charles the Second’s friends, whom that monarch 
did not forget. Perhaps he had his present ends in it ; for 
Sir Robert, who was a man of parts, helped him to obtain 
money in parliament, wherein he sate as hurgess, fust for 
Stockhridge, and afterwards for Cahtle-Rising in Norfolk. 
He was, soon after the restoration, made a knight of the 
Bath, and one of the auditors of the Exchequer, valued at 
£3000 per annum. Notwithstanding that he was supposed 
to he a great favourer of the Catholics, he soon took the 
oaths to King William, hy whom he was made a piivy- 
eouncillor in the beginning of the year 1689 ,• and no man 
was a more open or inveterate enemy to the Nonjuiors 

Several of his pieces, both in prose and veise, weie pub- 
lished at different times ; amongwhich are the Duel ot the 
Stags, a celebrated poem ; the comedy of the Blind Lady ; 
the Committee, or, the Faithful Irishman; the Great 
Favourite, or, the Duke of Lema; the Indian Queen, a 
tragedy, written in conjunction with our author; the Siu- 
prisal, a tiagi-comedy; aud the Vestal Virgin, or the 
Roman Ladies, a tragedy ; the last has two diffen»nt con- 
clusions, one tragical, and the other, to uie the author’s oum 
woj*ds, comical The last five plays were collected togethei , 
and published hy Tonson, in a small 12m o volume, in 1722. 
The Blind Lady was printed with some of his poems. 

Langbaine speaks in very liigh terms of Sir Robert’s 
merit, in which he is copied by Giles Jacob, See tlieir 
Lives of the Poets. . 

This gentleman was, however, extremely positive, re- 
markably overbearing, and pretending to universal know- 
ledge ; which failings, joined to his having then been of an 
opposite pai ty, drew upon him the censure of Shadwell, who 
has satirised him very severely in a play, called The Sullen 
Lovers, under the name of Sir Positive At-nU, and his lady, 
whom he first kept and afterwards married, under that of 
jMdy Vain. Dereick. 

Ver. 1. As there is music] One would liave thought from 
this elegant exordium, that Sir Robert Howard was a son of 
fancy, and warbled his native wood-notes wild with pecu- 
liar freedom and felicity. His poems, which are hard and 
prosaic, are not of this kind. The edition to which these 
weie prefixed were printed by Herringman, 1660, and con- 
tains a Panegyric to tbe King, Songs and Sonnets, the 
Blind Lad)*-, a comedy; the fourth book of Virgil, tbe 
Achilleis of Statius, a panegyric on General Monk The 
songs are without harmony of numbers ; the fourth book 
of Virgil lame and not faithful ; the notes added to the 
Acliilleis are some of tliem learned; the panegyric on 
Monk very inferior to that of Diyden. He wrote besides, 
the Committee, a comedy ; the Great Favourite, a tragedy; 
the Indian Queen, a tragedy; the Surprisal, a tragi-comedy; 
the Vestal Vii-gin, a ti-agedy. He was member of Parlia- 
ment for Stockbndge, in Hampshire, and was brothcr-in- 
<aw to Ml. Drydeii, who addre&sed his Annus Rlirabilis to 


The birds in unfrequented shades express, 

Who, bettor taught at honao, yet please us less ; 
So m yom* verse a native sweetness dwells, * 
Wliicii shames composure, and its ai’t excels. 
Singmg no more can your soft nuinbei*s grace, 
Than paint add charms unto a beauteous face. 

Yet as, when mighty nvei*s gently creep, 

Their even calmness does suppose them deep ; 
Such is your muse ; no metaphor swell’d high 
With dangerous boldness lifts her to the sky ; 
Those mounting fancies, when they fall again. 
Show sand and dirt at bottom do remam. 

So firm a strength, and yet -wnthal so sweet, 

Did never but m Samson’s riddle meet. 

’Tis sti’ange each line so great a weight should 
bear, 

And yet no sign of toil, no sweat appear. 

Either your art hides art, as stoics feign 
Then least to feel, when most they suffer pain; ^ 
And we, dull souls, admire, but cannot see 
What hidden springs within the engine he ; 

Or ’tis some happiness that still pui'sues 
Each act and motion of your graceful muse. 

Or is it fortune’s work, that in your head ^ 
The curious net that is for fancies spread. 

Lets through its meshes eveiy meaner thought, 
While rich ideas theie are only caught 
Sure that’s not all ; this is a piece too fair 
To he the child of chance, and not of care. ^ 
No atoms casually together hurl’d 
Could e’er produce so beautiful a world. 

Nor dai’e I such a doctrine here admit, 

As would destroy the providence of -wife. 

’Tis your strong genius then which does not feel 
Those weights, would make a weaker spirit 
reel. . ^ 

To carry weight, and run so lightly too, 

Is what alone your Pegasus can do. 

Great Hercules himself could ne’er do more, 

Than not to feel those heavens and gods ho 
bore. 

Your easier odes, which for delight wore ponn’d, 
Yet our instruction make their second end : 
We’re both enrich’d and pleased, like thorn that 
woo 

At once a beauty, and a fortune too. 

him, but quarrelled with him afterwaids on defending 
dramatic rhyme, which Drydcn defended in liis Dialogue 
on Dramatic PoetiT In tliis epistle, the lines 23, 25, 31, 
40, 44, 60, 100, arc all of them full of fulsome and f.ilso 
adulation. The most celebrated of Howaid’s poems was 
the Duel of the Stags. Shadwell severely satirised hun 
under the chai actor of Sir Positive At-all in his Sullen 
Lovers. Dr. J. Warton. 

Ver 26 The curwus net &c ] A compliment to a pooir 
of Sir Robert’s, entitled Rete Mirabile. Dehuick. 
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Of moml knowledge poesy was queen, 

And still ske miglit, had wanton wits not been ; 
Wlio, like ill guardians, lived themselves at 
large, 

And, not content with that, debauch’d their 
charge. 

Like some brave captain, your successful pen 
Restores the exiled to her crown again : 

And gives us hope, that having seen the days 
When nothing flouiish’d but fanatic bays. 

All will at length in this opinion rest, 

“A sober prince’s government is best,” 

This is not all ; your art the way has found 
To make the improvement of the richest ground. 
That soil which those immortal laurels bore, 

That once the sacred Mai'o’s temples wora 
Elisa’s griefs are so express’d by you, 

They are too eloquent to have been true. 

Had she so spoke, JEneas had obey’d 
What Dido, rather than what Jove had said. 

If funeral rites can give a ghost repose. 

Your muse so justly has discharged those, 

Elisa’s shade may now its wand’ring cease, 

And claim a title to the fields of peace. 

But if JEneas be obliged, no less 

Your kindness great Achilles doth confess; 

Who, dress’d by Statius in too bold a look. 

Did ill become those virgm robes he took. 7o 
To understand how much we owe to you, 

We must your numbei's, with your author’s 
view : 

Then we shall see his work was lamely rough, 
Each figure stiff, as if design’d in buff: 

His colours laid so thick on every place, 75 

As only show’d the paint, but hid the face. 

But as in pei’spective we beauties see, 

Which in the glass, not in the picture, be ; 

So here our sight obligingly mistakes 

That wealth, which his your bounty only makes. 

Thus vulgar dishes ai'e, by cooks disguised. 

More for their dressing, than their substance 
prized. 

Your curious notes so search into that age. 

When all was fable but the sacred page, 

That, since in that dark night we needs must 
stray, ss 

We are at least misled in pleasant way.' 

But what we most admire, your verse no less 
The prophet than the poet doth confess. 

Ere our weak eyes discern’d the doubtful streak 
Of light, YOU saw great Charles his morning break : 
So skilful seamen ken the land from fiar, 

WTiich shows like mists to the dull passenger. 

To Charles your muse first pays her duteous 
love, 

As still the ancients did begin from Jove. 

With Monk you end, whose name preserved 
shall be, ^ 

As Rome recorded Rufus’ memory. 

Who thought it greater honour to obey 
His countr/s interest, than the world to sway. 

But to write worthy things of worthy men. 

Is the peculiar talent of your pen • 

•Yet let me take your mantle up, and I 
Will venture in your right to prophesy. 

“ This work, by merit tet of fame secure 
Is likewise happy in its geniture : 

For, smee ’tis bom when Charles ascends the 
throne, ’ 

It shares at once his fortune and its own.” 


TO MY HONOURED FRIEND, 

DR. CHARLBTON,* 

OX HIS LEARNED AND USEFUL WORKS; BUT MORE PAR- 
TICULARLY HIS TREATISE OF 8TONEUB1.GB, BY Hiy 
RESTORED TO THE TRUE FOUNDER. 


[ The longest tyranny that ever sway’d, 

Was that wherein our ancestors betray'd 

• The book that occasioned this epistle made its appear- 
ance in qnarto in 1663. It is dedicated to King Charles If. 
and entitled, “ Chorea Gigantum ; or, The most famous 
Antiquity of Great Britain, Stone-Henge, standing on 
Salisbury-plain, restored to the Danes, by Dr. Walter Char- 
leton, M D., and Physician in Ordinary to his Majesty." 
It -was written in answer to a treatise of Inigo Jones's, 
which attributed this stupendous pile to the J^mans, sup- 
posing it to be a temple, by them dedicated to tlie god 
Ccelum, or Ccelns; and here that great architect let his 
imagination outrun his judgment, nay, liis sense ; for he 
described it not as it is, but as it ought to be, m order to make 
it consistent with what he delivered. Dr. Charleton, who 
will have this to he a Danish monument, was countenanced 
in his opinion by Olaus Worraius, who wrote him several 
letters upon the subject ; yet, that lie was mistaken, appears 
by the mention made of Stonehenge in Nennius’s Hist. 
Britonum, a ■writer who lived two hundred years before the 
Danes came into England. Though his book w as approved 
of by many men ot great erudition, and is not only very 
learned, but abounds with curious observations, it was but 
indiffeiently mceived, and laised many clamoms against 
the author. 

Envy, however, could not prevent Dr. Charleton’s merits 
from being seen, nor divide him from the intiumey of Mr. 
Hobbes, the philosopher; Sir George Ent, a ceh-brated 
physician ; the noble family of the Boj les; and Dr. William 
Harvey, whose claim to tlie discovery of the circulation of 
the blood, he forcibly defended against the claim thereto set 
on foot by Father Paul. Thus he 

Prom dark oblivion Harvey’s name shall save. 

As that eminent pliysicdan was now dead, the doctori-s 
bi'haviour upon this point was as gienei*ous an instance of 
gratitude and respect to his fiiend s memory, as it was a 
proof of his capacity and extensive leannng He was pre- 
sident of the college of physicians, from 16^ to 16D1. v hen 
his afiairs being not in the most Soiinslung state, he re- 
tired to the isle of Jersey, and died in 1707, aged eighty- 
eight years. Derrick. 

Yer. 1. SVte longest tyranny] The rude mognit’ide of i 
Stonehenge has rendered it the admiration of all a{,es : and I 
as the enormous stones which compose it appear too big for I 
land-carriage, and as Salisbury-plain, for many miles j 
round, scarce affords any stones at all, it has b^n the 
opinion of some antiquaries, that these stone® are artificial, 
and were made on the spot; but most authors are imu 
agreed, that these stones are all natural, and that they 
were brought fiwm a cullection of stones called the Gu*y 
Wethers, grotring out ot the ground, about fifteen mik'S 
from Stonehenge. 

The use and origin of this work have been the subjects 
of various conjectures and debates; and much it is to be 
lamented, that a tablet of tin, with an inscription, which 
was found here in the reign of Heniy the Eightli, and 
might probably have set diese points in a clear light, 
should not be preserved ; for as the characters were not 
understood by such as weio consulted upon tlie occasion, the 
plate was destroyed, or at least thrown by and lost, Tlie 
common tradition is, that Stonehenge was biult by Am- 
brosius Anrelianus. Some mil have it to be a funeral 
monument raised to the memory of some b. ave commander; 
and others maintain that it was erected to the honour of 
Hengist, the Saxon general; bnt this structure js probably 
more ancienL 

Sammes, in the Antiquities of Britain, conjectures it to 
have been a work of the Phoenicians; and the fomous 
Inigo Jones, in a treatise called “Stonehenge resfitred,” 
attempts to prove, that it was a temple of the Tuscan oi der, 
built by the Romans, and dedicated to the god Ccelum, or 
Terminus, in which he is confirmed by its having been 
opefn at top. Dr. Charleton, physiedan in ordinary to 
King Charles the Second, wrote a treatise called “ Ston^ 
henge restored to the Danes," attempting to prove that thi^ 
was a Danish monument erected e't'vjr for a burial-place j 
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Thoix froe-bom i-eason to the Stagirite, 

And made Ms torch their universal light 
So tmth, while only one supplied the state, ® 
Grew scarce, and dear, and yet sophisticate. 

Still it was bought, like emp’ric wares, or 
chaims, 

Hard words seal’d up with Aristotle’s arms. 
Columbus was the fii-st that shook his throne. 

And found a temperate in a torrid zone : 

The feveiish air fann’d by a coolmg breeze, 

The fruitful vales set round with shady trees ; 
And guiltless men, who danced away their 
time, 

Fresh os their groves, and happy as their clime. 
Had we still paid that homage to a name, 

Which only God and uatui’e justly claim ; 

The western seas had been our utmost bound. 
Where poets stdl might dream the sun was 
di’own’d ■ 

And all the stars that shine in southern skies. 
Had been admired by none but savage eyes. 

Among the aasei'tors of free reason’s claim, 

Our nation’s not the least in worth or fame. 

The world to Bacon does not only owe 
Its present knowledge, hut its future too. 

Gilbert shall live, till loadstones cease to 
draw, ** 

Or British fleets the boundless ocean awe; 

And noble Boyle, not less in nature seen, 

Than his great brother read in states and men. 

as a tropliy for some victory, or for tko election and coro- 
nation of theii kings. And soon after the publication of 
Dr. Oharletou’s treatise, Mr Webb, son-in-law of Inigo 
Jones, published a vindication of the opinions of hi** fathor- 
lu-law upon this subject. But antiquaries have since 
agreed, that it was an aucient temple ot the Druids, built, 
as Dr. Stukely thinks, before tne Belgie came to liritain, 
and not long after Garabysos invaded Egypt, wheie lie 
committed such hornd outrages among the piiests and 
inhabitants in general, that they dispeised themselves to 
all quarters of the world, and some, no doubt, came into 
Britain. At this time, the Doctor coiijecnires the Egyptians 
introduced tiioir arts, leainiug, and rehgion, among the 
Druids, and probably liad a hand xu this very woik, being 
the only one of the Druids where the stones are chiselled : 
all their otiier works consisting of rude stones, not touched 
by any tool. Dr. J. Wabton. 

Ver 25. aluill live^ Dr. William Gilbert was 

physician both to Queen Elizabeth and King Janies. In 
the year 1600, he imblished a very curious disseitation on 
the magnet. Antiquanaus aie much divided in opinion 
concerning the lera of the first discovery ot the loadstone. 
The Chinese boast of having discovered it many centuries 
ago, but did not apply it to any useful pui*poses. It is re- 
markable that Daute luentious it in the Inferno. But the 
Abbe Tirabosclu, in his excellent History of Italian Lite- 
rature, vol. viii. p. 180, observes, tliat the most ancient 
work, after the poem ofGiiyot de Proviiis, in which any 
mention is made of the loadstone in Europe, is in the 
Eastern History of the Cardinal Jaques de Vitry, wiio died 
in 1224. It may be found in the 89tli chapter of the Col- 
lection of Boni?ai s. “ Adamas in India repentur— ferium 
occulta quadam natura ad se traiiit. Acus ferrea postquam 
adamantem contigeiit, ad stellam septentrioniUem semper 
converdtur, unde value necessarius est navigantibus in 
man.’' We may observe, that this author attributes to 
the diamond the virtues of the loadstone. Dr. J. Wabtou. 

Ver. 27. And noble 3oyle^ Every lover of science, reli- 
gion and virtue, will perpetually venerate the name of the 
lion. Kobert Boyle, seventh son of Richard, Earl of Cork 
and Burlington, bora in 1677, not only as being the founder 
of the Royal Society, for which he is here celebrated, but 
also for being the founder of a lectuie, wliich has produced 
a series of discourses in defence of natural and revealed 
reli^on, which, for learning and aig<iment, cannot be pa- 
ralleled in any age or country. His brothei*, mentioned in 
the next line, Earl of Orrary, was a soldier and statesman, 
and wrote eight tragedies in rhyme, now totally forgotten. 
Dr. J, Wabton. 


The circling streams, once thought but pools, 
of blood 

(Whether life’s fuel, or the body’s food) 

From dark oblivion Harvey’s name shall save ; 
WTiile Ent keeps all the honour that ho gave 
Hor are you, learned friend, the least ronowu’d ; 
"VSTiose fame, not cii'cumscribed with English 
ground, 

Flies like the nimble journeys of the light ; ^ 

And is, like that, unspent too in its flight. 
Whatever ti-uths have been, by art or chance, 
Redeem’d from eiTor, or from ignorance, 

Thin in their authors, like rich veins of ore, 

Your works unite, and still discover more. ^ 
Such is the healing virtue of your pon, 

To perfect cures on books, as well as men. 

Nor is this work the least . you well may givo 
To men new vigour, who make stones to live. 
Through you, the Danes, their short dommion 
lost, ^ 

A longer conquest than the Saxons boast. 
Stonehenge, once thought a temple, you have 
found 

A throne^ where kings, our earthly gods, were 
crown’d ; 

Where by their wond’ring subjects they were 
seen, 

JO'/d with their stature, and thoir princely mien. 
Our sovereign here above the rest might stand, 
And here be chose again to rule the land. 

These nuns shelter’d once his sacred head, 
When he from Wor’stor’s fatal battle fled ; 
Watch’d by the genius of this royal place, “ 
And mighty visions of the Danish race. 


VoT. 30. Zi/e’s/u'Z,] The merit of the vety im- 

portant tliscovory of the circulation of the blood, lias iieen 
denied to our illustriouB conuciyinan, Di llaivoy. It haa 
been by some ascubed to the tAinons Fatlun Paul. Dr 
Wotton gives it to Seivetii'», who was so inhumanly burnt 
by Galvin Sir Gooige Eat, a celobiated physician, is the 
person mentioned, veise 32. Di J. W a,bton 

Ver. 63. Th'’8‘ rums skelter’d once, In tlie dedica- 
tion, made by Dr. Charieton, ot his )>ook, ©mcerning Stone- 
henge, to king Chai’les II , theio is the following memoia- 
ble passage, which gave occasion to tlie six concluding 
lines of this poem I have had the honour to hoar from 
that oiacle of truth and wisdom, your majesty’s own mouth : 
you were pleased to visit that monument, and, for many 
hours togothci, entertain yourself with the delightful view 
thereof, when, attei the defeat of your loyal anixy at Wor- 
cester, Almiglity God, in infinite mercy to your three 
kingdoms, miiaculously delivered yon (uit of the bloody 
jaws of tliose miiusters of sm and oniclty.” Dbbuick- 

Ver. 55. Watch'd hij] In surveying tins stupendous 
work of the most remote antiquity, the mind is seized with 
that religious awe and superstition, most adapted to awaken 
and excite poetical enthusiasm • 

« qnajdam divina voluptas 

Peraipit, afipie horror!”— Lucret. 

From his mentioning the genius of tiie place, and the 
mighty visions, one would have expected that our poet 
would have caught fire, and enlarged on so piomisinga 
subject; but he has disappointed us, and given only a hint. 
Mr. Serjeant, in an elegant Ode on this subject, haa shown 
how susceptible it was of true poetiy ; as has the author of 
the following Sonnet, which I cannot forbear to insert in 
this place. 

BOXXBT, 

Thou noblest monument of Albion’s isle I 
Whether by Merlin s aid fiom Scythia’s shore, 

To Amber’s fatal plain Pendragon bore, 

Huge frame of giant-hands, the mighty pile, 

T entomb bis Biitons slam by Hengist’s guile : 

Or Druid priests, sprinkled witii human gore, 

Taught ’mid thv massy maze their mystic lore* 
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His refuge then was for a temple shown : 
But, he restored, ’tis now become a throne. 


TO 

THE LADY CASTLEMAIH* 

UPON HEE BNCOUEAGINa HIS FIRST PLAY. 


As seamen, shipwreck’d on some happy shore, 
Discover wealth m lands unknown before ; 

And, what their aii; had labour’d long in vain, 

By their misfortunes happily obtain : 

So my much-envied muse, by storms long toss’d, ® 
Is thrown upon your hospitable coast, 

And finds more favour by her ill success, 

Than she could hope for by her happiness. 

Once Cato’s virtue did the gods oppose ; 

While they the victor, he the vanqmsh’d chose : 
But you have done what Cato could not do, 

To choose the vanquish’d, and restore him too- 
Let others sthl triumph, and gain then* cause 
By their deserts, or by the world’s applause ; 

Let merit crowns, and justice laurels give, 

But let me happy by your pity live. 

Time poets empty fame and praise despise, 

Fame is the tiumpet, but your smile the prize. 
You sit above, and see vain men below 
Contend for what you only can bestow : ^ 

But those great actions others do by chance. 

Are, like youi beauty, your inheritance : - 
ISo great a soul, such sweetness join’d in one. 
Could only spimg from noble Gi'andison. 

You, like the stars, not by reflection bright, ® 
Are born to yom’ own heaven, and your own light; 
Like them are good, but from a nobler cause. 
From your own knowledge, not from nature’s laws. 

Or Danish chiefs, enrich’d 'with sava^ spoil, 

To victory’s idol vast, an unhewn shzine, 

Rear’d the mde heap; or, in thy hallow’d round, 
Repose the klnj^ of Brutus’ genuine line; 

Or here those kings in solemn state were crown’d; 
Studious to trace thy wond’rous origine. 

We muse on many an andent tale renown'd. 

Dr. J. WjlEton. 

* Mr. Dryden’s first play, called the Wild Gallant, was 
exhibited with but indiffeient success. The lad^ whose 
patronage he acknowledges in this epistle, was Barbara, 
daughter of William Vilhers Lord Graudison, who vas 
killed in tlie king’s service at the battle of Edge-hill, in 
1642, and buiied in Christ Church, in Oxford. This lady 
was one of Charles the Second’s favourite mistresses for 
many years, and she bore liim several children 1. Chailes 
Fitzroy, Duke of Soutliamptou ; 2 Henry Fitzroy, Earl of 
Euston and Duke of Gratton ; 3. George Fitzroy, Earl of 
Noithumbeiland; 4. Charlotta, married to Sir Edward 
Henry Lee, of Ditchley, in Oxfordshire, afterwards Earl of 
Lichfield, and brother to Eleonora, Countess of Abingdon, 
on whom Dry den has written a beautiful elegy; 5. A 
daughter, whom the king demed to be his. 

This lady was, before she -was known to Ms majesty, 
married to Roger Palmer, Esq., who was cieated Eat 1 of 
Castlemain, % whom she had a daughter, whom the king 
adopted, and who mauled with Thomas Lord Dacres, Earl 
of Sussex. 

The Countess of Castlemain was afterwards created 
Duchess of Cleveland. Derrick. 

Ver. 9. Once Cato's mi tue did the gods oppose ; 

While they the wetor^ he the vanguish'd chos-i ;] 

" Victrix causa deis placuit sed victa Catone.’' 

John Warton. 


Your power you never use, but for defence. 

To guard your own, or others’ innocence ; » 

Your foes are such, as they, not you, have made. 
And virtue may repel, though not invade. 

Such courage did the ancient heroes show. 

Who, when they might prevent, would wait the 
blow: 

With such assurance as they meant to say, ss 
We will o’ercome, but scorn the safest way. 
What further fear of danger can there be] 
Beauty, which captives sdl things, sets me frea 
Posterity will judge by my success, 

I had the Grecian poet’s happiness ^ 

Who, waiving plots, found out a better way ; 
Some God descended, and preserved the play. 
When first the triumphs of your sex were sung 
By those old poets, beauty was but young, 

And few admired the native red and white, ^ 
Till poets dress’d them up to charm the sight ; 

So h^uty took on trust, and did engage 
For sums of praises till she came to age. 

But this long-growing debt to poetry 
You justly, madam, have discharged to me, ** 
WTien your applause and frvour did infuse 
New life to my condemn'd and dying muse. 


TO MR. LEE, 

ON HIS “ALEXANDER.” 


The blast of common censure could I fear, 

Before your play my name should not appear ; 
For ’twill be thought^ and with some colour too, 

I pay the bribe I first received from you ,* 

That mutual vouchers for our fiime we stand, ^ 
And play the game into each other's hand ; 

And as cheap pen’orths to ourseh es afford. 

As Bessus and the brothers of the sword. 

Such libels private men may well endure. 

When states and kings themselves are not se- 
cure: 

For ill men, conscious of their inward guilt, 
Think the best actions on by-ends are built 
And yet my silence had not ’scaped their spite ; 
Then, envy had not suffer'd me to write ,* 

For, since I could not ignorance pretend, 

Ter. 1. The blast ofeomToon'] Every reader of taste must 
agree vith Addison, from vhose opinrons it is always ha- 
zardons to dissent, that none of our poets had a genius more 
strongly tnmed for tragedy than Lee. Notwithstanding 
his many rants and extravagancies, for which Dryden 
skilfully and elegantly apologizes in ten admirable lines 
of tMs epistle, from verse 45, yet are there many beautiful 
touches of nature and passion in his Alexander, his Lucius 
J. Brutus, and Theodosius. So true was what he himself 
once replied to a puny objector. “It is not an easy thing to 
write like a madman, but it is very easy to write like a 
fooL” W hen Lord Rocliester objected, 

“That Lee makes temperate Scipio firet and rave, 

And Aunibal a whining amorous slave 

it ought to he remembered, that this is a fault into wMch 
the most applauded tragedians have frequently fallen, and 
none more so than Corneille and Racine, though the latter 
was so correct a scholar. Lee lost bis life in a lamentable 
manner: returning home at midnight, in one of his fits of 
intoxication, he stumbled and fell down in the street, and 
perished in a deep snow, 1692. Dr. J. Warton. 
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Sucli merit I must envy or commend. 

So many candidates there stand for wit, 

A place at court is scarce so hai’d to get ; 

In vain they crowd each other at the door ; 

For e’en reversions ai’o all begg’dC before ; 20 

Desert, how kno%vii soe’er, is long delay’d; 

And then too fools and knaves are better paid. 
Yet, as some actions bear so great a name, 

That courts themselves are just, for fear of shame; 
So has the mighty merit of ^our play ^ 

Extorted praise, and forced itself away. 

'Tis here as ’tis at sea , who farthest goes, 

Or dares the most, makes all the rest his foes. 

Yet when some virtue much outgi*ows the rest. 

It shoots too fast, and high, to be express’d ; ^ 

As his heroic worth struck envy dumb, 
l\Tio took the Dutchman, and who cut the boom. 
Such praise is your’s, while you the passions move, 
That ’tis no longer feign’d, ’tis real love, 

Where nature triumphs over wretched aii; ; ^ 

We only warm the head, but you the heart. 
Always you warm ; and if the rismg year, 

As in hot regions, biings the sun too near, 

’Tis hut to make your fragrant spices blow. 
Which in our cooler climates will not grow. ^ 
They only think you animate your theme 
With too much iBre, who are themselves all 
phlegm. 

Prizes would be for lags of slowest pace, 

Were cripples made the judges of the race. 
Despise those drones, who praise, while they 
accuse ^ 

The too much vigour of your youthful muse. 
That humble style which they your virtue make. 
Is in your power ; you need but stoop and take. 
Your beauteous images must be allow’d 
By all, but some vile poets of tho crowd. 

But how should any sign-post dauber know 
The worth of Titian or of Angelo ^ 

Hard features every bungler can command ; 

To diOT true beauty shows a master’s hand. 


TO 

THE EARL OF ROSCOMMON, 

our HIS EXCELLENT ESSAY ON TRANSLATED VERSE. 


Whether the fruitful Nile, or Tyrian shore. 

The seeds of arts and mfant science bore, 

’Tis sure the noble plant, translated 
Advanced its head in Grecian gardens nursed. 
The Grecians added verse : their tuneful tongue ® 
Made natui'e fii-st, and nature’s God their song 
Nor stopp’d translation here: for conqu’ring 
Rome, 

With Grecian spoils, brought Grecian numbers 
home ; 

Emich’d by those Athenian muses more, 

Than all the vanquish’d world could yield be- 
fore. 

’Till barbarous nations, and more bai'barous 
times. 

Debased the majesty of verse to rh3maes ; 

Ver 12. Debased the majesty of verse to rhymes The 
idvocates for rhyme seem not to Jidvort to what Servius 


Those rude at first : a kind of hobbling prose. 

That limp’d along, and tinkled in the close. 

But Italy, reviving from the trance ^ 

Of Vandal, Goth, and Monkish ignorance, 

With pauses, cadence, and well-vowell’d words. 

And all the graces a good ear affords. 

Made rhyme an art, and Dante’s polish’d page 
Restored a silver, not a golden age. ^ 

Then Petrarch follow’d, and in him we see, 

What rhyme improved in all its height can be: 

At best a pleasing sound, and fair barbarity. 

The French pursued their steps; and Britiun, 
last, 

In manly sweetness all the rest surpass’d. ^ 
The wit of Greece, the gravity of Rome, 

Appear exalted in the British loom : 

The Muse’s emphe is restored again. 

In Charles his reign, and by Roscommon’s pen. 

Yet modestly he does his work survey, ^ 

And calls a finish’d Poem an Essay ; 

For all the needful rules are scatter’d here ; 

Truth smoothly told, and pleasantly severe ; 

So well is art disguised, for nature to appear. 

Nor need those rules to give translation light : ^ 
His own example is a flame so bright. 

That he who but arrives to copy well, 

Unguided will advauce, unknowing will excel. 
Scarce his own Horace could such rules ordain, 

Or his own Virgil sing a nobler strain. 

How much in mm may rising Ireland boast, 

How much m gaining him has Britain lost ! 

Their island in revenge has ours reclaim’d ,* 

The more mstructed we, the more we still ai’G 
shamed. 

’Tis well for us his generous blood did flow, 
Derived fi’om Briti^ channels long ago, 

says, that rhyme was used iu the time of the Saturnalia by 
the Roman populace in their nide songs, and by the sold leis 
in theii acclamations, and at their feasts in honour of their 
victorious generals We may apply to rhyme what Seneca 
says of the subtleties of logic, “ Comminuitur et debilitatm* 
generosa indoles in istas angiistias conjectaJ' John 
Warton, 

Ver. 14. and tinkled in the closed Dryden adopts 

the contemptuous description of rhyme fi-om preceding au- 
thors, and those of no mean note. Thus in Ben Jonson’s 
Masque of The Fortunate Isles, Skogan, the jester, is repre- 
sented as a wnter “in lime, fine tincUing nmel” Aud 
Andrew Marvell, in his spirited verses to Milton on hia 
Paj adise Lost, thus exclaims ; 

“Well might’stthou scorn thy readers to allure 
With tinkling rliime, of thy own sense secure.” 

Todd. 

Yer. 19. Dante's polish'd page] There is a veiy 

ancient Italian poem, entitled, Aspramonte, containing an 
account of the war of king Guanileii and Agolante against 
Romo and Charlemagne ; which, fiom tho circumstance of 
the style being a mixture of tlio Tuscan with other Italian 
dialects, appeare to be prior to Dilute Tliei e was an edition 
of it at Venice, 1615 It is becoinc* extiemclv raie, and is 
a great cuiiosity. It is mentioned by Qiiadno in liis History 
of Italian Poetiy. Dr. J. War ton. 

Yer 21. Then Petrarch follow'd^ It was 011 the sixth of | 
Apiil, 1927, that Petrarch fell m love with Lama, in tho 1 
twenty-third year of his age. Paul Jovius icports, that it 1 
was a common saying in Italy, that Petrarch did not sue- I 
ceed m wiating prose, nor Boccacio in writing verse. Few 
books are so entertaining as the Abbi* S.idc’s circumstantial 1 
LifeofPetrarc.i, which contains also a curious picture of I 
the manners and opinions of that ago It is pleasant to 
obseive, that Petiaich’s Laura was allegoriz(*d to mean the ' 
Clinstian Religion by one commentator , the Soul by ano- 
ther; and the Viigiii M.iiy by a third Dr J. Warton. 

Ibid. Then Petraich foUoio'dj] No reasoning from the 
Italian language to the English about rhyme and blank 
verse. One language (says .Johnson) cauriot communicate ' 
its lilies to another. John Warton. 
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That here his conqu’ring ancestors were nursed; 
And Ireland but translated England first : 

By this reprisal we regain our right, 

Else must the two contending nations fight ; “ 

A nobler quarrel for his native earth. 

Than what divided Greece for Homer’s birth. 

To what perfection will our tongue arrive, 

How will invention and translation thrive. 

When authors nobly bom wiH bear their part, “ 
And not disdain the inglorious praise of art ! 
Great generals thus, descending from command, 
With their own toil provoke the soldier’s hand. 
How will sweet Ovid’s ghost be pleased to hear 
His fame augmented by an English peer ; “ 

How he embellishes his Helen’s loves, 

Outdoes his softness, and his sense improves 1 
When these translate, and teach translators too, 
Nor firstling kid, nor any vulgar vow, 

Should at Apollo’s grateful altar stand : 
Roscommon writes : to that auspicious hand, 
Muse, feed the bull that spurns the yeUow sand. 
Roscommon, whom both court and camps com- 
mend. 

True to his prince, and faithful to his friend; 
Roscommon, first in fields of honour known, 70 
First in the peaceful triumphs of the gown ; 

Who both Minervas justly makes his ovtl 
Now let the few beloved by Jove, and they 
Whom infused Titan form’d of better clay, ^ 
0n equal terms with ancient wit engage, 7® 
Nor mighty Homer fear, nor sacred Vu'^’s page: 
Our Enghsh palace opens wide in state ; 

And wiQiout stooping they may pass the gate. 


TO 

THE DUCHESS OF YORK/ 

OK BEB BETUBK TSOU SCOTLilKl) IK TEE TEAS 1682. 


When factious rage to cruel exile drove 
The queen of beauty, and the court of love, 

The Muses droop’d, with their forsaken ari^ 

And the sad Cupids broke their useless darts : 

Our fruitful plains to wilds and deserts turn’d, ® 
Like Eden’s face, when banish’d man it mourn’d. 
Love was no more, when loyalty was gone. 

The great supporter of his awful throne. 

Love could no longer after beauty stay, 

But wander’d noi-iliward to the verge of day, 

As if the sun and he had lost their way. 

But now the illustnous nymph, return’d again, 
Brings every grace triumphant in her train. 

Ver. 67. Muse, fe d Oie 5uZZ] 

“Jam comu petat, et pedibus qtii spargat arenam.** 
JoHK Wabtok- 

Ver. 74. 'WTiwn infused Titoai\ 

" E meliore lutu finxit prfficordia Titan.”— Juv. 

JoHK TTaetok. 

* On the twenty-first of November 1673, the duke of 
York was married to the princess Mary d’Este, then about 
fifteen years of age, and extremely handsome. The cere- 
mony was perfonned at Dover by the Bishop of Oxford. 
It was against the rules of policy for him at that time to 
wed a Roman Catholic; and the Parhament addressed 
against it. Debbick. 


The wond’ring Nerdds, though they raised no 
storm, 

Poredow’d her passage, to hehold her fonn: ^ 
Some cned, A Venus; some, A Thetis pass’d; 
But this was not so fair, nor that so chaste. 

Par from her sight flew Faction, Strife, and 
Pride ; 

And Envy did but look on her, and died. 
Whate'er we suffer’d from our sullen fate, 2® 
Her sight is purchased at an easy rate. 

Three gloomy yeais against this day were set; 
But this one mighly sum has clear’d the debt : 
Like Joseph’s dream, but with a better doom. 
The famine past, the plenty still to coma 25 
Por her the weeping heavens become serene ; 

Por her the ground is clad in cheerful green : 

Por her the nightingales are taught to sing, 

And Nature h^ for her delay’d the spring. 

The Muse resumes her long-forgotten lays, ^ 
And Love restored his ancient realm surveys, 
Reeds our beauties, and revives our plays , 

His waste dominions peoples once again, 

And from her presence dates his second reign. 
But awful charms on her fair forehead sit, ^ 
Dispensing what she never will admit: 

Pleasing, yet cold, like Cynthia’s silver beam. 

The people's wonder, and the poet’s theme. 
Distemper’d Zeal, Sedition, cai^er’d Hate, 

No more shall vex the church, and tear the 
state : 

No more shdl Faction civil discords move, 

Or only discords of too tender love : 

Discord, like that of music’s various parts ; 
Discord, that makes the harmony of hearts; 
Discord, that only this dispute shall bring, ^ 
VHio best shall love the dii^ and serve tiie king. 


A LETTER TO 

SIR GEORGE ETHEREGE- 


To you who live in chill degree 
As map informs, of fifby-thi-ee, 

And do not much for cold atone, 

By bringing thither fifty-one, 

Methinks all climes should be alike, * 

Prom tropic e’en to pole artique ; 

Since yon have such a constitution. 

As no where suffers diminutdoiL 
You can he old in grave debate. 

And young in love-affidrs of state ; 

And both to wives and husbands show 
The vigour of a plenipo. 

Ter. 1. To you toho live'] Sir Geoi^ Etherege gained 
great reputation by his three comedies, The Comical Re 
venge, 1664, She Would if She Could, i668, The Man of 
Mode, 1676. The last has been deemed one of onr m^t 
elegant comedies, and contains a most just and lively pic- 
ture of the manners of persons in high hfe in the age of 
Charles II. Having dedicated this comedy to the duch^ 
of York, she procured his being sent ambassador to Ratis- 
hon, where he resided when Dryden addressed this epistle 
to him, and where, in a fit of intoxication, to which he was 
too much habituated, he tumbled down stairs and broke 
his neck. He had a daughter by Mrs. Barry, to whom he 
left six thousand pounds. Dr. J. Wabtok, 
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Like mighty missiouer you come 
“ Ad Partes luMelium.” 

A work of wondrous merit sure, 

So far to go, so much t ’endure ; 

And all to preach to German dam^ 

Where sound of Cupid never came. 

Less had you done, had you been sent, 

As far as Drake or Pinto went, ^ 

Eor cloves or nutmegs to the line-aj 
Or e’en for oranges to China. 

That had indeed been charity ; 

Where love-sick ladies helpless lie, 

Chapp’d, and for want of liquor dry. ^ 
But you have made your zeal appear 
Within the circle of the Bear. 

What region of the earth’s scrdull, 

That is not of your labours full ] 

Tnptolemus (so sung the Nine) ^ 

Strew’d plenty from his cart divine. 

But ’spite of all these fable-makers. 

He never sow’d on Almain acres: 

No, that was left by fate’s decree. 

To be peiform’d and sung by thee. ^ 

Thou break’st through forms with as much 
ease 

As the French king through articles. 

In grand afiairs thy days are spent, 

In waging weighty compliment. 

With such as monarchs represent. ^ 

They, whom such vast fatigues attend. 

Want some soft minutes to unbend. 

To show the world that now and then 
Great ministers are mortal men. 

Then Ehemsh rummers walk the round ; ^ 

In bumpei*s every king is crown’d ; 

Besides three holy mitred Heotoi'S, 

And the whole college of Electors. 

No health of potentate is sunk. 

That pays to make his envoy drunk. 

These Dutch delights, I mention’d last. 

Suit not, I know, your English taste ; 

For wine to leave a whore or play 
Was ne’er your Excellency’s way. 

Nor need this title give offence, ^ 

For here you were your Excellence, 

For gaming, writing, speaking, keeping 
His Excellence for ^ but sleeping. 

Now if you tope in form, and treat, 

^ the sour sauce to the sweet meat, 


The fine you pay for being ^eat. 

Nay, here’s a himder imposition, 

Which is mdeed the court’s petition, 
That setting worldly pomp aside. 

Which poet has at font denied, 

You would be pleased in humble way 
To write a trifle call’d a Play. 

This truly is a degradation, 

But would oblige the crown and nation 
Next to your wise negotiation. 

If you pretend, as well you may, 

Your high degree, your friends will say. 
The duke St. Aignon made a play. 

If Gallic wit convince you scarce, 

His grace of Bucks has made a farce. 
And you, whose comic wit is terse ail. 
Can hardly fall below Rehearsal 
'Then finish what you have began ; 

But scribble fiister if you con : 

For yet no George, to our discerning 
Has writ without a ten years’ warning. 


TO MR. SOUTHERNS, 

OX HIS COMBDT CALLED, “THE WIVES' EXCUSE.”* 


Sure there’s a fate in plays, and ’tis in vain 
To write while these malignant planets reign. 
Some very foolish influence rules the pit. 

Not always'kind to sense, or just to wit : 

And whilst it lasts, let buffoon’ry succeed, ® 
To make us laugh ; for never was more need. 
Farce, in itself is of a nasty scent ; 

But the gain smells not of the excrement. 

The Spanish nymph, a wit and beauty too. 

With all her charms, bore but a smgle show : 

But let a monster Muscovite appear. 

He draws a crowded audience round the year. 
May be thou hast not pleased the box and pit ; 
Yet those who blame thy tale applaud thy wit • 
So Terence plotted, but so Terence writ. 

Like his thy thoughts are true, thy language clean , 
E’en lewdnesB is made moral in thy scene. 

The hearers may for want of Nokes repine ; 

But rest secure, the readers will be thine. 

Nor was thy labour’d drama damn’d or liiss’d, 
But with a kind civility dismiss’d ; 

With such good manners, as the Wife did use. 
Who, not accepting, did but just refuse. • 

There was a glance at parting ; such a look. 

As bids thee not give o’er, for one rebuke. “ 
But if thou would’st be seen, as well as read. 
Copy one living author, and one dead : 

The standard of thy style let Etheregc be ; 

For wit, the immortal spring of Wycherley : 
Learn, ^ter both, to draw some just design, 

And the next age will learn to copy thme. 


TO HENRY HIGDEN, EsQ.,t 

ox ms TBAXSLATIOX 07 THE TEXTH SATlBB 07 JUVKXAL, 


The Grecian wits, who Satire first began. 
Were pleasant Pasquins on the life of man ; 


• TTie success of this play ■was "but indifferent; but -so 
high was our author’s opinion of its merit, that, on this 
very account, he bequeathed to tins poet the writing of the 
last act of his Cleomenes ; which, Southeme says, ‘^when it 
comes into the world, will appear so considerable a trust, 
that all the town Arill pardon me for defending this play, 
tliat preferred me to it” Derrick. 

Ver 1. Sure there 's a/ate] No two writers were ever of 
more dissimilar geniuses than Southeme and Diydcn, the 
latter having no turn for, nor idea of tlio pathetic, of which 
the former was so perfect a master, and of wliich his Oro- 
nooko and Isabella will remain lasting and striking exam- 
ples. But Dryden used to confess that he hiul no relish for 
Euripides, and affected to despise Otway. Of all our poets, 
Southeme was distinguished hy thiee remaikable circum 
stances,— for the purity of his morals and iireproachablo 
conduct, for the length of his life, and for gaining more hy 
his dramatic labours than certainly any of lus predecessors, 
or perhaps of his successors. Dr. J. Wabtox. 

t This gentleman brought a comedy on the stage in 169.3, 
called The Wary Widow, or Sir Noisy Parrot, which was 
damned, and he complains hardly of the ill usage ; for the 


Ver. 1. The ffreetan toils,] The first edition of this 
imitation, dedicated to Lord Lumley, in quarto, 1690, is ar 
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At: mighty villains, who the state oppress’d. 

They duret not rail, perhaps , they lash’d, at least. 
And turn’d them out of office with a jest. ® 
No fool could peep abroad, but ready stand 
The di*blls to clap a bauble in his hand. 

Wise legislatoi-s never yet could draw 
A fop withm the reach of common law; 

For posture, dress, grimace and affectation, 
Though foes to sense, are harmless to the nation. 
Oui’ last redress is dint of verse to try. 

And Satire is our court of Chancery. 

This way took Horace to reform an age. 

Not bad enough to need an author’s rage. 

But yours, who lived in more degenerate time^ 
Was forced to fasten deep, and worry crimes. 
Yet you, my fiiend, have temper’d hnn so well, 
You make him smile in spite of oil his zeal : 

An art peculiar to yourself alone, 20 

To join the virtues of two styles in one. 

Oh I were your author’s principle received, 
Half of the labouring world would be relieved ; 
For not to wish is not to be deceived. 

Revenge would into charity be changed, 25 

Because it costs too dear to be revenged : 

It costs our quiet and content of mind, 

And when ’tis compass’d leaves a sting behind 
Suppose I had the better end o’the staE^ 

'Why should I help the ill-natured world to laugh ? 
*Tis all alike to them, who get the day; 

They love the spite and mischief of the fray. 

No ; I have cured myself of that disease ; 

Nor will I be provoked, but when I please : 

But let me half that cure to you restore ; ^ 

You give the salve, I laid it to the sore. 

Our kind relief against a rainy day, 

Beyond a tavern, or a tedions play. 

We take your book, and laugh our spleen away. 

If all your tribe, too studious of debate, 

Would cease false hopes and titles to create. 

Led by the rare example you begun, 

Chents would fail, and lawyers be undone. 


TO MY DEAR FRIEND, 

MR. CONGREVE, 

ON HIS COMEDY CAIXED, “THB DOUBLE DEJLLBE.* 


Well then, the promised hour is come at last, 
The present age of vrit obscures the past : 

Bear-Garden critics treated it with cat-calls. It is printed, 
and dedicated to the courtly Earl of Dorset : Sir Charles 
Sedley wrote the prologue, 'and it was ushered into the 
world with several copies of verses. The audience were 
dismissed at the end of the third act, the author having 
contiived so much drinking of punch in the play, that the 
actors all got drunk, and were unable to finish it.— iScfi 
O. JacoVs Lives of the Poets. Deehick. 


very despicable performance, in short, eight syllable yerse^ 
with an affectation of Hudibrastic humour and diction, di- 
1 ectly opposite to the stateliness and majesty of the onginal. 

It was a disgrace to Dryden to prefix to it these com- 
mendatory veises in conjunciion with Afra Behn and 
Elkanah Settle. 

“ Cnrru servns portatur eodem.” 

Dr. J. Wabton. 

Ver. 1. Well (hen,'\ To be able to write a good comedy 
evidently implies and pre-supposes an acquaintance with ^ 


Strong were our sires, and as they fought they 
writ, 

Conquering with force of arms, and dint of wit : 
Theii*s was the giant race, before the flood : * 

And thus, when Charles return’d, our empire 
stood. 

Idxe Janus he the stubborn soil manured. 

With rules of husbandry the rankness cured ; 
Tamed us to manners, when the stage was rude ; 
And boisterous Engli^ wit with art indued. ^ 
Our age was cultivated thus at length ; 

But what we gain’d in skill we lost in strength. 

Our builders were vrith want of genius curs^; 

The second temple was not like the first : 

Till yon, the best Vitruvius, come at length ; ^ 

Our beauties equal, but excel our strength. 

Firm Doric pillars found your solid base : 

The fair Corinthian crowns the higher space : 

Thus all below is strength, and all above is grace 
In easy dialogue is Fletcher’s praise ; ^ 

He moved the mind, but had not power to raise. 
Great J onson did by strength of judgment please ; 
Yet, doubling Fletcher’s force, he wante his ease. 

In differing talents both adorn’d their age ; 

One for the study, t’otiier for the staga ® 

But both to Congreve justly shaU submit. 

One match’d in judgment, both o’ermatch’d in wit 
In him all beauties of this age we se^ 

Etherege his courtship. Southern’s purity, ^ 
The satire, wit, and strength of manly Wycherley. 
All this in blooming youtii you have achieved : 

Nor are your foil’d contemporaries grieved. 

So much the sweetness of your ma n ners move, 

We cannot envy yon, because we lova 
Fabius might j oy in Scipio, when he saw * 

A beardless con^ made against the law. 

And join his sufi&age to the votes of Rome ; 

Though he with Hannibal was overcoma 
Thus old Romano bow’d to Raphael’s feme;, 

And scholar to the youth he twight becama ^ 
Oh that your brows my laurel had sustain’d I 
Well had I been deposed, if you had reign’d : 

The fether had descended for the son ; 

For only you are lineal to the throna 
Thu^ when the state one Edward did depose^ 

A greater Edward in his room arose. 

But now, not I, but poetry is cursed; 

For Tom the second reigns like Tom the first. 

real life and living manneiB, a long commerce with the 
world, with much experience and ohservatiion. To produce, 
therefore, sndi a comedy as the Old Bachelor, at only one 
and twenty years, was an extraordinary phenomenon. 
Diyden, on its perusal, expressed great astonishment at 
seeing such a play. Dr. Johnson thinks the idea of 
the comic characters might have been caught from a dili- 
gent perusal of former writers. The chief fault ascribed to 
it, as to all his other pieces, is a superabundance and afieo- 
tation of wit on all snhjects and occasions, and the universal 
confession, that his fools are not fools indeed. In the next 
year, 1^4, he brought out his “ Double Dealer,” which did 
not meet with the expected applause ; and the year after his 
fertile pen produced Love for Love, in my humble opinion 
the most pleasing of all bis comedies. His last play, the 
Way of the World, was so ill received, that in deep disgust 
he determined to write no more for the theatre. The pan- 1 
city of Congreve’s plays cannot hut remind one of the mnl- 
etude produced by the most celebrated ancients. Menander 
wrote one hundred comedies; Philemon ninety-seven; and 
Sophocles, according to Snidas, one hundred and twenty- , 
three tragedies.— Tliere is something very affecting in our 
old poet entreating his young friend, at verse 72, to he kind 
to his ’remains. He earnestly complied with his request; 
and with equal affectlou and eloquence placed his character 
in a very amiable light. Dr. J. Wahtoh. 
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But let them not mistake my patron’s part, 

Nor call his charity their own desert. 

Yet this I prophesy; thou shalt be seen, 

(Though with some short parenthesis between) 
High on the throne of wit, and, seated there, 

Not mine, that ’s little, but thy laurel wear. 

Thy first attempt an early promise made ; ^ 

Tlmt early promise this has more than paid. 

So bold, yet so judiciously you dare, 

I That your least praise is to be regular. 

Time, place, and action, may with pains be wrought ; 

I But genius must be bom, and never can be taught. 

This is your portion ; this your native store ; 

! Heaven, that but once was prodigal before. 

To Sliaispeare gave as much ; she could not give 
him more. 

Maintain your post: that’s all the feme you 
need; 

For ’tis impossible you should proceed. 

Already I am worn with cares and age. 

And just abandoning the ungrateful stage : 
Unprofitably kept at Heaven’s expence, 

I hve a rent-chaige on his providence : 

But you, whom every muse and grace adorn, 7o 
■Whom I foresee to better foi-tune bom. 

Be kind to my remains ; and oh, defend, 

Against your judgment, your departed friend ! 
Let not the insulting foe my feme pursue. 

But shade those laurels which descend to you : ^ 
And take for tribute what these lines express : 
You merit more ; nor could my love do less. 


TO 

MR. GRANVILLE, 

ON HIS EXCELLENT TPAGEDT, CALLED, “HEKOIC LOVE.” 


Auspicious poet, wert thou not my friend, 

How could I en\y, what I must commend ! 

But since ’tis nature’s law, in love and wit, 

That youth should reign, and withering age submit. 
With loss regret those laurels I resign, ® 

Which, dying on my brows, revive on thine. 

With better grace an ancient chief may yield 
The long-contended honours of the field. 

Than venture all his fortune at a cast, 

And fight, like Hannibal, to lose at last. 

Young princes, obstinate to wm the prize, 
Though yearly beaten, yearly yet they nse : 

Old monarchs, though successful, still in doubt, 
Catch at a peace, and wisely turn devout. 

Thine be the laurel then ; tuy blooming age 
Can best, if any can, support the stage ; 

Which so declines, that shortly we may see 
Players and plays reduced to second infency. 
Sharp to the world, but thoughtless of renown. 
They plot not on the stage, hut on the town, ^ 
And, in despair their empty pit to fill. 

Set up some foreign monster in a bill 

Ver. 1. Atispicio^is poet,] Though amiable in his life 
and manners, Mi. George Granville, afterwoids Lord 
Ijansd-^wne, was a very indifferent poet ; a faint copier of 
Waller, The tragedy so much here extolled was acted in 
1698, and is in all respects the most wi-Momertcal of all 
compositions. Dr. J. Waeton. 


Thus they jog on, still tiicking, never thriving, 
And murdermg plays, which they miscal reviving. 
Our sense is nonsense, through their pipes con- 
vejf’d; . ® 

Scarce can a poet know the play he made ; 

’Tis so disguised in death ; nor thinks ’tis he 
That suffers in the mangled tragedy. 

Thus Itys first was kill’d, and after dress’d 
For his own sire, the chief invited guest. 

I say not this of thy successful scenes. 

Where thine was all the gloiy, theirs the gains. 
With length of time, much judgment, and more 
toil. 

Not ill they acted, what they could not spoil. 
Their setting-sun still shoots a glimmering ray, 
liike ancient Rome, majestic in decay : 

And better gleanings their worn soil can boast. 
Than the crab-vintage of the neighbouring coast. 
This difference yet '^e judgmg world will see ; 
Thou copyest Homer, and they copy thee. ^ 


TO MY FRIEND, 

MR. MOTTEUX, 

ON HIS TRAGEDY CALLED, ‘‘BEAUTY IN DISTRESS.” 


’Tis hard, my friend, to write in such an age. 

As damns, not only poets, hut the stage. 

That sacred art, by Heaven itself mfused. 

Which Moses, David, Solomon have used, 

Is now to be no more . the Muses’ foes * 

Would sink their Maker’s praises into prose. 
Were they content to prune the lavii vme 
Of stragghug branches, and improve the wine, 
Who, but a madman, would his thoughts defend ? 
All would submit; for all but fools will mend. 
But when to common sense they give the lie, 
And turn distorted words to blasphemy, 

They give the scandal ; and the wise discern, 
Their glosses teach an age, too apt to learn. 

What I have loosely, or profanely writ, 

Let them to fires, their due desert, commit ; 

Nor, when accused by me, let them complain: 
Their faults, and not their function, I arraign. 
Rebellion, worse than witchcraft, they pursued ; 
The pulpit preach’d the crime, the people rued 

* Peter Motteux, to whom ibis piece is addressed, ‘was 
bora in Normandy, but settled as a merchant in London 
very young, and lived in repute. He died in a house of ill- 
fame near the Strand, and was supposed to have been mur- 
dered, in 1718 He produced eleven dramatic pieces, and 
his Beauty m Distress is thought much the best of them • 
it •was played in Lmcoln’s-inn-fields by Betterton’s com- 
pany in 1698. Derrick. 

Ver. 1. 'Tts hard, m^/ friend , No French refdgee seems 
to have made himself so perfect a master of the English 
language as Peter Motteux. He has given a very good 
translation of Don Quixote, which my ftiend, Mr. Bowie, 
preferred to more modem ones. By trading in a large 
East India warehouse, and by a place in the post-oMce, he 
gained a considerable Income. It -was supposed he was 
murdered in a house of ill-fame. He wrote fifteen plays; 
this of Beauty in Distress was acted in 1698. Dryden 
seems to have felt a particular regard for him. Dr, J 
Warton. 

Ver. 19. Rebdlion, worse than witchcra^] From 1 Sam. 
XV. 23. “For rebellion is as the sin of witchcraft,” &e, 
Todd. 
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The stag© was silenced ; for the saints would see 
In fields perfonn’d their plotted tragedy. 

But let us first reform, and then so live, 

That we may teach our teachers to forgive : 

Our desk be placed below their lofty chairs ; ^ 

Ours be the practice, as the precept then's. 

The moral part, at least, we may divide, 

Humility reward, and punish pride , 

Ambition, interest, avarice, accuse : 

These are the province of a tragic muse. ** 

These hast thou chosen ; and the public voice 
Has equaird thy performance with thy choice. 
Time, action, place, are so preserved % thee. 
That e’en Corneille might with envy see 
The alliance of his Tripled Unity. ^ 

Thy incidents, perhaps, too thick are sown ; 

But too much plenty is thy fault alona 
At least but two can that good crime commit. 
Thou in design, and Wycherley in wit 
Let thy own Gkmls condenm thee, if they 
dare; ^ 

Contented to be thinly regular : 

Born there, but not for them, our fruitful soil 
With more increase rewards thy happy toiL 
Their tongue, enfeebled, is refined too much ; 
And, like pm^e gold, it bends at every touch : ^ 
Our sturdy Teuton yet wall art obey, 

More fit for manly thought, and strengthen’d 
with allay. 

But whence art thou inspired, and thou alone, 

To flourish in an idiom not thy own 
It moves our wonder, that a foreign guest 
Should over-match the most, and match the best 
In rmder-praising thy deserts, I wrong ; 

Here find the first deficience of our tongue ; 
Words, once my stock, are wanting, to commend 
So gi'eat a poet, and so good a friend. 


TO MY HONOURED KINSMAN, 

JOHN BRYDEN, 

OF CHESTEETON, IN THE COUinT OF HUNTHTODOH, ESQ.* 


How bless’d is he, who leads a country life, 
Unvex’d with anxious cares, and void of strife ! 
Who studying peace, and shunning civil rage. 
Enjoy’d his youth, and now enjoys his age : 

All who deserve his love, he makes his own ; ® 

And, to be loved him^l^ needs only to be 
known. 

Just, good and wise, contending neighbours 
come. 

From your award to w'ait their final doom ; 

And, foes before, retum in friendship home. 
Without their cost, you terminate the cause ; 
And save the expence of long htigious laws : 

• This poem was written in 1699. The person to whom 
it is addressed was cousin-german to the poet, and a 
younger brother of the baronet. Dereick. 

Ver. 1. JBeno bJ fus'd is This Is one of the most tnily 

Horatian epistles in our language, comprehending a variety 
of topics and usefiil reflections, and sliding from subject to 
suhiect with ease and propriety. 'Writing this note in the 
year 1799, 1 am much struck with the lines that follow the 
176th, as containing the soundest political truths. Dr. J. 
Waeton. 


Where suits are traversed ; and se little won. 
That he who conquers, is but last undone : 

Such are not your decrees ; but so design’d. 

The sanction leaves a lasting peace behmd : ^ 

Like your own soul, serene ; a pattern of your 
mind. 

Promoting concord, and composing strife, 

Lord of yourself, uncumber’d with a wife; 
Where, for a year, a month, perhaps a night, 
Long penitence succeeds a short delight : so 

Minds are so hardly match’d, that ev’n the first, 
Though pair’d by Heaven, in Paradise were 
cursed. 

For man and woman, though in one they grow. 
Yet, first or last, return again to two. 

He to God’s image, she to his was made ; ® 

So, farther from the fount, the stream at random 
stray’d. 

How could he stand, when, put to double pain, 
He must a weaker than himself sustain 1 
Each might have stood perhaps ; but each alone ; 
Two wrestlei-s help to pull each other down. 

ISTot that my verse would blemish all the fair ; 
But yet if some be had, ’tis wisdom to beware ; 
And better shun the bait, than struggle m the snare. 
Thus have you shunn’d, and dmn the married 
state. 

Trusting as little as you can to fate. 

Ko porter guards the passage of your door, 

T admit the wealthy, and exclude the poor ; 

For God, who gave the riches, gave the heart 
To sanctify the whole, by giving part ; 

Heaven, who foresaw ttie wifl, the means has 
wrought, 

And to the second son a blessing brought ; 

The first-begotten had his father’s share : 

But you, like Jacob, are Rebecca’s heir. 

So may your stores, and firuitful fields increase; 
And ever be you bless’d, who live to bless, ^ 
As Ceres sow*d, where’er her chariot flew; 

As Heaven in deserts rain’d the bread of dew ; 

So free to many, to relations most, 

You feed with manna your own Israel host. 

With crowds attended of your ancient race, ^ 
You seek the champain sports, or sylvan chace : 
With well-breath’d beagles you surround the 
wood, 

Ev’n then, industrious of the common good : 

And often have you brought the wily fox 
To suffer for the firstlings of the flocis ; ® 

Chased even amid the folds ; and made to bleed. 
Like felons, where they did the murderous deed. 
This fiery game your active youth maintain’d, 
Hot yet by years extinguish’d, though restrain’d : 
You season still with sports your serious hours : ® 
For age but tastes of pleasure^ youth devours. 
The hare in pastures or in plains is*found. 
Emblem of human hfe, who runs the round; 
And, after all his wandering ways are done. 

His circle fills, and ends where he begun, ^ 
Just as the setting meets the rising sun. 

Thus princes ease their cares ; but happier he. 
Who seeks not pleasure through necessity, 

Than such as once on slippeiy thrones were 
placed ; ^ 

And chasing, sigh to think themselves are chped 
So lived our sires, ere doctors leam’d to kill, 
And multiplied with theirs the weekly bilL 
The first physicians by debauch were made 
Excess began, and sloth sustains the trade. 
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IHty tlie generous kind tlieir cares bestow 75 
To searcli forbidden tnitlis ; (a sin to know:) 

To which if human science could at bain, 

The doom of death, pronounced by God, were 
Yaia 

In vain the leech would interpose delay ; 

Fate fastens first, and vindicates the prey. 

What help from art’s endeavours can we have ? 
Gibbons but guesses, nor is sme to save : 

But laiaurus sweeps whole parishes, and peoples 
every grave ; 

And no more mercy to mankind will use, 

Than when he robb’d and murder’d Maro’s 
muse. 85 

Would’st thou be soon despatch’d, and perish 
whole, 

Trust Mamnis with thy life, and Milbonm with 
thy soul. 

By chaco our long-lived fathers earn’d their 
food ; 

Toil strung the nerves, and purified the blood : 
But we their sons, a pamper’d race of men, ^ 
Are dwindled down to threescore years and ten. 
Better to hunt in fields, for hcaltib. unbought. 
Than fee the doctor for a nauseous draught ; 

The wise, for cure, on exercise depend ; 

God never made his work, for man to mend 
The tree of knowledge, once in Eden placed. 
Was easy found, but was forbid the taste : 

Oh, had our grandsire walk’d without lus wife. 

He first had sought the better plant of life 1 
Kow both ai'e lost: yet, wondering in the 
dark, 

Physicians, for the tree, have found the bark : 
They, labouring for rehef of human kind, 

With sharpen’d sight some remedies may find ; 
The apothecary-ti'ain is wholly blind 
From files a random recipe they take, 

And many deaths of one presenption make. 
Garth, generous as his muse, prescribes and 
gives; 

The shopman sells ; and by destruction lives : 
Ungrateful tribe ! who, like the viper’s brood, 
From med’eine issuing, suck their mother’s 
blood 1 110 

Let these obey ; and let the leam’d prescribe ; 
That men may die, without a double bribe : 

Let them, but under their superiors, kill ; 

When doctors first have sign’d the hloody bill ; 
He ’scapes the best, who, nature to repair, n® 
Draws physic from the fields, iu draughts of vital 
air. 

You hoard not health, for your own private 
use; 

But on the public spend the rich produce. 

When, often urged, unwilling to be great, 

Youi' countiy calls you from your loved retreat, 
And sends to senates, charged with common 
care, i^i 

Which none more shuns: and none can better 
bear: 

Where could they find another form’d so fit. 

To poise, with solid sense, a sprightly witi 

V er. S2. Gihhons but guesses, nor is sure to nave : 

But MauTus sweeps whole parishes, &c,] 

Dr. Gibljons vas a physician at this time justly in high 
esteem By Maurus is meant Sir Eichaid Blackmore, 
physician to King ‘William, and author of many epic poems, 
Milhourn was a nonjming minister. Dereick. 


Were these both wanting, as they both abound, i^* 
Where could so fiim integrity be found 1 
Well born, and wealtliy, wanting no support, 

You steer betwixt the country and the court : 
Kor gratify whate’er the great desire, 

Hor grudging give what public needs require. ^ 
Part must be left, a fund when foes invade ; 

And part employ’d to roll the watery trade : 

Ev’n Canaan’s happy land, when worn with toil. 
Required a sabbath-year to mend the meagre soil. 

Good senators (and such as you) so give, 

That kmgs may be supplied, the people tlu’ive. 
And he, when want requires, is truly wise, 

Who shghts not foreign aids, nor over-buys ; 

But on our native strength, in time of need, re- 
lies. 

Munster was bought, we boast not the success ; 
Who fights for gam, for greater makes his peace. 
Our foes, compell’d by need, have peace em- 
braced : 

The peace both paaiiies want, is like to last : 
Which if secure, secui’ely we may trade ; 

Or, not secure, should never have been made. 

Safe in ourselves, while on om’selvos we stand, 
The sea is ours, and that defends the land. 

Be, then, the naval stores the nation’s care, 

Hew ships to build, and batter’d to repair. 

Obser\^e the war, in every annual coui’se ; 

What has been done, was done with British 
force : 

Namur subdued, is England’s palm alone ; 

The rest besieged ; but we constrain’d the town : 
We saw the event that follow’d our success ; 
France, though pretending arms, pursued the 
peace ; ^ 

Obliged, by one sole treaty, to restore 
What twenty years of war had won before. 
Enough for Europe has our Albion fought : 

Let us enjoy the peace our blood has bought. 
When once the Persian kmg was put to flight, ^ 
The weary Macedons refused to fight : 
Themselves their own mortality confess’d ; 

And left the son of Jove to quarrel for the rest. 

Ev’n victors are by victories undone; 

Thus Hannibal, with foreign laurels won, 

To Carthage was recall’d, too late to keep his 
own. 

While sore of battle, while our wounds are green. 
Why should we tempt the doubtful die again? 

In wars renew’d, uncertain of success ; 

Sure of a shai’e, as umpires of the peace. 

A patriot both the king and country serves : 
Prerogative, and privilege, preserves : 

Of each our laws the certain hmit show; 

One must not ebb, nor t’other overflow : 

Betwixt tiie prince and parhament we stand ; 

The barriers of the state on either hand : 

May neither overflow, for then they drown the 
land. 

When both are full, they feed our bless’d abode; 
Like those that water’d once the paradise of God 
Some overpoise of sway, by turns, they share ; 

In peace the people, and the prince in war : 


Ver. 152. Namur subdued, is Enplanes palm &c.] . In the 
year 1695, ‘William HI. carried Namur, after a siege of one 
month The gamson retired to the citadel, -which capitu- 
lated upon honourable terms in another month. The com ago 
of our men in this siege -was much admired, as was the 
conduct of the king. Debbigs. 
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Consuls of moderate power in calms were made; 
When the Gauls eamo, one sole dictator sway’d. 

Patnots, m peace, assert the people’s nght ; 
With noble stubbornness resistmg might : 

"No lawless mandates from the coui*t receive, 

Nor lend by force, but m a body give. 

Such was your generous grandsire • free to grant 
In parhaments, that weigh’d their prince’s want: 
But so tenacious of the common cause, ^ 

As not to lend the king agamst his laws. 

And m a loathsome dungeon doom’d to lie. 

In bonds retain’d his birthright liberty. 

Ana shamed oppression, till it set him free. 

0 tme descendant of a patriot line, 

Who, while thou shar’st their lustre, lend’st them 
thine, 

Vouchsafe this picture of thy soul to see; 

’Tis so fr,r good, as it resembles thee : 

The beauties to the original I owe ; 

^Vhich when I miss, my own defects I show : ^oo 
Nor think the kindred muses thy disgrace : 

A poet IS not bom in every race. 

Two of a house few ages can afford ; 

One to perform, another to record. 

Praiseworthy actions are by thee embraced ; ^ 

And ’tis my praise, to make thy praises last. 

For eVn when death dissolves our human frame. 
The soul retums to heaven from whence it came; 
Earth keeps the body, verse preserves the fame. 


TO 

SIR GODFREY KNELLER, 

PKINCIPAL PAINTEE TO HIS MAJESTY. 


Once I beheld the fairest of her kind, 

And still the sweet idea charms my mind : 

True, she was dumb ; for Nature gazed so long. 
Pleased with her work, that ^e foigot her 
tongue; 

Yer 1. Once I heTuMl Sir G<)dfrey Kneller was bom at 
Lubeck in 1648. Discovering early a predominant genius 
for painting, bis father sent him to Amsterdam, where be 
studied under T3ol, and had some instructions from Eem- 
brandt. But Kneller was no servile imitator or disciple. 
Even in Italy, whither he went in 1672, he followed no par- 
ticular master, not even at Tenice, where he long resided. 
In 1676 he came to England, and was soon patronised by 
Chailes II. and James. Ten sovereigns at different times 
sat to him : Chailes II., James II., and his queen, VTilliara 
and Maiy, Geoige I, Louis XIV, and Chailes YI. He 
stuck to ]^rtTait painting as the most lucrative, though 
Dryden in this very epistle inveighs so much against it. 
Of all his works he valued most the converted Ciiinese in 
Windsor Castle. But Mr. Walpole thinks his portrait of 
Gibbon superior to it. This epistle is full of just taste and 
kmiwledge of painting, particularly what he says of Light, 
Shade, Perspective, and Grace. It is certainly superior to 
Pope’s address to his friend Jervas, though Pope himself 
was a practitioner in the art. Not only Dryden, hut Prior, 
Pope, Steele, Tickell, and Addison, all wrote high enco- 
miums on Sir Godfrey; hut not one so elegant as that of 
Addison, who with matchless art and de-vtarity apiilicd the 
characters of those heathen gods whom Phidias had carved, 
to the Euglish princes that Kneller h*id painted : making 
Pan, Saturn, Mars, Minerva, Thetis, and Jupiter, stand for 
Charles II, James II., William III , queen Mary, Anne, 
and George I Sir Godfrey was a man ot much orimnal wit 
and humour, hut tinctured with a mixtuze of profaneness 
and ribaldi y . Dr. J. W aeto:!T. 


I But, smiling, said, She still shall gain the prize; 

I only have ti*ansfeiT’d it to her eyes. 

Such ai*e thy pictures, Kneller • such thy skill. 

That Nature seems obedient to thy will : 

Comes out, and meets thy pencil m the draught ; 
Lives there, and wants but words to speak her 
thought 10 

At least thy pictures look a voice ; and we 
Imagine sounds, deceived to that degree, 

We think ’tis somew'hat more than just to see. 

Shadow’s are hut privations of the light ; 

Yet, when, we walk, they shoot before the sight; 
With ns approach, retire arise, and fall; 

Nothing themselves, and yet expressing alL 
Such are thy pieces, imitating life 
So near, they almost conquer in the strife; 

And from their animated canvas came, ^ 

Demanding souls, and loosen’d from the frame. 

Prometheus, were he here, would cast away 
His Adam, and refuse a soul to day ; 

And either would thy noble work inspire. 

Or think it warm enough, without his fire. ^ 
But vulgar hands may vulgar likeness raise; 

This is the least attendmt on thy praise : 

From hence the rudiments of art began ; 

A coal, or chalk, first imitated man : 

Perhaps the shadow, taken on a wall, ^ 

Gave outlines lo the rude original : 

Ere canvas yet was strain’d, before the grace 
Of blended coloui*s found their use and place, i 
Or cypress tablets first received a face. I 

By slow degrees the godlike aa*t advanced ; ^ j 

As man grew polish’d, picture was inhanced ; I 
Greece added posture, shade, and perspective ; j 
And then the mimic piece began to live. I 

Yet perspective was lame, no distance true, | 

But all came forward in one common view : ^ 

No point of light was known, no bounds of art; 
When light was there, it knew not to depart^ 

But glaring on remoter objects play’d ; 

Not langu&h’d, and insensibly decay’d. 

Eome raised not art, but barely kept alive, * 
And with old Greece unequally did strive : 

Till Goths, and Vandals, a rude northern race. 

Did all the matchless monuments de&ce. 

Then all the Muses in one ruin lie. 

And rhyme began to enervate poetry. j 

Thu)^ in a stupid military state;. 

The pen and pencil find an equid fiite. 

Flat frees, such os would disgiuce a screen. 

Such as in Bantam’s embassy were seen, I 

Unraised, unrounded, were the rude delight “ 

Of brutal nations, only bom to fight. 

Long time the siker Arts, in iron sleep, 

A heavy sabbath did supinely keep : 

At length, in EaphaeVs age, at once thejr ris^ 
Stretch all their limbs, and open all their eyes. 

Thence rose the Roman, and the Lombard line : 
One colour’d best, and one did best design. 
Raphael’s, like Homer’s, was the nobler part, 

But Titian’s painting look’d like Virgil’s art 
Thy genius gives thee both ; where true design. 
Postures unforced, and lively colours join. 

Ver, 50 ] It is remarkabla that he mentions rhyme as one 
instance of barbarisin. Dr. J. tV aetok. 

Yer. 57. Ziortff time] The art of painting expired in the 
year 5^. It revived under Cimabno in 1240, hut it Tras 
And. Mantegna, who was bom in 1431, and ivhoi^ cartoons 
are at Hampton Court, who was the first that revived a true 
taste for the antique. Dr. J. Waetom. 
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Likeness is ever there ; lut still the best, 

Like proper thoughts in lofty language dress’d : 
Where light, to shades descending, plays, not 
strives, 

Lies hy degrees, and by degrees revives. 

Of various pai*ts a perfect whole is wrought : 

Thy pictures think, and we divine their thought. 

Shakspeare, tliy gift, I place before my sight ; 
With awe, I ask his blessing ere I wnte ; 

With reverence look on his majestic face ; ^ 

Proud to be less, but of his godlike race. 

His soul inspires me, while thy praise I write, 
And I, like Teucer, under Ajax fight * 

Bids thee, through me, be bold ; with dauntless 
breast 

Contemn the bad, and emulate the best. so 

Like his, thy critics in the attempt are lost : 
When most they rail, know then, they envy 
most. 

In vain they snarl aloof ; a noisy crowd, 

Like women’s anger, impotent and loud. 

While they their barren industiy deplore, ® 
Pass on secure, and mind the goal before. 

Old as she is, my Muse shall march behind. 

Bear off the blast, and intercept the wmd. 

Our arts are sisters, though not twms in birth ; 
For hymns were sung in Eden’s happy earth : 

But oh, the painter Muse, though last in place. 
Has seized the blessmg fiist, like Jacob’s race. 
Apelles’ art an Alexander found ; 

And Raphael did with Leo’s gold abound ; 

But Homer was with barren laurel crown’d. ^ 
Thou hadst thy Charles a while, and so had I ; 
But pass we that unpleasing image by. 

Rich in thyself, and of thyself divine , 

All pilgrims come and offer at thy shrine. 

A graceful truth thy pencil can command ; 

The fair themselves go mended jh-om thy hand. 
Likeness appears in every lineament ; 

But likeness in thy work is eloquent. 

Though nature there her true resemblance hears, 
A nobler beauty in thy piece appears. 

So warm thy work, so glows the generous frame. 
Flesh looks less living in the lovely dame. 

Thou paiut’st as we describe, improving still, 
AATien on wild nature we engraft our sMU ; 

But not creating beauties at our will. 

But poets are confined in narrower space, 

To speak the language of their native place : 

The painter widely stretches his command ; 

Thy pencil speaks the tongue of every land. 

Ver. 94. with TLeo^s gdlc[\ Raphael flattered vrith 

his pencil. In his Attila, his Coronation of Charlemagne, 
the siege of Ostia, and King Pepin, he has represented St. 
lico, Leo III., Stephen II , and Leo IV., with an exact 
likeness of Leo X. Dr. J. Wabtox. 


From hence, my friend, all climates are your 
own, 

Nor can you forfeit, for you hold of none. 

All nations all immumties will give 

To make you theirs, where’er you please to hve ; 

And not seven cities, but the world would strive. 

Sure some propitious planet tlien did smile, 
When first you were conducted to this isle ; 

Our genius brought you here, to enlarge our 
fame ; 

For your good stars are every where the same. 
Thy matchless hand, of every region free, 

Adopts our climate, not our climate thee. 

Great Rome and Venice early did impart 
To thee the examples of their wondi-ous art. 
Those masters then, but seen, not understood, 
With generous emulation fired thy blood : 

For what in nature’s dawn the child admired, 

The youth endeavoui^’d, and the man acquired. 

If yet thou hast not reach’d their high degi'ee, 
’Tis only wantmg to this age, not thee. 

Thy genius, bounded by the times, like mine. 
Drudges on petty draughts, nor dare design 
A more exalted work, and more divine. 

For what a song, or senseless opeiti 
Is to the living labour of a play; 

Or what a play to Vu’gil’s work would he, 

Such is a smgle piece to history. 

But we, who life bestow, ourselves must live; 
Kings cannot reign, unless their subjects give ; 
And they, who pay the taxes, beai’ the imle : 

Thus thou, sometimes, art forced to draw a 
fool: 

But so his follies in thy posture sink, 

The senseless idiot seems at last to think. 

Good Heaven ! that sots and knaves should he 
BO vain, 

To wish their vile resemblance may remain 1 
And stand recorded, at their own request, 

To future days, a libel or a jest 1 
Else should we see your noble pencil trace 
Our unities of action, time, and place : 

A whole composed of parts, and those the best. 
With every vaiious character express’d : 

Heroes at lai’ge, and at a nearer view ; 

Less, and at ^stance, an ignohler crew. 

While all the figures in one action join, 

As tending to complete the main design. 

More cannot be by mortal aiij exprcbb’d ; 

But venerable age shall add the rest. 

For Time shall with his ready pencil stand ; 
Retouch your figures with his ripening hand ; 
Mellow your colours, and imhrowii the teiut ; 

Add every grace, which time alone can grant ; 

To future agea shall your fame convey, 

And give more beauties than he takes away. 
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TO 

THE MEMORY OF MR. OLDHAM. 


Farewell, too little, and too lately known. 
Whom I began to think, and call my own : 

For sure our souls were near allied, and thine 
Cast m the same poetic mould with mine. 

One common note on either lyre did stiike, ® 
And knaves and fools we both abhorr’d alike. 

To the same goal did both our studies diive ; 

The last set out, the soonest did amve. 

Thus Nisus fell upon the slippery place. 

Whilst his young Mend perform’d, and won the 
race. 

Oh early npe ! to thy abundant store 
What could advancing age have added more? 

It might (what nature never gives the young) 
Have taught the numbers of thy native ton^e. 
But satire needs not those, and wit will shine 
Through the harsh cadence of a rugged line. 

A nohle e^ror, and but seldom made. 

When poets are by too much force betray’d. 

Thy generous fruits, though gather’d ere their 
prime, 

Stni show’d a quickness ; and maturing time ^ 
But mellows what w'e write, to the dull sweets of 
rhyme. 

Once more, hail, and farewell; mrewell, thou 
young, 

But ah too short, Marcellus of our tongue I 
Thy brows with ivy, and with laurels bound; 

But fate and gloomy night encompass thee 
around. ” 


TO THE PIOUS MEMORY OP THE ACCOMPLISHED 
YOUNG LADY, 

MRS. ANNE KILLIGRBW, 

BXOELLBirr IK THK TWO SISTER ARTS OF POESY 
AKD FAIKTIKG. 


AN ODE. 

I. 

Thou youngest virgin-daughter of the skie^ 

Made m the last promotion of the bless’d ; 

! Ver. 1. Farewell^ too This short elegy U* finished 

with die most exquisite art and skill. Not an epithet or 

I Ver. 1. Thou youngtst virgin^ At leng h we are arrived 
1 at the Ode on the Death of Mrs. Anne Killigrew, which Dr. 


Whose palms, new pluck’d from paradise. 

In spreading branches more sublunely rise, 
j Bich with immortal green above the rest : * 

Whether, adopted to some neighVring star. 

Thou roll’st above us, in thy wandering race, 

I Or, in procession fix’d and regular, 

Mov’st with the heaven’s majestic pace ; 

Or, call’d to more superior bliss, 

Thou tread’st, with seraph ims, the vast abyss : 
Whatever happy region is thy place. 

Cease thy celestial song a little space ; 

Thou wilt have time enough for hymns divine. 
Since heaven’s eternal year is tMne. “ 

Hear then a mortal Muse thy praise rehearse, 

In no ignoble verse ; 

expression can he changed for a better. It is also the most 
harmonious in its numbers of all that this great master of 
harmony has produced. Oldham’s Satire on the Jesuits is 
written with vigour and energy. It is remarkable that 
Dryden calls Oldham his brother in satire, hintmg that this 
was the characteristical turn of both their geniuses. 

To the same goal did both our studies drive.— Ver 7. 
Dr. J. Wartok. 

Johnson, by an unaccoimtahle perversity of judgment, and 
want of taste for true poetry, has pronounced to be un- 
doubtedly the noblest Ode that our language ever has 
produced. The first stanza, he says, flows with a torrent of 
enthusiasm. To a cool and candid reader, it appears 
absolutely unintelligible. Examples of bad writing, of 
tumid expressions, violent metaphors, far sought conceits, 
hyperbohcal adulatiou. unnatural amplifications, inter- 
spersed, as usual, with fine hues, might he collected fifom 
this applauded Ode, so very Inferior in all respects to the 
divine Ode on St. Cecilia’s Day. But such a paradoxical 
judgment cannot he wondered at in a crinc, that despised 
the Lycidas of Milton, and the Bard of Gray. I have been 
censured, I am informed, foreontradicting some of J ohnsou’s | 
critical opinions. As I knew him well, I ever respecied t 
his talent^ and more so his integrity; hut a love of paradox i 
and contradiction, at the bottom of which was vanity, gave 
an unpleasant tincture to his manners, and made Ms con- 
versation boisterous and offensive. I often used to tell i 
the mild and sensible Sir Joshua Reynolds, that he and i 
his friends had contributed to spoil Johnson, by constantly 
and cowardlr assenting to all he advanced on any subject. i 
Hr. Burke ca ly kept Mm in order, as did Mr. Beauclerc also, 
sometimes by Ms playful wit. It was a great pleasure for j 
Beauclerc to lay traps for him to induce Mm to oppose and i 
contradict one day what he had maintained on a former. 
Lest the censure presumed to he passed on this Ode should j 
be thought too uncandid and severe, the reader is desired t 
attentively to consider stanzas the third, sixth, seventh, 
ninth, and tenth. In a word, Dryden, by Ms inequality, 
much resembles another great genius, Casimir, oi Poland; I 
who, in the very midst of some poetical strokes in Ms Ode i 
on the Deluge, mars all by Ms usual mixtures of Ovidian 
puerilities. After saying’ 

« vacuas spatiosa cete 

Ludunt per aulas, ac thalamos pigcts 

Pressere Phoca; 

comes this idle conceit, 

“ etrefix» 

Ad pelagus redvere Gemmse.”— lib. iv. Od. 

Mason ha* too much commended an Ode of Casimir on 
the .ffiolian Harp. Dr. J. Wartok. , 
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But Bucli as thy own voice did practise hero. 
When thy first-fruits of Poesy were given ; 
To make thyself a welcome inmate there ; 
While yet a young probationer, 

And candidate of heaven. 


n. 

If by traduction came thy mind, 

Our wonder is the less to find 
A soul so charming from a stock so good ; ^ 

Thy father was transfused into thy blood : 

So wert thou bom into a tuneful strain. 

An early, rich, and inexhausted vein. 

But if thy pre-existing soul 
Was form’d at first, with myriads more, ^ 
It did through all the mighty poets roll. 

Who Greek or Latin laurels wore. 

And was that Sappho last, which once it was 
before. 

If BO, then cease thy flight, 0 heaven-bom 
mind ! 

Thou hast no dross to purge from thy rich 
ore : 

Nor can thy soul a fairer mansion find, 

Than was the beauteous frame she left behind : 
Return to fill or mend the choir of thy celestial 
kind. 


May we presume to say, that, at thy birth. 
New joy was sprung in heaven, as well as here 
on earth. ^ 

Eor sure the milder planets did combine 
On thy auspicious horoscope to shine. 

And e’en the most malicious were in tiine. 

Thy brother-angels at thy bu'th 

Strung each his lyre, and tuned it high, ^ 
That all the people of the sky 
Might know a poetess was bom on earth. 

And then, if ever, moital ears 
Had heard the music of the spheres. 

And if no clustering swarm of bees 
On thy sweet mouth distill’d their golden dew, 
'Twas that such vulgar miracles 
Heaven had not leism'e to renew : 

For all thy blest fraternity of love 
Solemnized there thy birth, and kept thy holyday 
above. “ 


rv. 

0 gracious God I how far have we 
Profaned thy heavenly gift of poesy 
Made prostitute and profligate the Muse, 

Debased to each obscene and impious use. 

Whose harmony was first ordain’d above 
For tongues of angels, and for hymns of love ^ 

Oh wretched we 1 why were we hurried down 
This lubrique and adulterate age, 

(Nay, added fat pollutions of our own) 

To increase the streaming ordures of the stage? 
What can we say to excuse our second fall ? 

Let this thy vestal, Heaven, atone for all : 

Her Arethusian stream remains imsoiL’cl, 


Ver 33. And was that Sappho last, &c.J Our author here 
compliments Mi’s ICilligrew, ivith admitting the doctrine of 
metempsychosis, and supposing the soul that infoiras her 
body to be the same with that of Sappho’s, who lived six 
hundred yeai 8 befoie the birth of Gbiist, and was equally 
renowned for poetry and love. She was called the tenth 
Muse. Phaon, whom she loved, ti eating her with indif* 
Terence, she jumped into the sea, and was drowned. 
’'tLBBXGX. 


XJnmix’d with foreign filth, and undefiled ; 

Her wit was more than man, her innocence a 
cHld. 


V. 

Art she had none, yet wanted none ; 

For Nature did that want supply : 

So rich in treasures of her own. 

She might our boasted stores defy : 

Such noble vigour did her verse adorn, 

That it seem’d bon’ow’d, where ’twas only bom. 
Her morals too were in her bosom bred. 

By great examples daily fed, 

What in the best of books, her father’s life, she 
read. 

And to be read herself she need not fear ; 

Each test, and every light, her muse will hear, 
Though Epictetus with his lamp were there 
E’en love (for love sometimes her muse express’d) 
Was but a lambent flame which play* d about her 
breast : 

Light as the vapours of a morning dream, 

So cold herself, whilst she such warmth express’d, 
’Twas Cupid bathing in Diana’s stream. 


VI. 

Bom to the spacious empire of the Nine, 

One would have thought, she should have been 
content 

To manage well that mighty government ; ^ 

But what can young ambitious souls confine? 

To tbe next realm she stretch’d her sway. 

For Painture near adjoinmg lay, 

A plenteous provmce, and alluring prey. 

A Chamber of Dependencies was framed, ^ 

(As conquerors will never want pretence. 

When arm’d, to justify the offeuce) 

And the whole fief, in right of poetiy, she claim’d. 
The country open lay without defence : 

For poets frequent inroads there had made, 

And perfectly could represent 

The shape, the face, with every lineament. 

And all the large domains which the Dumb Sister 
sway’d. 

All bow’d beneath her government. 

Received in triumph wheresoe’er she went. 

Her pencil drew, whate’er her soul design’d. 

And oft the happy draught surpass’d the image 
in her mind. 

The sylvan scenes of herds and flocks, 

And fruitful plains and barren rocks, 

Of shallow brooks that flow’d so clear, 

The bottom did the top appear ; 

Of deeper too and ampler floods, 

Which, as in miiTors, show’d the woods ; 

Of lofty trees, with sacred shades. 

And perspectives of pleasant glades, 

Where nymphs of brightest form appear. 

And shaggy satyrs standing near, 

Which them at once admire and fear. 

The ruins too of some majestic piece. 

Boasting the power of ancient Rome, or Greece, 
Whose statues, friezes, columns, broken lie, 

And, though defaced, the wonder of the eye ; 
What nature, art, bold fiction, e’er durst frame. 
Her forming hand gave feature to the name. 
iSo strange a concourse ne’er was seen before. 

But when the peopled ark the whole creation 
bore. 
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vn. 

The scene tlien changed, with hold erected 
look 

Our martial king the sight with reverence strook : 
For not content to express his outward part, 

Her hand call’d out the image of his heart ; ^ 

His warlike mind, his soul devoid of fear. 

His high-designing thoughts were figured there. 

As when, by magic, ghosts are made appear. 

Our phoenix queen was pourtray’d too so bright. 
Beauty alone could beauty take so right : ^ 

Her dress, her shape, her matchless gi-ace. 

Were all observed, as well as heavenly face. 

With such a peerless majesty she stands, 

As in that day she took the crown from sacred 
hands : 

Before a tram of heroines was seen, 

In beauty foremost, as in rank, the queen. 

Thus nothing to her genius was denied. 

But like a ball of fire the further thrown, 

Still with a greater blaze she shone. 

And her bright soul broke -out on every side. 
What next ^e had design’d. Heaven o^y knows: 
To such immoderate growth her conquest rose, 
That fate alone its progress could oppose. 

vnt. 

Now all those charms, that blooming grace. 

The weU-proportion’d shape, and beauteous ^ce, 
Shall never more be seen by mortal eyes; 

In earth the much-lamented virgin lies. 

Not wit, nor piety could fiite prevent; 

Nor was the cruel destmy content 
To finish all the murder at a blow, 

To sweep at once her life, and beauty too ; 

But, like a harden’d felon, took a pride 
To work more mischievously slow. 

And plunder’d first, and then desfany’d. 

0 double sacrilege on things diving 
To rob the relic, and deface the sh^e ! 

But thus Oiinda died : 

Heaven, by the same disease, did both trans- 
late; 

As equal were their souls, so equal was their 
fate. 

XX. 

Meantime her warlike brother on the seas 
His waving streamers to the winds displays. 

And vows for his return, with vain devotion, pays. 
Ah, generous youth, that wish forbear. 

The winds too soon will waft thee here ! 

V er. 162. t^us Orinda dwi •] The matchless Orinda, 
Mrs. Katherine Philips, was author of a hook of poems 
published in folio, and wrote several other things. She 
died also of the small-pox in 1664, being only thirty-two 
years of age. She was a woman of an indifferent appear- 
ance; hut of great virtue, taste, and erudition, which en- 
deared her to the first people of the age. The Duke of 
Ormond, the Earls of Orrery and Roscommon, Lady Corke, 
&C., Mr. Dryden, Mr. Cowley, &c. «&c.wejsp all her Mends. 


Slack all thy sails, and fear to come, iro 

Alas, thou know’st not, thou art wreck’d at home ! 
No more shalt thou behold thy sister’s fiice. 

Thou hast already had her last embrace. 

But look aloft, and if thou kenn’st from far 
Among the Pleiads a new-kindled star, w* 

If any sparkles than the rest more bright ; 

’Tis she that shines in that propitious light. 


When in midiair the golden trump snai] sound. 

To raise the nations under ground : 

When in the valley of Jehoshaphat, 

The judging God shall close the book of fete ; 

And there the last assizes keep. 

For those who wake, and those who sleep : 
When rattling bones together fly, 

From the four comers of the sky ; ^ 

When sinews o’er the skeletons are spread, | 

Those clothed with flesh, and life inspires the 
dead ; 

The sacred poets first diall hear the sound. 

And foremost from the tomb shall houn^ 

For they are cover’d with the lightest ground ; ^ 
And stimght, with in-bom vigour, on the wing^ 

Like mounting larks, to the new morning sing. 
There thou, sweet saint, before the quire shall go, i 
As harbinger of heaven, the way to ^ow, ! 

The way which thou so well hast leam’d below. ^ , 


UPON THE DEATH 
OF 

THE EARL OF DUNDEE. 


Oh last and best of Scots 1 who didst maintain 
Thy counfetys freedom from a foreign reign ; 
New people fill the land now thou art gone. 

New gods the temples, and new kings the 
throne. 

Scotland and thee did each in other live ; * 

Nor would’st thou her, nor could ^e thee 
survive. 

Farewell, who dying didst support the state. 

And could’st not but with thy coimtry’s fete. 

Yer. 1. Oh last and Scat] The conduct and death of this 
truly valiant chieftain is described with mnch eloquence 
and animation in Ms account of the important battle at 
Killicrankie, by Sir John Dalrymple, in the first volume of 
his Memoirs. Dundee, being wounded by a mnsket-ball, 
rode off the field, desiring Ms mischance to be concealed, 
and fainting, dropped from Ms horse; as soon as he was 
recovered, he desired to he raised, looked to the field, and 
asked, “ How things went ? ” Being told, ‘'All well ; ” the* 
said he, I am well,” and expired. Dr. J . Wjlktox. 
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ELEGIES AND EPITAPHS. 


ELEONOEA; 

A PANEGTEICAL POEM, 

DEDICATED TO THE MEMORY OP THE LATE COUNTESS OP ABINGDON. 


TO THE EIGHT HOK THE EAEL OE ABINGDON, &c. 


Mt Lord, 

The commands, witli ■wMcli you honoured me some months ago, are now performed : they had heen 
sooner ; but betwixt ill health, some business, and many troubles, I was forced to defer them till this 
time. Ovid, going to his banishmont, and writing from on shipboard to his friends, excused the 
faults of his poetry by his misfortunes; and told them, that good verses never flow, but from a serene 
and composed spirit Wit, which is a kind of Mercury, with wmgs fastened to his head and heels, can 
fly but slowly in a damp air. I therefore chose rather to obey you late than ill : if at least I am 
capable of writing any thing, at any time, which is worthy your perusal and your patronage. I 
cannot say that I have escaped from a shipwreck ; but have only gained a rock by hard swdmming ; 
where I may pant a while and gather breath; for the doctors give me a sad assurance, that my disease 
never took its leave of any man, but with a purpose to return. However, my loixi, I have laid hold 
on the interval, and managed the small stock, which age has left me, to the best advantage, in 
performing this inconsiderable service to my lady’s memoiy. We, who are piiests of Apollo, have not 
the inspiration when we please ; but must wait till the god comes rushing on us, and invades us with 
a fury, which we are not able to resist : which gives us double strength while the fit continues, and 
leaves us languishing and spent, at its departure. Let me not seem to boast, my lord, for I have 
really felt it on this occasion, and prophesied beyond my natural power. Let me add, and hope to 
be believed, that the excellency of the subject contributed much to the happiness of the execution; 
and that the weight of thirty years was taken off me, while I was wilting, I swam with the tide, and 
the water under me was buoyant. The reader will easily obseiwe, that I was transporied by the 
multitude and variety of my similitudes ; which are geneiully the product of a luxuriant fancy, and 
the wantormess of wit. Had I called in my judgment to my assistance, I had certainly retrenched 
many of them. But I defend them not ; let them pass for beautiful faults amongst the better sort of 
critics ; for the whole poem, though written in that which they call Heroic verse, is of the Pindaric 
nature, as well in the thought as the expression ; and, as such, requires the same grains of allowance 
for it. It was intended, as your lordship sees in the title, not for an elegy, hut a panegyric : a kind of 
apotheosis, indeed, if a heathen word may be applied to a Christian use. And on all occasions of 
praise, if we take the ancients for our patterns, we are bound by prescription to employ the 
magnificence of words, and the force of figures, to adorn the sublimity of thoughts. Isocrates amongst 
the Grecian orators, and Cicero, and the yoimger Pliny, amon^t the Romans, have left us thoir 
precedents for our security : for I think I need not mention the inimitable Pindar, who stretches on 
these pinions out of sight, and is carried upward, as it were, into another world. 

This, at least, my lord, I may justly plead, that, if I have not performed so well as I thin k I have, 
yet I have used my best endeavours to excel myself. One disadvantage I have had ; which is, never 
to have known or seen my lady : and to draw the lineaments of her mind, from the description which 
I have received from othera, is for a painter to set himself at work without the living original before 
him ; which, the more beautiful it is, will he so much the more difficult for him to conceive, when he , 
has only a relation given him of such and such features by an acquaintance or a friend, without the 
uice touches, which give, the best resemblance, and make the graces of the picture. Every artist is 
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apt enough to flatter Imnself (and I amongst the rest) that their o^ ocular observations 'W'ould have 
discovered more perfections, at least others, than have been delivered to them: though I have 
received mme from the best hands, that is, from persons who neither want a just understanding of 
my lady’s worth, nor a due veneration for her memory. 

Doctor Donne, the greatest wit, though not the gi-eatest poet of our nation, acknowledges, that he 
had never seen Mrs. Drury, whom he has made immortal in his admirable Anniversanes. I have had 
the same fortune, though I have not succeeded to the same genius. However, I have followed his 
footsteps in the design of his panegyric ; which was to raise an emulation in the living, to copy vui 
the example of the dead. And therefore it was, that I once intended to have called this poem, The 
Pattern : and though, on a second consideration, I changed the title into the name of the illustrious 
person, yet the design continues, and Eleonora is stiH the pattern of charity, devotion, and humility ; 
of the best wife, the best mother, and the best of friends. 

And now, my lord, though I have endeavoured to answer your commands, yet I could not answer 
it to the world, nor to my conscience, if I gave not your lordship my testimony of being the best 
husband now living : I say my testimony only ,* for the praise of it is given you by yourself They 
who despise the rules of virtue both in their practice and their morals, will think this a veiy trivial 
commendation. But I think it the peculiar happiness of the Countess of Abingdon, to have been so 
truly loved by you, while she was living, and so gratefoUy honoured, after she was dead. Few there 
are who have either had, or could have, such a loss ; and yet fewer who carried their love and con- 
stancy beyond the grave. The exteriors of mourning, a decent funeral, and black habits are the usual 
stints of common husbands : and perhaps their vrives deserve no better than to be mourned with 
hypocrisy, and forgot with ease. But you have distinguished yourself from ordinary lovers, by a real 
and laatrng grief for the deceased ,* and by endeavouring to raise for her the most durable monument, 
which is that of verse. And so it would have proved, if the workman had been equal to the work, 
and your choice of the artificer as happy as your design. Tet, as Phidias, when he had made the 
statue of Minerva, could not forbear to engrave his own name, as author of the piece : so give me leave 
to hope, that, by subscribing mine to this poem, I may live by the goddess, and transmit my name to 
posterity by the memory of hers. ’Tis no flattery to assure your lordship, that she is remembered, 
m the present age, by all who have had the honour of her conversation and acquaintance; and that 
I have never been in any company since the news of her death was first brought m^ where they have 
not extolled her virtues, and even spoken the same things of her in pros^ which I have done in 
verse. 

I therefore ^hink myself obliged to thank your lordship for the commission which you have given 
me : how I have acquitted myself of it, must be left to the opinion of the world, in spite of any pro- 
testation which I can enter against the present age, as incompetent or corrupt judges. For my com- 
fort, they are but Englishmen, and, as such, if they think ill of me to-day, they are inconstant enough 
to thiuk well of me to-morrow. And after all, I have not much to thank my fortune that I was bom 
amongst them. The good of both sexes are so few, in England, that they stand like exceptions against 
general i*ules : and though one of them has deserved a greater commendation than I could give her, 
they have taken care that I should not tire my pen with frequent exercise on the like subjects ; that 
praises, like taxes, should be appropriated, and left almost as individual as the person. They say, my 
talent is satire : if it be so, ’tis a fruitful age, and there is an extraordinary crop to gather. But a 
single hand is insufibcient for such a harvest : they have sown the dragon’s teeth themselves, and ’tis 
but just they should reap ea ch other in lampoons. You, my lord, who have the character of honour, 
though ’tis not my happiness to know you, may stand aside, with the small re ma i n ders of the English 
nobility, truly such, and, unhurt yourselves, behold the mad combat. If I have pleased you, and some 
few others, I have obtained my end. Yon see I have disabled myselfi like an elected Speaker of the 
House : yet like biTn I have xmdertaken the charge, and find the burden sufficiently recompensed by 
the honour. Be pleased to accept of these my unworthy labours, this paper monument ; and let bar 
pious memory, which I am sure is sacred to you, not only plead the pardon of my ma ny faulty hut 
gain me your protection, which is ambitiously sought by. 

My Lord, 

Your Lordship’s most obedient Servant, 

JOHK DEYDEN. 
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ELEONOEA/ 


As wHen some great and gracious monarch dies. 
Soft whispers first, and mournful murmurs rise 
Among the sad attendants ; then* the sound 
Soon gathers voice, and spreads the news around. 
Through town and country, till the dreadful blast 
Is blown to distant colonies at last , ® 

Who, then, perhaps, were offering vows in vain, 
For his long life, and for his happy reign : 

So slowly, by degrees, unwilhng fame 
Did matchless Eleonora’s fate proclaim, 

Till public as the loss the news became. 

The nation felt it in the extremest parts, 

With eyes o’erflowing, and with bleeding hearts; 
But most the poor, whom daily she supplied. 
Beginning to be such but when she died 
For, while she lived, they slept in peace by night. 
Secure of bread, as of returning hght ,* 

And with such firm dependence on the day. 

That need grew pamper’d, and forgot to pray : 

So sure the dole, so ready at their call, ^ 

They stood prepared to see the manna falL 
Such multitudes she fed, she clotlied, she nursed, 
That she hereelf might fear her wanting fii-st. 

Of her five talents, other five she made ; 

Heaven, that had largely gi ven, was largely paid : ^ 
And in few lives, in wondrous few, we find 
A fortune better fitted to the mind. 

Nor did her alms from ostentation fall, 

Or proud desire of praise ; the soul gave all : 
Unbrihed it gave , or, if a bnbe appear, 30 

No less than heaven; to heap huge treasures there. 

Want pass’d for merit at her open door : 
Heaven saw, ho safely might increase his poor. 
And trust their sustenance with her so well. 

As not to be at charge of miracle. ^ 

None could be needy, whom she saw, or knew; 
All in the compass of her sphere she drew : 

He, who could touch her garment, was as sure, 

As the first Christians of &e apostles’ cure. 

The distant heard, by fame, her pious deeds, ^ 
And laid her up for their extremest needs ; 

A future cordid for a fainting mind ; 

For, what was ne’er refused, all hoped to find, 
Ea(i in his turn : the rich might freely come. 

As to a friend , but to the poor, ’twas home. ^ 
As to some holy house the afiOicted came, 

The hunger-starved, the naked and the l^e ; 
Want and disecises fled before her name. 

For zeal like her’s her servants were too slow ; 

* It appears, from the dedication to the Earl of Ahingdon, 
that this poem was written at his Lordship’s own desire. 
The lady whom the poem affects to praise, was one of the 
coheiresses of Sir Henry Lee of Chicheley in Oxfordshire, 
and sister to the celebrated Mi*s. Anne Wharton, a lady 
eminent for her poetical gemus, whom Mr. Waller has 
celebrated in an elegant copy of verses. Dbbbick. 

The Earl is said to have given Dryden 600 guineas for 
this poem. Todd. 


She was the first, where need required, to go ; 
Herself the foundress and attendant too. 

Sure she had guests sometimes to entertain. 
Guests in disguise, of her great Master’s tram : 
Her Lord himself might come, for aught we know; 
Smee in a servant’s form he lived below ; ^ 

Beneath her roof he might be pleased to stay ; 

Or some benighted angel, in his way, 

Might ease his wmgs, and, seeing heaven appear 
In its best work of mercy, think it there, 

Where all the deeds of charity and love 
Were m as constant method, as above, 

All carried on ; all of a piece with theirs ; 

As fi^ee her alms, as diligent her cares , 

As loud her praises, and as warm her prayers 
Yet was she not profuse ; but feai*’d to waste. 
And wisely managed, that the stock might last ; 
That all might be supplied, and she not grieve, 
When crowds appear’d, she had not to rolievo ; 
Which to prevent, she still increased her store ; 
Laid up, and spared, that she might give tho more. 
So Pharaoh, or some greater kmg than he, 
Provided for the seventh necessity : 

Taught from above his magazines to frame ; 

That famine was prevented ere it came. 

Thus Heaven, though all-sufficient, shows a thrift 
In his economy, and bounds his gift : 

Creating, for our day, one single light ; 

And his reflection too supplies the night. 

Perhaps a thousand other worlds, that lie 
Eemote from us, and latent in the sky, so 

Are lighten’d by his beams, and kindly nursed ; 
Of which our earthly dimghill is the worst. 

Now, as all virtues keep the middle lino. 

Yet somewhat more to one extreme incline, 

Such was her soul ; abhorring avarice, ® 

Boimteous, but almost bounteous to a vice : 

Had she given more, it had profusion been, 

And turn’d the excess of goodness into sin. 

These virtues raised her fabric to the sky ; 

For that, which is next heaven, is chanty. s® 
But, as high turrets, for their airy steep, 

Eequire foundations, in proportion deep ; 

And lofty cedars as far upward shoot. 

As to the nether heavens they drive the root : 

So low did her secure foundation lie, 

She was not humble, but Humility. 

Scarcely she knew that she was great, or feir. 

Or wise, beyond what other women are, 

Or, which is better, knew, but never durst 
compare. 

For to be conscious of what all admire, lo® 

And not be vain, advances virtue higher. 

Ter. 59. tJiinJs it there, 

WTiet’e all the deeds &c ] 

So the original edition points the passage. Derrick places 
a colon after tha e. Todd. 
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But still slie found, or rather thought she found, 
Her own woiiih wanting, others’ to abound j 
Ascribed above their due to every one, 

Unjust and scanty to herself alone. 

Such her devotion was, as nught give rules 
Of speculation to disputing schools. 

And teach us equally the scales to hold 
Botwixt the twn extremes of hot and cold ; 

That pious heat may mod’rately prevail, 

And we be warm’d, but not be scorch’d with 
zeaL 

Business might shorten, not disturb, her 
prayer ; 

Heaven had the best, if not the greater share. 

An active life long orisons forbids ,* 

Yet still she pray’d, for still she pray’d by 
deeds. 

Her eveiy day was sabbath ; only free 
From hours of prayer, for hours of charity. 

Such as the Jews from servile toil released ; 
"WTiere works of mercy were sl part of rest ; 

Such as blest angels exercise above, 

Vaiied with sacred hymns and acts of love : 

Such sabbaths as that one she now enjoys 
E’en that perpetual one, which she employs, 

(For such vicissitudes in heaven there are) 

In praise alternate, and alternate prayer. 

AH this she practised here; titiat when she 
sprung 

Amidst the choirs, at the first sight she sung : 
Sung, and was sung herself in angels’ lays ; 

For, praising her, they did her Maker praise. 

All offices of heaven so weU she knew, 

Before she came, that nothing there was new : 
And she was so familiarly received, 

As one returning, not as one arrived. 

Muse, down again precipitate thy flight : 

For how can mortal eyes sustain immortal 
hght^ 135 

But as the sun in water we can bear. 

Yet not the sun, but his reflection there, 

So let us view her, here, in what she was. 

And take her image in this watery glass : 

Yet look not every lineament to see ; 

Some will be cast in shades, and some will be 
So lamely drawn, youTL scarcely know ’tis 
she. 

For where such various virtues we recite, 

’Tis like the milky-way, all over bright, 

But sown so thick vsith stars, ’tis undistinguish’d 
hght. ^■*5 

Her vu'tue, not her ^il^5ues, let us call ; 

For one heroic comprehends them all : 

One, as a constellation is but one. 

Though ’tis a tram of stars, that, rolling on. 

Rise m their turn, and in the zodiac run : 

Ever m motion ; now *tis Faith ascends, 

Now Hope, now Charity, that upward tends. 

And downwards with diffiisive good descends. 

As in perfumes composed with art and cost, 
’Tis hard to say what scent is uppermost ; ^ 

Nor this pai’t musk or civet can we call. 

Or amber, but a rich result of all ; 

So she was all a sweet, whose every part, 

In due proportion mix’d, proclaim’d the Maker’s 
art. 

Ver. 142. So lamely draum, you’ll scarcely Tmow, &c.3 
Derrick. The original edition reads, 

So lamely drawn, you scarcely know, &c. 

Todd. 


No single virtue we could most commend, 
Whether the wife, the mother, or the friend ; 

For she was all, in that supreme degree. 

That as no one prevail’d, so all was she. 

The seveml parts lay hidden in the piece ; 

The occasion but exerted that, or this. i®* 

A wife as tender, and as true withal. 

As the first woman was before her fall : 

Made for the man, of whom she was a part ; 

Made to attract his eyes, and keep his heart. 

A second Eve, but. by no crime accursed ; 

As beauteous, not as brittle as the first. 

Had she been first, still Paradise had been. 

And death had found no entrance by her sin. 

So she not only had preserved from iU 
Her sex and ours, but lived their pattern still. 

Love and obedience to her lord she bore ; 

She much obey’d him, but riie loved him more : 
Not awed to duty by superior sway, 

But taugbt by his indulgence to obey. 

Thus we love God, as author of our good ; ^ 

So subjects love just kings, or so they shou’d. 
Nor was it with ingratitude return’d ; 

In equal fires the blissful couple bum’d ; 

One joy possess’d them both, and in one grief 
they mourn’d. 

His passion still improved ; he loved so fast, ^^5 
As if he fear’d each day would be her last. 

Too true a prophet to foresee the fate 
That should so soon divide their happy state : 
When he to heaven entirely must restore 
That love, that heart, where he went halves 
before. ^ 

Yet as the soul is all in every part, 

So God and he might each have all her heart. 

So had her chilifren too; for Charity 
Was not more finitfuJ, or more kind than she : 
Each under other by d^prees they grew ; ^ 

A goodly perspective of distant view. 

Anchises look’d not with so pleased a face^ 

3h numbering o’er his future Roman race^ 

And marshalling the heroes of his name, 

As, in their order, next to light they came. ^ 
Nor Cyhele, with half so kind an eye. 

Survey’d her sons and daughters of the ^y ; 
Prou<^ shall I say, of her immortal fruit 1 
As far as pride with heavenly minds may suit 
Her pious love excell’d to all she bore ; ^ 

New objects only multiplied it more. 

And as the chosen found the pearly grain 
As much as every vessel could contain ; 

As in the blissful vision each shall share 
As much of glory as his soul can hear ; ^ 

So did she love, and so dispense her care. 

Her eldest thus, by consequence, was hest. 

As longer cultivated than the rest 
The babe had all that infant care begmlei^ 

And early knew his mother in her siml^ : 

But when dilated organs let m day 

To the young soul, and gave it room to play, 

At his first aptness, the maternal love 
Those rudiments of reason did improve : 

The tender age was pliant to command ; ** 

Like wax it yielded to the forming hand : 


Yer. ISO. 


-author of our good ; 


So subjects love gust or so they sltoifd.] 


The original edition here rightly prints, ftr the sake 
both of the eye and ear I snppos^ aAowd. Demck has 
should, Todd. 
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True to tlie artificer, the labour’d mind 
With ease was pious, generous, just, and kind : 
Soft for impression, from the first prepared, 

’Till virtue with long exercise grew hard : ^ 

With every act confirm’d, and made at last 
So durable as not to be effaced. 

It turn’d to habit ; and, from vices free, 

Goodness resolved into necessity. 

' Thus fix’d she virtue’s image, that ’s her own, 

’Till the whole mother in the children shone; 

For that was their perfection : she was such, 
They never could express her mind too much. 

So unexhausted her perfections were. 

That, for more cMdren, she had more to 
spare; ^ 

For souls unborn, whom her untimely death 
Deprived of bodies, and of mortal breath ; 

And (could they take the impressions of her 
mind) 

Enough still left to sanctify her kind. 

Then wonder not to see this soul extend 
The bounds, and seek some other self, a friend : 
As swelling seas to gentle rivers glide. 

To seek repose, and empty out the tide ; 

So this full soul, in narrow limits pent. 

Unable to contain her, sought a vent, 245 

To issue out, and in some friendly breast 
Discharge her treasures, and securely rest : 

To unbosom all the secrets of her heart. 

Take good advice, hut better to impart. 

For ’tis the hhss of friendship’s holy state, ^so 
To mix their minds, and to communicate; 
Though bodies cannot, souls can penetrate : 

Fix’d to her choice, inviolably true, 

And wisely choosing, for she chose but few. 

Some she must have ; but in no one could find ^ 
A tally fitted for so lai’ge a mind. 

The souls of friends like kmgs in progress are ; 
Still in their own, though from the palace far : 
Thus her fneud’s heai't her country dwelling 
was, 

A sweet retirement to a coarser place ; 

Where pomp and ceremonies enter’d not, 

AVhere greatness was shut out, and husmess well 
forgot. 

This is the imperfect draught; but short as 
far 

As the true height and bigness of a star 
Exceeds the measures of the astronomer. 205 
She shines above, we know ; but in what place. 
How near the throne, and Heaven’s imperial 
face, 

By our weak optics is but vainly guess’d ; 
Distance and altitude conceal the rest. 

Though ail these rare endowments of the 
mind 270 

Were in a narrow space of life confined, 

The figure was with full perfection crown’d ; 
Though not so large an orb, as truly round. 

As when in glory, through the public place, 
The spoils of conquer’d nations were to pass, 275 
And but one day for triumph was allow’d, 

Tiie consul was constram’d his pomp to crowd ; 
And so the swift procession hurried on, 

That all, though not distinctly, might be 
shown : 

So in the stmiten’d hounds of life confined 280 
She gave but glimpses of her glorious mmd : 

And multitudes of virtues psas’d along; 

Each pressing foremost in the mighty thiong, 


Ambitious to he seen, and then make room 
For greater multitudes that were to come. ^ 
Yet unemploy’d no minute slipp’d away; 
Moments were precious in so short a stay. 

The haste of Heaven to have her was so gi’eafc. 
That some were smgle acts, though each com- 
plete ; 

But every act stood ready to repeat. ^ 

Her fellow-saints with busy care will look 
For ber blest name in fate’s eternal book ; 

And, pleased to be outdone, with joy will see 
Humberless virtues, endless chanty : 

But more will wonder at so short an age, 

To find a blank beyond the thirtieth page : 

And with a pious fear begin to doubt 
The piece imperfect, and the rest tom out. 

But ’twas her Saviour’s time, and, could there 
be 

A copy near the original, ’twas she. 

As precious gums are not for lasting fire, 

They but perfume the temple, and expire : 

So was she soon exhaled, and vanish’d hence ; 

A short sweet odour, of a vast exponce. 

She vanish’d, we can scarcely say she died ; ^ 

For hut a now did heaven and earth divide : 

She pass’d serenely with a single breath; 

This moment perfect health, the next was 
death : 

One sigh did her eternal bliss assure ; 

So little penance needs, when souls are almost 
pui'e. 310 

As gentle dreams our waking thoughts pursue; 
Or, one dream pass’d, we slide into a new ; 

So close they follow, such wild order keep. 

We think ourselves awake, and are asleep ; 

So softly death succeeded life in hor : 3^3 

She did but dream of heaven, and was 
there. 

Ho pains she suffer’d, nor expired with noise ; 
Her soul was whisper’d out with God’s stil’ 
voice ; 

As an old fnend is beckon’d to a feast. 

And treated like a long-familiar guest 3? 

He took her as he found, but found her so, 

As one in houily readiness to go : 

E’en on that day, in all her trim prepared ; 

As early notice she from heaven had hoard. 

And some descending courier from above 325 
Had given her timely warning to remove ; 

Or counseU’d her to di’ess the nuptial room, 

For on that night the bridegroom Wfis to come. 
He kept his honi’, and found her where she lay 
Clothed all in white, the hvery of the day • 33o 

Scai’ce had she sinn’d in thought, or word, or 
act; 

Unless omissions were to pass for fact : 

That hardly death a consequence could draw, 

To make her liable to nature’s law. 

And, that she died, we only have to show 
The mortal part of her she left below : 

The rest, so smooth, so suddenly she went. 
Look’d like translation through the firmament. 
Or, like the fiery car on the third errand sent. 

0 happy soul ! if thou const view from high, 340 
Wlier© thou art all intelligence, aE eye, 


Ver. 325. des^endinff courier.] The orlffiual editiot. 

hy a laughable error of the press — descending courier. 
Toni). 

Ver. 841. Wkfre fhm art aU inUMgmee., all eye,] "ntydei 
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• If looking up to God, or down to us, 

Thou find’st that any way be pervious, 

Survey the ruins of thy house, and see 

Thy widow’d, and thy orphan family : ^ 

Look on thy tender pledges left behind ; 

And, if thou canst a vacant mmute find 
From heavenly joys, that interval afford 
To thy sad children, and thy mourning lord. 

See how they grieve, mistaken in their love, 

And shed a beam of comfort from above ; 

Give them, as much as mortal eyes can bear, 

A tzunsiont view of thy full glories there ; 

That they with moderate sorrow may sustain 
And mollify their losses in thy gain. ^ 

Or else divide the giief; for such thou wert. 

That should not all relations bear a part, 

It were enough to break a single heart 
Let this suffice : nor thou, great saint, refuse 
This humble tribute of no vulgar muse : 

Who, not by cai’es, or wants, or age depress’d. 
Stems a wild deluge with a dauntless breast ; 

And dai'es to sing thy praises in a clime 
Where vice triumphs, and virtue is a ciime ; 
Where e’en to draw the picture of thy mind, ^ 
Is satire on the most of human kind : 

Take it, while yet ’tis praise ; before my rage, 
Unsafely j'ust, break loose on this bad age; 

So bad, that thou thyself hadst no defence 
From vice, but barely by departing hence. 

Be what, and where thou art: to wish thy 
place. 

Were, in the best, presumption more than grace. 
Thy relics (such thy works of mercy are) 

Have, in this poem, been my holy care. 

As earth thy body keeps, thy sotd the sky, ^ 
So shall this verse preserve thy memory ; 

For thou shalt make it live, because it sings of 
thee. 


ON 

THE DEATH OF AMYNTAS. 

A PASTOEAL ELEGY. 


*Twas on a j'oyless and a gloomy mom. 

Wet was the grass, and hung with pearls the 
thorn; 

When Damon, who design’d to pass the day 
With hounds and boms, and chase the flying 
prey, 

Eose early from his bed ; but soon he found ® 
The welkin pitch’d with sullen clouds around. 
An eastern wind, and dew upon the ground. 

Thus while he stood, and sighmg did survey 
The fields, and curs^ the ill omens of the day. 
He saw Menaleas come with heavy pace ; 

Wet were his eyes, and cheerless was his face : 

perhaps had in memorj his master’s description of spirits, 
Par. Lost, B. vL 360. 

" All heart they live, all head, all eye, all ear, 

All intellect, all sense Todd. 

Ver. 377. Jbr thou sTialt malel Our author OTfned he did 
not know the person on whom he wrote this long panegyric. 
TMs must he his excuse for the coldness and insipidity of 
the piece. Dr. J. WAaTos. 


He wrung his hands, distracted with his care, 
And sent his voice before hiTn from afar. 

Return, he cried, return, unhappy swain. 

The spongy clouds are fiU’d with gathering rain ; 
The promise of the day not only cross’d, 

But e’en the spring, the spring itself is lost. 
Amyntas — oh ! — ^he could not speak the rest, 

Nor needed, for presaging Damon guess’d. 

Equal with Heaven young Damon loved the boy, 
The boast of Nature, both his parents’ joy, ^ 
His gracefiil form revolving in his mind ; 

So great a genius, and a soul so kind. 

Gave sad assurance that his fears were true ; 

Too well the envy of the gods he knew : 25 

For when their gifts too lavishly are pliied, 

Soon they repent, and will not make them last 
For sure it was too bountiful a dole. 

The mother’s features, and the father’s souL 
Then thus he cried ; The mom b^poke the 
news : ^ 

The morning did her cheerful light difEuse : 

But see how suddenly she changed her flice, 

And brought on clouds and rain, the daj^s dis- 
grace; 

Just such, Amyntas, was thy promised race. 

What charms adorn’d thy youth, where Nature 
smiled, 35 

And more than man was given us in a child 1 
Bis infimcy was ripe : a soul sublime 
In years so tender that prevented time : 

Heaven gave him all at once ; then snatch’d away. 
Ere mortals all his beauties could survey : 

Just like the flower that buds and witiiers in a 
day. 

MENALCAS. 

The mother, lovely, though with grief oppress’d 
Reclined his dying head upon her breast. 

The moumftil jamily stood aU around ; 

One groan was hear^ one universal sound : ^ 

All were in floods of tears and endless sorrow 
drowm'd. 

So dire a sadness sat on every look, 

E’en Death repented he had given the stroke. 

He grieved his fetal work had been ordain’d. 

But promised length of life to those who yet 
remain’d. ^ 

The mother’s and her eldest daughter’s grace. 

It seems, had bribed him to prolong their space. 
The father bore it with undaunted soul. 

Like one who durst his destiny control : 

Yet with becoming grief he bore his part, ** 

Resign’d his son, but not resign’d his heark 
Patient as Job ; and may he live to sect, 

Like him, a new increasing family J 

DAMON. 

Such is my wish, and such my prophecy, 

For yet, my friend, the beauteous mould re- 
mains ; * 

Long may she exercise her fruitful pains I 
But. ah ! with better hap, and bring a race 
ilore lasting, and endued with equal grace I 
Equal she may, but farther none can go : 

For he was all that was exact below. • 

MENALCAS. 

Damon, behold yon breaking purple dond ; 
Hear’st thou not hymns and songs divindy loud ! 
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There mounts Amyntas ; the young cheruhs play 
About their godlike mate, and sing him on his 
way. 

Ho cleaves the liquid air, behold, he flies, 7 o 
And every moment gains upon the skies. 

The new-come guest admires the ethereal state, 
The sapphire portal, and the golden gate ; 

And now admitted in the shining throng, 

He shows the passport which he brought along. ^ 
His passport is his innocence and grace, 

Well known to all the natives of the place. 

How sing, ye joyful angels, and admire 
Tour brother’s voice tibiat comes to mend your 
quire : 

Sing you, while endless tears our eyes bestow ; 
For like Amyntas none is left below. 


ON THE DEATH OF 

A YERY YOUNG GENTLEMAN. • 


He who could view the hook of destiny, 

And read whatever there was writ of thee, 

0 charming youth, in the first opening page. 

So many ginces in so green an age, 

Such wit, such modesty, such strength of mind, ® 
A soul at once so manly, and so kind ; 

Would wonder, when he turn’d the volume o’er, 
And after some few leaves should find no more, 
Nought but a blank remain, a dead void space, 

A step of life that promised such a race. 

We must not, dare not think, that Heaven began 
A child, and could not finish him a mnu ; 
Reflecting what a mighty store was laid 
Of rich maten'als, and a model made : 

The cost already furmsh’d ,* so bestow’d, 

As more was never to one soul allow’d ; 

Yet after this profusion spent in vain, 

Nothing but mouldering ashes to remain, 

1 guess not, lest I split upon the shelf. 

Yet durst I guess. Heaven kept it for himself; ^ 
And giving us the use, did soon recal, 

Ere we cotdd spare, the mighty principal 
Thus then he disappear’d, was rarified ; 

For ’tis improper speech to say he died : 

He was exhaled ; his great Creator drew ^ 
His spirit, as the sun the mommg dew. 

’Tis sm produces death ; and he had non^ 

But the taint Adam left on every son. 

He added not, he was so pure, so good, 

’Twas but the original forfeit of his blood : * 

And that so little, that the river ran 
More clear than the corrupted foimt began. 
Nothing remain’d of the first muddy clay; 

The lei^h of course had wash’d it in the way : 

So deep, and yet so clear, we might behold ^ 
The gravel bottom, and that bottom gold. 

As such we loved, admixed, almost adored, 

Gave all the tribute mortals could afford. 

Perhaps we gave so much, the powers above 
Grew angry at our superstitious love : ^ 

Ver, 81. Jbr Wet Amgnta^ This pastoral is very tui- 
worthy of our author. Dr. J. Wabtok. 


For when we more than human homage pay, 

The charming cause is justly snatch’d away. 

Thus was the crime not his, but ours alone ; 
And yet we murmur that he went so soon ; 
Though mimcles are short and rarely shown. ^ 
Learn then, ye mournful parents, and divide 
That love in many, which in one was tied. 

That individual blessing is no more. 

But multiplied in your remaining store. 

The flame’s dispersed, but does not all expire; 
The sparkles blaze, though not the globe of 
fire. 

Love him by parts, in all your numerous race, 
And from those parts form one collected gmee ; 
Then, when you have refined to that degree. 
Imagine all in one, and think that one is he. 


UPON 

YOUNG MR, ROGERS, 

OP OLOUCESTBBSHniB. 


Of gentle blood, Iiis pai'enfcs’ only treasure, 

Their lasting sorrow, and their vamsh’d pleasure, 
Adorn’d with features, virtues, wit, and gi*ace, 

A laige provision for so short a race ; 

More moderate gifts might have prolong’d his 
date, * 

Too early fitted for a bettor state ; 

But, knowing heaven his home, to shun delay, 

He leap’d o’er age, and took the shortest way. 


ON 

THE DEATH OF MR. PURCELL. 

SET TO MUSIC BT UB. BLOW 


Maek how the lark and linnet sing; 

With rival notes 

They strain their warblmg throats. 

To welcome in the spring. 

But in the close of night, * 

When Philomel begins her heavenly lay, 

They cease tiheir mutual spite. 

Drink m her music with delight. 

And, list’mng, silently obey. 

n. 

So ceased the rival crew, when Purcell came ; “ 
They sung no more, or only sung his fame : 
Struck dumb, they all admired the godlike man : 
The godhke man, 

Alas ! too soon retired, 

As he too late began. ^ 

We beg not hell our Orpheus to restore : 

Had he been there, 

Then’ sovereign’s fear 
Had sent him back before. 

The power of harmony too well they knew : ** 

He long ere this had tuned their janing sphere. 
And left no hell below. 
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The heavenly choir, who heard his notes from 
high, 

Let down the scale of music from the sky : 

They handed him along, . 25 

And aU the way he taught, and all the way they 
sung. 

Ye brethren of the lyre, and tuneful voice, 
Lament his lot ; but at your own rejoice : 

Uow live secure, and linger out youi* days ,* 

The gods are pleased alone with Purcell's lays, ^ 
Nor know to mend their choice. 


EPITAPH ON 


THE LADY WHITMORE. 


MR. MILTON’S PICTURE, 

BEFOEB HIS PAEADISE LOST. 


Three Poets in three distant ages bom, 
Greece, Italy, and England, did adom. 

The first in loftiness of thought surpass’d ; 
The next in majesiy ; in both the last. 

The force of nature could no fiirthei* go ; 

To make a third, she join’d the fonner two. 


Fair, kind, and true, a treasure each alone, 

A a mistress, and a fidend in one, 

Rest in this tomb, raised at thy husband’s cost, 
Here sadly summing, what he had, and lost. 

Come, virgins, ere in ecjual bands ye join, ** 
Come first, and offer at her sacred shrine ; 

Pray but for half the virtues of this wife, 
Compound for all the rest, with longer Hfe; 

And wish your vows, like hers, may be return’d, 
So loved when li\Tng, and when dead so mourn’d. ^ 


ON THE MONUMENT OF 

A FAIR MAIDEN LADY, 


WHO DIED AT BATH, iL^^) IS THERE DITEBBED.* 


Below this marble monument is laid 
All that heaven wants of this celestial maid. 
R’eserve, 0 sacred tomb, thy trust consign’d ,* 
The mould was made on purpose for the mind : 


EPITAPH ON 

SIR PALMES FAIRBONE’S TOMB 

IK WESTMIKSTEE-ABBBT. 

Sacred to the immortal memory of Sir Palmes Pairhoue^ Knight, 
Governor of Tanner, in execution of which command, he -vias 
mortally woonded by a shot from the Hoors, then besieging the 
town, m the 7^ o[ bis age. October S4^ 1680 


Ye sacred relics, which your marble keep. 

Here, undisturb'd by war^ iu quiet sleep ; 
Discbaige the trust, which, when it was below, 
Fairbone’s undaunted soul did undergo, 

And be the town’s Palladium from the foe. ^ 
Alive and dead these walls he will defend: 

Great actions great examples must attend. 

The Candian siege his early valour knew, 

\Miere Turkish blood did his young hands im- 
brue. 

From thence returning with deserved applause. 
Against the Mooi*s his well-flesh’d sword he 
draws; 

The same the courage, and the same the cause. 
His youth and age, his life and death, combine, 
As in some great and r^ular design, 

AU of a piece throughout, and all divine. ^ 
StiU nearer heaven his virtues shone more bright, 
Like rising flames expanding in their height ; 

The martyr’s glory crown’d the soldier’s fight 
Moi*e bravely Briti^ general never fell. 

Nor general’s death was e’er revenged so weU ; ^ 
! Which his pleased eyes beheld before their close, 
FoUow’d by thousand victims of his foes. 

To his lamented loss for tune to come 
His pious widow consecrates this tomb. 


Yer. 1. Thr«e If any other proof was wanting of 
the high respect and veneration which our poet entertained 
of the snpenor genius of Milton, these six nervons lines 
will for ever remain as a strong and indisputable testimony. 
They are a confirmation of an anecdote communicatid bj- 
Eidianison, that the Earl of Dorset, having sent the 
Paradise Lost to Dryden, when he returned tl:e book, he 
said, “This man cuts ns all ont, and the ancients too.” 

I cannot therefore be induced to think that Dryden himself 
I would have been pleased with the preference Jolinson 
; endeavours to give him to Milton, especially after sayiug 
(in express contradiction to Addison) that Milton wrote no 
language, but formed a Babylonish dialect, harsh and har- 
barous. He adds, that with respect to English poetry, 
Dryden 

“ Lateritiam invenit, marmoream reliquit” 

Milton most assuredly did not build his lofty rhyme with 
coarse and perishable brick, but with the most costly and 
durable porphyry; norwould Dryden have thanked Johnson ‘ 
for saying in another place that ** From hts co/iiemporanea 
he vtas ui no danger; tliat he stood in the highest place ; and 
that there was 7u> name above TiU ovmj* 

The genins of Milton is nnivcrsally allowed ; but I am 
of opinion that his taste and judgment were equally ex- 
cellent : witness the majesty with which he has drawn the 
figure of Satan, so difteient ftom what his favourite Dante 
had done who was so likely to dazzle and mislead him, 
and who has so strangely mixed the grotes*iue with the ' 
great Sata^ says Dante in the Inferno, had a vast and i 
most gigantic appt'ararce ; he stood up tr> his middle in ice, * 
eagerly trying to disentangle himself, and for that purpose 
violently flapping his huge leathern wings. He has three 
diderent faces, a hvid, a black, and a scarlet one. He has 
six blood-shot eyes; three mouths that pour forth torrents 
of blood ; and in each mouth he holds a sinner. This is 
not, like Milton’s, the figure of an archangel fallen. The 
Satan in the Davideis disgraces Cowley. Dr. J. Wabtox. 

• This lady is interred in the Abbey-church. The epi- 
taph is on a white marble stone fixed iu the wall, together 
with this inscription: “Here lies the body of Maiy, third 
daughter of Richard Frampton of Moreton in Dorsetshire, 
Esq., and of Jane his wife, sole daughter of Sir Francis 
Coffington of Foimthill in Wilts who was bom January 1, 
1676, and died after seven weeks illness on the 6th of Sep- 
tember, 1698. 

“ This monument was erected by Catharine Frampton, 
her second sister and executrix, in testimony of her 
affection, and gTatitude.” Dbekick, 
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And she woiild lose, if, at the latter day, * 

One atom could be mix’d of other clay. 

Such were the features of her heavenly fiice, 

Her limbs were form’d with such harmonious 
grace; 

So faultless was the hume, as if the whole 
Had been an emanation of the soul ; 

Which her own inward symmetry reveal’d ; 

And like a picture shone, in glass anneal’d. 

Or like the sun eclipsed, with shaded light ; 

Too piercmg, else, to be sustain’d by sight. 

Each thought was visible that roll’d withm : 

As through a crystal case the figured hours are 
seen. 

And Heaven did this transparent veil provide, 
Because she had no guilty thought to hide. 

All white, a virgin-saint, she sought the skies : 
For marnage, though it sullies not, it dyes. 

High though her wit, yet humble was her mind ; 
As if she could not, or she would not find 
How much her worth transcended all her kind. 
Yet she had leain’d so much of heaven below, 
Thai^ when arrived, she scarce had more to 
know; 26 

But only to refresh the former hint ; 

And read her Maker in a fairer print. 

So pious, as she had no time to spare 
For human thoughts, but was confined to prayer. 
Yet in such chanties she pass’d the day, so 

*Twas wondrous how she found an hour to pray. 
A boul BO calm, it knew not ebbs or fiows, 

■\^Tnoh passion could but curl, not discompose. 

A female softness, with a manly mind ; 

A daughter duteous, and a sister kind : 

In sickness patient, and in death resign’d. 


EPITAPH ON 

MBS. MARGARET PASTON, 

or BUENINGHAM IN NORFOLK. 


So fair, so young, so innocent, so S'weet 
So ripe a judgment, and so rare a wit. 


Eequire at least an age in one to meet. 

In her they met ; but long they could not stay, 
’Twas gold too fine to mix ivithout allay. 
Heaven’s image was in her so well express’d, 
Her very sight upbraided all the rest ; 

Too justly ravish’d from an ^e hke this. 

Now she is gone, the world is of a piece. 


ON THE MONUMENT 

OF TEB 

MARQUIS OP WINCHESTER. 


He who in impious times undaunted stood, 

And ’midst rebellion durst he just and good : 
Whose arms asserted, and whose sufferings more 
Confirm’d the cause for which he fought before, 
Eests here, rewarded by an heavenly piiuce ; ® 

For what his earthly could not recompense. 

Pray, reader, that such times no more appear : 

Or, if they happen, learn true honoui* here. 

Aisk of this age’s faith and loyalty, 

Which to preserve them, Heaven confined in 
thee. 

Few subjects could a king like thine deserv^e ; 
And fewer such a kmg so well could serve. 

Blest king, blest subject, whose exalted state 
By suffenngs rose, and gave the law to fate. 

Such souls are rare, but mighty patterns given 
To earth, and meant for ornaments to heaven. 

Ver 1. J2e who tn iviptous] He was a nobleman of gi’eat 
spirit and intiepidity, who withstood, in his magtnticeiit 
castle of Basing in Hampshire, an obstinate siege of two 
yeais against Qie lebels, who levelled it to the ground, 
because in every window was written Aj/7nc/ LoyauU. lio 
died in 1674, and was buried in tbo chuich of Engleheld in 
Berkshire, where his monument with this epitaph siiH 
remains. It is lemarkahlo that Milton wrote a beautiful 
epitaph on the Marchioness his lady. It was the singular 
lot, both of husband and wife, to have received the honour 
of ijetng celebrated by two such poets. Ur. J. Wabi'On. 



SOKGS. 


SONGS, ODES, AND A MASQUE. 


THE FAIR STRANGER:^ 


Happy and free, seciirely blest, 

No beauty could disturb my rest ; 
My amorous heart was in despair, 
To find a new victorious fair. 


Till you descending on our plains, ® 

With foreign force renew my chains ; 

Where now you rule without control 
The mighty sovereign of my souL 

III. 

Your smiles have more of conquering charms, 
Than aU your native country arms : 

Their troops we can expel with ease, 

Who vanquish only when we please. 


But in your eyes, oh * there’s the spell, 

■V\’ho can see them, and not rebels 

You make us captives by your stay, ** 

Yet kill us if you go away. | 


Protect us, mighty Providence, 

What would these madmen havel 
Plrst, they would bribe us without penc^ 
Deceive us without common sense. 

And without power enslave. ^ 

Shall free-born men, in humble awe, 

Submit to servile shame ; 

Who from consent and custom draw 
The same right to be ruled by law. 

Which kings pretend to rdgn 1 ** 

The duke shall wield his conquering sword. 
The chancellor make a speech. 

The king shall pass his honest word. 

The pawn’d revenue sums afibrd. 

And then, come kiss my breech. ^ 

So have I seen a king on chess 

(His rooks and knights withdrawn, 

His queen and bishops in distress) 

Shifting about, grow less and less. 

With here and there a pawn. * 


A SONG 

FOR ST, CECILIA’S DAT, 1687. 


THE YOUNG STATESMEN- 


Clarendon had law and sense, 

Clifford was fierce and brave ; 

Bennet’s grave look was a pretence. 

And Danby’s matchless impudence 

Help’d to support the knave. * 

But Sunderland, GkKlolphin, Lory, 

These will appear such chits in story, 

’Twill turn all politics to jest^ 

To be repeated like John Dory, 

When fiddlers sing at fea^ “ 

• This song is a compliment to the Dnchess of Portsmonth 
on her first coming to England. Desbice. 

Ver. 6. JSut Sunderland,] This nobleman had certainly 
great and various abilities, with a complete versatility of 
genius, and a most Insinuating address; but he was 
totally void of all principles, moral or religious, and a much 
more abandoned character than Shaftesbury, whom it is so 
common to calumniate. He certainly urged James II. to 


Erom harmony, from heavenly harmony 
This universal frame began : 

When nature underneath a heap 
Of jarring atoms lay. 

And could not heave her head, • 

The tuneful voice was heard from Hgh, 

Arise, ye more than dead. 

Then cold, and hot, and moist, and dry. 

In order to their stations leap, 

And Music’s power obey. “ 

pursue arbitrary and illegal measures, that he intended 
should be his ruin, and betrayed him to the Prince of 
Orange. The Ahbd de Longuerue relates, that Dr. Massey, 
of Christ Church, assured him, he once received an order 
&om King James to ex^l twenty-four students of that 
college in Oxford, if they did not embrace popery. Massey, 
astomshed at the order, was advised by a friend to go to 
London, and show it to the king, who assured him he had 
never given such an order, and commended Massey for not 
having obeyed it; yet still this infatuated monai^ conti- 
nued to trust Sunderland. Dr. J, Wabtox. 

Ver. 1. JVom harmony,] The picture of Jnhal in the 
second stanza is finely imagined ; hut this Ode is lost in 
the lustre of the subsequent one upon this sul^ecL Dr. J. 
TVabton. 

M 2 
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From harmony, from heavenly harmony 
This nniversal frame began ; 

From harmony to harmony 
Through all the compass of the notes it ran, 
The diapason closing full in Man. 


So when the last and dreadful hour 
This crumbling pageant shall devour, 
The trumpet shall be heard on high, 
The dead shall live, the living die. 
And Music shall untune the sky. 


What passion cannot Music raise and quell ** 
When Jubal struck the chorded shell, 

His listening brethren stood around, 

And, wondering, on their faces fell 
To worship that celestial sound ^ 

Less than a God they thought there could not 
dwell 

Within the hollow of that shell. 

That spoke so sweetly and so well. 

What passion cannot Music raise and queU 

III. 

The trumpet’s loud clangor 
Excites us to arms. 

With shrill notes of anger, 

And mortal alarms. 

The double double double beat 
Of the thundering drum 
Cries, hark ! the foes come ; 

Charge, charge, 'tis too late to retreat. 

IV. 

The soft complaining flute 
Ih dymg notes discovers 
The woes of hopeless lovers, ^ 

Whose dirge is whisper’d by the warbling lute. 


SONG. 

rAEEWELL, PAIR ARMIDA.* 

♦ 

Farewell, fair Armida^ my joy and my grief, 

In vain I have loved you, and hope no relief; 
Undone by your virtue, too stiict and severe, 
Your eyes gave me love, and you gave me de- 
spair: 

JN'ow call’d by my honour, I seek with content 
The fate which in pity you would not prevent : 
To languish in love, were to find by delay 
A death that ’s more welcome the speediest way. 

On seas and in battles, in bullets and fire. 

The danger is less than in hopeless desire ; 

My death’s wound' you give, though far off I beai* 
My fall from your sight — ^not to cost you a tear : 
But if the kind flood on a wave should convey 
And under your window my body should lay, 
The wound on my breast when you happen to 
see, “ 

You’ll say with a sigh — it was given by me. 


Sharp violins proclaim 
Their jealous pangs, and desperation, 
Fuiy, ftmitic indignation, 

Depth of pains, and height of passion, 
For the fair, disdainful, dome. 


But oh ! what art can teach, 

What human voice can reach. 
The sacred oigan’s praise 
Notes inspirmg holy love, 

Notes that wing their heavenly ways 
To mend the choirs above. 


Orpheus could lead the sav^e race ; 

And trees uprooted left their place, 
Sequacious of the lyre : 

But bright Cecilia raised the wonder higher : 
When to her oigan vocal breath was given. 
An angel heard, and straight appear’d 
Mistaking earth for heaven 

GRAND CHORUS. 

As fipom 'the power of sacred lays 
The spheres began to move. 

And sung the great Creator’s praise 
To all the bless’d above ; 


Ver. 37. Sharp violins] It is a judicious remark of 
Mr. Mason, that Dryden with propriety gives this epithet 
to the instrument; because, in the poet’s time, they conld 
not have arrived at that delicacy of tone, even in the hands 
of the best masters, which they now have in those of an 
inferior kind. See Essays m English Church Mustek, by 
the Rev. W. Mason, M.A., Precentor of York, 12mo. 1795, 
p. 218. Todd 


THE LADrS SONG. 


A CHOIR of bright beauties in spring did appear. 
To choose a May-lady to govern the year ; 

• This song, written on the death of Captain Dighy, has 
been given hy Mr Malone in his Life of Diyden, on 
account, he says, of its “not having been proscivod in 
Drydon’s works, and being found cntiie only in a senree 
Miscellany, viz , Covent Garden Dinllery.” I must, how- 
ever, ohscive, that the Song is printed entire in New Court- 
Songs and Poenis, by R. V. Gent 8vo. 1672, p. 78. In this 
collection the second line runs thus 

“ In vain I have loved you, artAfind no relief.” 

The sixth, 

“ A fate which in pity,” &c. 

The twelfth, 

“ My fate flora your sight,” &c. 

An answer from Ainuda, as she is called, follows the 
Song in this collection; but it is noiwoith citing. Tlio 
ridiculous parody on this Song in the REnKARSAL is too w ell 
known to require copying here. But the following ludi- 
crous stanza, which I have seen in MS. and which is a 
coeval parody on Dryden’s Song to Annida, deserves to he 
cited 

“ Or if the king please that I may, at his charge, 

Just under your window be brought lu a barge; 

Nay, ’twill be enough, as I died a biave fighter, 

If hut to your window I come m a lightei ; 

Or, rather than failo to shew my love fuller, 

I would he content to anive in a sculler ; 

But if me these favours niy fate hath deny’d, 

I hope to come floating up with a spring tyde ” 

Annida is said to have been the beautiful Francos Stuart, 
wife of Charles, Duke of Richmond. Captain Digby was 
killed at sea in the engagement between the English and 
Dutch fleet, off Southwold Bay, in 1672. Todd. 




SONGS. 


All the nymphs were in white, and the shepherds 
in green; 

The garland was given, and Phillis was queen : 
But Phillis refused it, and sighmg did say, s 
I ’ll not wear a garland while Pan is away. 


While Pan and fair Syrinx are fled from our shore. 
The Graces are banish’d, and Love is no more : 
The soft god of pleasui*e, that warm’d our desires. 
Has broken his bow, and extinguish’d his fires : 
And vo^vs that himself and his mother, vrill 
mourn, 

’Till Pan and fair Syrinx in triumph retum. 


That treasui'e, that treasure alone, 
I beg for my own. 

Your love let me crave ; 

Give me in possessmg 
So matchless a blessmg ; 

That empire is all I would have: 
Love’s my petition, 

All my ambition; 

If e’er you discover 
So faithful a lover, 

So real a flame, 

I’ll die, I’U die, 

So give up my game. 


Forbear your addresses, and court us no more. 
For we 1^1 peiform what the deity swore : 

But if you dare think of deserving our charms, 
Away with your sheephooks, and take to your 
arms ; 

Then laurels and mjrrtles your brows shall adom^ 
When Pan, and his son, and Mr Syrinx, return. 


A som. 


A SONG. 


Go tell Amynta> gentle swain, 

I would not die, nor dare complain : 

Thy tuneful voice with numbers join. 
Thy words will more prevail than mine. 
To souls oppress’d, and dumb with grie^ 
The gods ordain t^ kmd relief; 

That music should in sounds convey, 
"What dying lovers dare not say. 


Fair, sweet, and young, receive a prise 
Reserved for your victorious eyes : 

From crowds, whom at your feet you see, 
Oh pity, and distinguish me I 
As I from thousand beauties more 
Distinguish you, and only you adore. 


A sigh or tear, perhaps, sheTl giv^ 

But love on pity cannot live. 

Tell her that hearts for hearts were mad^ 
And love with love is only paid. 

Tell her my pains so fast increase 
That soon they will be past redr ^ ; 

But ah 1 the wretch, that speechless lie^ 
Attends but death to close his eyes. 


Your face for conquest was design’d, 

Your every motion charms my mind ; 

Angels, when you your silence break. 

Forget their hymns, to hear you speic ; 

But when at once they hear and view, 

Are loth to mount, and long to stay with you. 


A SONG. 


TO A FACE YOUNG LADY, GOINQ OUT OF THE TOWJl 
me THE SPSING. 


No graces can your form improve 
But all are lost, unless you love ; 
While that sweet passion you disdain. 
Your veil and beauty are in vain ; 

In pity then prevent my fate, 

For after dying all reprieve ’s too late. 


Agy not the cause, why sullen Spring 
So long delays her flowers to bear ; ^ 
Why warbling birds forget to sm^ 
And winter storms invert the year ; 
Chloris is gone, and fiite provides^ 

To make it Spring, where she resides. 


A SONG, 


High state and honours to others impart, 
But give me your heart ; 

That treasure, Hiat treasure alon^ 

I beg for my own. 

So gentle a love, so fervent a fire. 

My soul does inspire ; 


Chloris is gone, the cruel Mr ; 

She cast not back a pitying eye : 

But left her lover in despair, 

To sigh, to languish, and to die ; 

Ahj how can those Mr eyes endure 
To give the wounds they will not cure I 


Great god of love, why hast thou made 
A face that can aH hearts command. 
That all religions can invade. 

And change the laws of every land? 
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AN ODE ON ST. CECILIA'S DAV'. 


Wliere thou hadst placed sucIl power before^ 
Thou diouldst have made ber mercy more. 


Wben Cbloris to the temple comes, 
Adoring crowds before her fall ; 
She can restore the dead from tombs|, 
And every life but mine recal, 

I only am by Love design’d 
To be the victim for mankind. 


The listening crowd admire the lofty sonnd, 
A present deity they shout around : 

A present deity the vaulted roofs rebound ; 
With ravish’d ears 
The monarch hears. 

Assumes the god, 

Affects to nod, 

And seems to shake the spheres. 


With ravish’d ears 
The monarch hears. 
Assumes the god. 

Affects to nod, 

And seems to shake the spheres. 


ALEXANDER’S FEAST ; 

OK, THE POWER OP MUSIC: 

AS ODB nr HONOTJE OV ST. OEOILIA’s DAT. 


’Twas at the royal feast, for Persia won 
By Philip’s warlike son : 

Aloft in awful state 
The godhke hero sate 
On his imperial throne : * 

His valiant peers were placed around ; 

Their brows with roses and with myrtles bound ; 
(So should desert in arms be crown’d.) 

The lovely Thais, by his side, 

Sate like a blooming Eastern bride 
In flower of youth and beauty^s pride. 

Happy, happy, happy pair ! 

None but the brave. 

None but the brave, 

None but the brave deserves the fair. 


The praise of Bacchus then the sweet musician' 
sung, 

Of Bacchus ever fair and ever young : 

The jolly god in triumph comes ; 

Sound the trumpets ; beat the drums ; 
Flush’d with a purple grace 
He shows his honest face : 

Now give the hautboys breath; he comes, he 
comes. 

Bacchus, ever fair and young, 

Drinking joys did first ordain; “ 

Bacchus’ blessings are a treasure. 

Drinking is the soldier’s pleasure : 

Rich the treasure, 

Sweet the pleasure. 

Sweet is pleasure after pain. ® 


Bacchus’ blessings are a treasure. 
Drinking is the soldier’s pleasure : 
Rich the treasure. 

Sweet the pleasui'e. 

Sweet IS pleasure after pain. 


Happy, happy, happy pair 1 
None but the brave. 

None but the brave, 

None but the brave deserves the ftir. 


Timotheus, placed on high 20 

Amid the tuneful quire, 

With flying fingers touch’d the lyre : 

The trembling notes ascend the sky, 

And heavenly joys inspire. 

The song began from Jove, 2 S 

Who left his blissful seats above, 

(Such is the power of mighty love.) 

A. (fragon’s fiery form belied the god ; 

Sublime on radiant spires he rode. 

When he to fair Olympia press’d : 3° 

And while he sought her snowy breast : 
Then, round her slender waist he curl’d. 

And stamp’d an image of himself a sovereign of 
the world. 


Ver 20. Dr. Bumey bas given a learned, full, and en- 
tertaining account of Timotheus, the musician, in his first 
volume of his History of Music, p. 406. Mr. Jackson, 
whose taste and feeling on the sulgect of music must he 
allowed to be just and exquisite, censures Dryden for 
extending the powers of music over the passions, and 
aflanns that pleasure only can be excited. Dr. J. Wartoh . 


I Soothed with the soimd the king gi-ew vain; 
Fought all his battles o’er again ; 

And thrice he routed all his foes; and thrice he 
slew the slain. 

The master saw the madness rise ; 

Hjs glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes ; 7o 


Ver. 66. Bacchus' Hessings are a treasure^ 

Mich the treasure, 

Sweet the pleasure, 

Sweet IS pleasure after pain^ 

“I know not how, but martial men are given to love; 
I think It 13, but as they tiro given to wine ; for penis 
commonly ask to be paid with pleasure.” — Bacon. John 
Waeton. 

Ver. 66. Snidas, tom. ii. p. 713, mentions the Orthian 
style in music, in which Timotheus is said to have played 
to .'lexander; and one Antigenides inflamed this pnnee 
still more by stiiking into what were called Hannatian 
measures. See Plutarch de Fortuna Alexaud. II. Orat , 
and Suidas in the word St^fMtrucs, a strain usually played 
in the theatres when Hector was dragged at the chariot 
wheels, i<p' &^fsetros. Q. Curtins, lib. r. 67, gives a minute 
description of the burning the palace at Persepolis, when 
Alexander was attended by Thais. But it does not appear 
in the accurate Amau, lib. iii. cap. 18, that Thais had any 
share in this transaction. Arnan, but moie so Aristobulus, 
endeavoured to exculpate Alexander from the charge of 
frequent ebriety ; but from a fragment of Menander, pre- 
served in the curious repository of anecdotes, Atlienseus, 
lib. X. p. 434, IV xsiKcixt, he plainly mentions the drunkenness 
of Alexander as proverbial. Dr, J. Wamon. 
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And, while he heaven and eai-th defied, 
Changed his hand, and check’d Ins pride. 
He chose a mournful muse 
Soft pity to infuse : 

He simg Danus gi'eat and good. 

By too severe a fate. 

Fallen, fiillen, fallen, fallen, 

Fallen from his high estate, 

And welt’ring in his blood ; 

Deserted, at his utmost need. 

By those his former bounty fed ; 

On the bare earth exposed he lies, 

YTith not a friend to close his eyes. 

With downcast looks the joyless victor sate, 
Kevolvmg in his alter’d soul 

The various turns of chance below ; 
And, now and then, a sigh he stole ; 
And tears began to flow. 


Revolving in his alter’d soul 

The various turns of chance below ; 
And, now and then, a sigh he stole ,* 
And tears began to flow. 


The mighty master smiled, to see 
That love was in the next degree ; 

’Twas but a kindi-ed-sound to move, 

For pity melts the mind to love. 

Softly sweet, in Lydian measures. 

Soon he soothed his soul to pleasures. 

War, he sung, is toil and trouble; 

Honour, but an empty bubble ; 

Never ending, still beginning, 

Fighting still, and still desfroymg : 

If the world be worth thy winning. 

Think, oh think it worth enjoying ; 

Lovely Thais sits beside thee, 

Take the good the gods provide thee. 

The many rend the skies with loud applause ; 

So Love was crown’d, but Music won the cause. 
The prince, unable to conceal his pain. 

Gazed on the fair 
Who caused his car^ 

And sigh’d and look’d, sigh’d and look’d. 
Sigh’d and look’d, and sigh’d again : 

At length, with love and wine at once oppress’d. 
The vanquish’d victor sunk upon her breast. 

Ver. 73. The mention of this pathetic air reminds me of : 
a story of the celebrated Lully, who having been one day 
accused of never setting any thing to music, but the 
languid verses of Quinault, was immediately animated with 
the reproach, and as it were, seized with a kind of enthu- 
siasm ; he ran instantiy to his harpsichord, and striking a 
few chords, sung in recitative these four lines in the Iphi- 
genia of Racine, which are full of the strongest imagery, 
and are therefore mnch more difficult to express in mus>ic. 
fTiart verses of more sentiment : 

** Un prStre environnd d'une foule cnielle, 

Portera sur ma fille nne mam criminelle, 

Dechirera son sein, et d’un oeil ciirieux, 

Dans son coeur palpitant consultera les dieux ” 

One of the company has often declared, that they all 
thought themselves present at this dreadftil spectacle, and 
that the notes, with which Lully accompanied these words, 
erected the hair of their heads with horror. Dr J.TVaetox. 

Yer. 114 loitA lave and wine at onee oppress'd^ Alexan- 
der, however inclined to hard drinking, as indeed were the 
Greeks, vet mnltiplied his debauches of this kind after he 
conquered Persia, in which country the character of a 
drunkard was reckoned hononrahle, as may be seen in 
Plutarch’s Sympos. Ub. i. Dr. J. WABTOif. 


CHOHtUSv 

The prince, unable to conceal Ms pain, 
Gazed on the fair 
Who caused Ms care. 

And sigh’d and look’d, sigh’d and look’d. 
Sigh’d and look’d, and sigh’d again : 

At length with love and wine at once oppress’d. 
The vanquish’d victor sunk upon her breast. 


Now strike the golden lyre again : 

A louder yet, and yet a louder strain. 

Break Mb bands of sleep asunder, 

And rouse him, like a rattling peal of thunder. 
Hark, hark, the horrid sound 
Has raised up his head : 

As awaked from the dead. 

And amazed, he stares around. ^ 
Revenge, revenge, Timotheus cnes;, 

See the furies arise : 

See the snakes that they rear. 

How they hiss in their hair. 

And the sparkles that flash from their eyes • ^ 
Behold a ghastly band. 

Each a torch in his hand ! 

Those are Grecian ghosts that in battle were slam, 
And nnburied remain 
Inglorious on the plain : 

Give the vengeance due 
To the valiant crew. 

Behold how they toss their torches on high, 

How they point to the Persian abodes, 

And glittering temples of their hostile gods. 

The princes applaud with a fiinous joy ; 

And the king seized a flambeau with zeal to 
desti’oy ; 

Thais led the vny, 

To light him to his prey. 

And, like another Helen, fired another TVoy. ***• 

CHORUS. 

And the king seized a flambeau with zeal to 
debfroy ; 

Thais led the way. 

To light him to his prey. 

And, like another Helen, fia*ed another Troy. 


Thus long ago, ^ 

Ere heaving bellows leam’d to blow, 

While organs yet wei-e mute; 
Timotheus, to his breathing flute, 

And sounding lyre, 

Could swell the soul to rage, or kindle soft desire. 
At last divine Cecilia came, 

Inventress of the vocal frame ; 

The sweet enthusiast, from her sacred store, 
Enlaiged the foimier narrow bounds, 

And added length to solemn sounds, 

With nature’s mother-wit, and arts unknown 
before. 

Let old Timotheus yield the priz^ 

Or both divide the crown ; 

He raised a mortal to the skies ; 

She drew an angel down. ^ 

gea:nd choeus. 


At last divine Cecilia cam^ 
Inventress of the vocal finme; 



THE SECULAR MASQUE. 


The sweet enthusiast, from her sacred store, | 
Enlarged the former narrow hounds, 

And added length to solemn sounds, 

With nature’s mother-wit, and arts unknown 
before. 

Let old Timotheus yield the prize, 

Or both divide the crown , 

He raised a mortal to the skies ; 

She drew an angel down. 


VENI CREATOR SPIRITUS, 


And when rebellious they are grown, 
Then lay thy hand, and hold ’em down. 

Chase from our minds the infernal foe, 
And peace, the fruit of love, bestow ; 

And lest our feet shoidd step astray, 
Protect and guide us in the way. 

Make us eternal truths receive. 

And practise all that we believe : 

Give us thyself, that we may see 
The Father, and the Son, by thee. 

Immortal honour, endless fame. 

Attend the Almighty Father’s name : 

The Saviour Son be glorified. 

Who for lost man’s redemption died : 
And equal adoration be, 

Etemal Paraclete, to thee, 


Creator Spirit, by whose aid 

The world’s foundations first were laid. 

Come visit every pious mind ; 

Come pour thy joys on human kind ; 

From sin and sorrow set us free, * 

And make thy temples worthy thee. 

0 source of uncreated light, 

The Father’s promised Paraclete ! 

Thrice holy fount, thrice holy fire, 

Our hearts with heavenly love inspire ; 

Come, and thy sacred unction bring 
To sanctify us, while we sing. 

Plenteous of grace, descend from high, 

Rich in thy sevenfold energy ! 

Thou strength of his Almighty hand, 

Whose power does heaven and earth command. 
Proceechng Spirit, our defence, 

Who dost the gifts of tongues dispense, 

And crown’st thy gift with eloquence I 
Refine and purge our earthly parts ; ^ 

But, oh, inflame and fire our hearts I 
Our frajilties help, our vice control. 

Submit the senses to the soul ; 

Ver. 180. If Dryden had never written any thing but 
this Ode, his name would have been immortal, as would 
that of Gray, if he had never written any thing hut his Bard. 
It is difficult to find new terms to express our admiration 
of the variety, richness, and melody of its numbers ; the 
force, beauty, and distinctness of its images; the succession 
of so many different passions and feelings ; and the match- 
less perspicuity of its diction. The scene opens, in the first 
stanza, m an awful and august manner. The amours of 
Jupiter are described in a majestic manner in the second, 
wim allusions to Alexander's being flattered with the idea 
of his being the son of Jupiter and a god. But the sweet 
musician alters his tone in the third stanza to the praises 
of Bacchus, and the effects of wine; which inspinng the 
king with a kind of momentary frenzy and pride, Timo- 
theus suddenly changes his hand, and m an air exquisitely j 
pathetic, paiticularly the repetition of the words faUen, 
Jallen, &o , sets before oui- eyes the fall and death of Daniis, 
without a fiiend to attend him lu his last moments But 
the artist, knowing how nearly allied pity was to love, re- 
minds the hero of the presence of his beautiful Thais, and 
deficribes minutely the effects of Ms passion for her. IJe 
does not, however, suffer him long to loiter in the lap of 
pleasure but instantly rouses Mm with deeper and louder 
notes, till he, staring around, Eumenidum demens videt 
agmina, with their eyes full of indignation, and their hair 
crowded with hissing serpents, followed by a band of Giv- 
cian ghosts, who demand vengeance from their leader, 
tossing on high the torches they held in their hands, and 
pointing to the Persian temples and palaces, urging him to 
destroy them with fii*e. Such is the unexampled combina- 
tion of poetical beauties, of almost every sort, in which this 
justly admired Ode abounds. No particle of it can be 
wished away, but the epigrammatic turn of the four con- 
cluding lines. Dr. J. W aeton 


THE SECULAR MASQUE. 


Chronos, Chronos, mend thy pace, 

An hundred times the rolling sun 
Around the radiant belt has run 
In has revolving raoe. 

Behold, behold, the goal in sight, * 

Spread thy fans, and wing thy flight. 

Ent&r Cheonos, wifk a scytTm in Tiis Timd, anid a globe on hie 
backj which he sets down at his entmnee. 


Weary, weary of my weight, 
Let me, let me drop my freight. 
And leave the world behind. 

I could not bear, 

Another year, 

The load of human-kind. 

Enter Momus laughing. 


Hal ha I ha ! ha ! ha ! ha ' well hast thou done 
To lay down thy pack, 

And lighten thy back, 

The world was a fool, e’er siaco it begun, 

And since neither Janus, nor Chronos, nor I, 

Can hinder the crimes, 

Or mend the had time^ 

’Tis better to laugh than to cry. 

OnORUS OF ALL THREE. 

’Tis better to laugh than to cry. 


Since Momus comes to laugh below. 
Old Time be^ the show. 

That he may see, in every scene, 
What changes in this age have been. 


! Then goddess of the silver bow begin. 

[Eoms, or hvntmg-mtsui within^ 

Ver. 89. Etemod JParoclete,'] This is a most elegant and 
beautiful little morsel, and one of his most correct com- 
positions. Its poetry and piety aid each other. Dr. J 
I Waetoit 



SONGS. 


16& 


With horns and with hounds, I waken the day ; 
And hie to the woodland-waJks away : 

I tuck up my robe, and am buskin’d soon, 

And tie to my forehead a wexing moon. 

I course the fleet stag, unkennel the fox, 

And chase the wild goats o’er summits of rocks. 
With shouting and hooting we pierce through the 
sky. 

And Echo turns hunter, and doubles the cry. 85 
CHORUS OP ALL. 

With shouting and hooting we pierce through the 
sky, 

And Echo turns hunter, and doubles the cry. 


Then our age was in its prime ; 


The fools are only thinner, 
With all our cost and care ; 
But neither side a winner. 

For things are as they wera 


CHORUS OP AT.T^ 


The fools are only, &c. 


Free from rage : 


■ And free from crime : 


A very meny, dancing, drinkmg, 
Laughing, quafiObag, and unthinking time. 

CHORUS OP ALL. 

Then our age was in its prime. 

Free from rage and free from crime;, 

A very merry, dancing, drinking, 
Laughing, quaffing, and unthinlang time. 
{Danct Diana’s atteT^iasUs!] 


Enter Venus. 


Calms appear, when storms are past ; 

Love will have his hour at last : 

Nature is my kindly care ; ^ 

Mars destroys, and I repair ; 

Take me, take me, while you may, 

Venus comes not every day. 

CHORUS OP ALL. 

Take her, take her, &c. 

CHROHOS. 

The world was then so light, 8® 

I scarcely felt the weight ; 

Joy ruled the day, and Love the night. 

But, since the queen of pleasure left the ground, 
I fein^ I lag, 

And feebly drag ® 

The ponderous orb around. 


All, all of a piece throughout : 

Thy chace had a beast in wew; 

{JPobitir^ to Diana 

Thy wars brought nothing about ; [2b Mars. 

Thy lovers were all untme. ^ 


[2b Venus, 


’Tis well an old age is out. 


Inspire the vocal brass, inspire ,* 

The world is past its infant age : 

Ajrms and honour, 

Anns and honour. 

Set the martial mind on fire. 

And kindle manly rage. 

Mars has look’d tiie ^y to red; 

And Peace, the lazy good, is fled. 

Plenty, peace, and pleasure fly ; 

The sprightly green. 

In woodland-walks no more is seen ; 

The sprightly green has drunk the Tyrian dye. 

CHORUS OP ALL. 

Plenty, peace, &c. 

TWATtS. 

Sound the trumpet, heat the drum ; 
Through all the world around, 

; Sound a reveille, sound, sound. 

The warrior god is come. 

CHORUS OP ALL. 

Sound the trumpet, &c, 


Thy sword within the scabbard keep, 
And let mankind agree ,* 

Better the world were fast arieep. 
Than kept awake by tliee. 


And time to b^in a new. 

CHORUS OP ALL 
All, all of a piece throughout ; 

Thy chace had a beast in view : 

Thy wars brought nothing about ; 

Thy lovers ware all unferae. 

’Tis wen an old age is out, 

And time to h^in a new. 

Dance o/htmtSTiunj nymphs, warriors, and lovers. 


SONG 

OF A SCHOLAR AND HIS MISTRESS, 

WHO, BEING CEOSSED BY THEIE PBIENDS, FELL HAD POE ONE 
ANOTHES-, AND NOW PIBST MEET IN BEDLAM. 

[Music trithin^ 

The Lovers enter at opposite doors, each held ly a Keeper, 
■p TTTT.T.TS . 

Look, loot, I see— I see my lore appear ! 

’Tis he ^”115 he alone; 

For, like him, there is none : 

’Tis the dear, dear man, ’tis thee, dean 


bONGS. 


Hart! tte winds war ; s 

The foamy waves roar ; 

1 see a ship afar, 

Tossing and tossing, and making to the shore : 
But what ’s that I view, 

So radiant of hue, 

St. Hermo, St. Henno, that sits upon the sails ) 
Ah 1 No, no, no. 

St. Henno, never, never shone so bright ; 

’Tis Phillis, only Phillis, can shoot so fair a light ; 
’Tis Phillis, ‘tis Phillis, that saves the ship alone. 
For all the winds are hush’d, and the storm is 
overblown. 


See, how on every bough the birds express. 
In their sweet notes, their happinoss. 

They all enjoy, and nothing spare ; 

But on their mother Nature lay their care : 
Why then should man, the lord of all below. 
Such troubles choose to know. 

As none of all his subjects undergo ? 

Hark, hark, the waters fall, fall, fall. 

And with a murmuring sound 
Bash, dash, upon the ground, 

To gentle slumbers calL 


Let me go, let me run, let me fly to his arms. 


If ail the fates combine, | 

And all the furies join, 

I ’ll force my way to Phillis, and break through 
the charm. 20 

[Eere they IreaJtfrom their Tceepers, rm to each other, and 
eml)racel\ 

PHILLIS. 

Shall I marry the man I love? 

And shall I conclude my pains ? 

Now bless’d he the Powers above, 

I feel the blood bound in my veins ; 

With a lively leap it began to move, ^ 

And the vapours leave my brains. 


SONG, 

IN “ THE INDIAN EMPEKOE.” 

» 

I look’d and saw within the book of fate, 

When many days did lour, 

When lo i one happy hour 
Leap’d up, and smiled to save the sinkmg state ; 
A day shall come when in thy power ® 

Thy ci-uel foes shall be ; 

Then shall thy land be free : 

And then in peace shall reign ; 

But take, oh take that opportunity, 

Which once refused will never come again, “ 


Body join’d to body, and heai*t join’d to heart. 

To make sui'e of the cure. 

Go call the man in black, to mumble o’er his part. 

PHILLIS. 

But suppose he should stay so 

AMYNTAS. 

At worst if he delay, 

’Tis a work must he done, 

We’ll borrow but a day, 

And the better, the sooner begun, 

OHOBirS OP BOTH. 

At worst if he delay, &c. s® 

[They rm out together hand in hand.] I 


SONG,* 

IN “the INDIAN EMPEEOE.” 


SONG, 


IN “THE MAIDEN QTTBBK.' 


I PEED a flame within, which so torments me. 
That it both pains my heart, and yet contents me: 
’Tis such a pleasing smart, and I so love it, 

That I had rather die, than once remove it. 

Yet he, for whom I giieve, shall never know it; ^ 
My tongue does not betray, nor my eyes show it. 
Not a sigh, nor a tear, my pain discloses, 

But they fall silently, like dew on roses. 

Thus, to prevent my love from being cruel, 

My heart ’s the sacrifice, as ’tis the fuel : 

And while I suffer this to give him quiet, 

; My faith rewards my love, though he deny it. 

On his eyes will I gaze, and there delight me ; 
Where I conceal my love no frown can fright me: 
To be more happy, I dare not aspire ; 

Nor can I fall more low, mounting no higher. 


Ah fading joy ! how quickly art thou past ! 

Yet we thy ruin haste. 

As if the cares of human life were few. 

We seek out new : * 

And follow fate, which would too frist pursue. ® 

adding in tWs place, some beatrtiftil 
little lyrical pieces of ora author, -whioh, by being scattei cd 
up and down in his voluminons dramatic works, are, fi-om 
their sUuation, not so much known and noticed as they 
sljonld be, but which contain some of the most mnwc.il aud 
mellifluous lines he has ever written. Dr. J. Waeton. 


SONG, 


IN THE FIRST PART OF “ THE CONQUEST OF GRANADA 


Wherever I am, and whatever I do, 

My Phillis is stiU in my mind ; 

Wlion angry, I mean not to Phillis to g<^ 
My feet, of themselves, the way find 





Unknown to myself I am just at her door, ® 
And, when I would rail, I can bring out no more. 
Than, Phillis, too fair and unkind ! 


When Phillis I see, my heart bounds in my 
breast, 

And the love I would stifle is shown ; 

But asleep, or awake, I am never at rest, 

When from my eyes Phillis is gone. 

Sometimes a sad dream does delude my sad 
mind; 

But, alas ! when I wake, and no Phillis I find. 
How I sigh to myself all alone ! 


Ms, 0 ye gods, let me suffer for both ; 

At the feet of my Phillis I’ll lie : 
I’ll resign up my breath, 

And take pleasure in death, 

To be pitied by her when I die. 


"What her honour denied you in life, 

In her death she will give to your love ; 
Such a flame as is true 
After fiite will renew. 

For the souls to meet closer above. * 


Should a king be my rival in her I adore. 
He should offer his treasure in vain : 

Oh, let me alone to be happy and poor, 
And give me my Phillis again ! 

Let Phillis be mine, and but ever be kind, 
I could to a desert with her be confined. 
And envy no monarch his reign. 


Alas ! I discover too much of my love. 

And she too well knows her own power ! 

She makes me each day a new martyrdom prove. 
And makes me grow jealous each hour : ^ 

But let her each minute torment my poor mind, 

I had rather love Phillis, both false and unkind. 
Than ever be freed from her power. 


SONG, 

IN TWO PARTS, 


XK THS SSCOim PAST OF "THB OOKQUEST OF GBA17ADA.” 


Me, How unhappy a lover am I, 

While I sigh for my Phillis in vain ; 
All my hopes of delight 
Are another man’s rijght, 

Who is happy, while I am in pain I 


SONG OF THE SEA-FIGHT, 


Who ever saw a noble sight, 

That never view’d a brave sea-fight I 
Hang np your bloody colours in the air. 

Up with your fights, and your nettings prepare ; 
Your merry mates cheer, with a lusty bold 
fright, 5 

How ea(^ man his brindice, and then to the fight 
St George, St Geoige, we cry; 

The shouting Turks reply. 

Oh now it begins, and the gun-room grows hot. 
Ply it with culverin and with small shot ; 

Hark, does it not thimderl no, 'tis the guns roar, 
The neighbouring billows are turn’d into gore ; 
Now each man must resolve to die, 

For here the coward cannot fly. 

Drums and trumpets toll the kndl, “ 

And culverins the passing belL 
How, DOW they grapplet, and now hoard amain ; 
Blow up the hatches, they’re off all again : 

Give them a broadside, the dice nm at all, 

Down comes the mast and yard, and inklings 
fall; ^ 

She grows giddy now, like blind Fortune’s wheel. 
She siuka theres, she sinks, she turns up her keek 
Who ever beheld so noble a sight, 

Ajs this so brave, so bloody sea-fight ! 


/She. Since her honour allows no relief 

But to pity the pains which you bear, 
yis the best of yom* fate, 

In a hopeless estate, 

To give o’er, and betimes to despair. 


Me. I have tried the felse med’cine in vain ; 

For I wish what I hope not to win : 
From without, my desire 
Has no food to its fire ; 

But it bums and consumes me within. 


&7ie Yet, at least, ’tis a pleasure to know 
That you are not unhappy alone: 

For the nymph you adore 
Is as wretched, and more : 

And counts your suflci'ings her own. 


INCANTATION IN (EDIPIJS. 


Tir. Choose the darkest part o’ the grove, 
Such as ghosts at noon-day love. 

Dig a trench, and dig it nigh 
Where the bones of Laius lie; 

Altars raised of turf or stone, 

WOl th’ infernal pow’rs have none ; 

Answer me, if this be done ? 

All Pr. ’Tis done. 

Tir. Is the sacrifi.ce made fit ? 

Draw her backward to the pit : 

Draw the barren heifer back ; 

Barren let her be, and black. 



SONGS. 


Cut tlie curled hair that grows 
Full betwixt her horns and brows : 

And turn, your faces from the sun ; 
Answer me, if this be done ? 

All Pr, ’Tis done. 

Ttr. Pour in blood, and blood-like wine, 
To Mother Earth and Proserpine : 

Mmgle milk into the stream ; 

Feast the ghosts, that love the steam : 
Snatch a brand, from funeral pile : 

Toss it in, to make them bod : 

And turn your faces from the sun ; 
Answer me, if this be done ? 

All Pr, ’Tis done. 


soNa, 


IN “ALBION AND ALBANIUS.'* 


See the god of seas attends thee. 
Nymphs divine, a beauteous train ; 
All the calmer gales befriend thee 
In thy passage o’er the main : 
Every maid her locks is binding, 
Every Triton’s bom is winding, 
Welcome to the watery plain. 


SONG, 


IN “ALBION AND ALBANIUS. 


SONG, 


IN “ALBION AND ALBANIUS.” 


Cease, Augusta ! cease thy mourning, 
Happy days appear. 

God-hike Albion is returning, 

Loyal hearts to cheer 1 
Every grace his youth adorning. 
Glorious as the star of morning, 

Or the planet of the year. 


SONG, 


IN “ALBION AND ALBANIUS.” 


Albioit, by the nymph attended, 

Was to Neptune recommended. 

Peace and plenty spread the sails ; 
Venus, in her shell before him, 

From the sands in safety bore him, 
And supplied Etesian gales. 

Archon, on the shore commanding, 
Lowly met him at his landing. 

Crowds of people swarm’d around ; 
Welcome, rang like peals of thunder. 
Welcome, rent the skies asunder. 
Welcome, heaven and earth resound. 


SONG, 

IN “ ALBION AND ALBANIUS.” 

» 

Infernal offspring of the Night, 

Debarred of heaven your native right, 

And from the glorious fields of-light, 
Condemn’d in shades to drag the chain. 

And fill with groans the gloomy plain ; ® 

Smce pleasures here are none below. 

Be ill our good, our joy be woe : 

Our work t’ embroil the worlds above. 

Disturb their union, disunite their love. 

And blast the beauteous frame of our victorious 
foa “ 


Albion, loved of gods and men, 
Prince of Peace too mildly reigning. 
Cease thy sorrow and complaiomg. 
Thou shalt be restored agam : 
Albion, loved of gods and men. 


Still thou art the care of heaven. 

In thy youth to exile driven : 

Heaven thy rmn then prevented, 

Till the guilty land repented : 

Li thy age, when none could aid thee, 
Poes conspired, and friends betray’d thea 
To the brink of danger driven, 

Still thou art the care of Heaven. 


SONG, 


IN “ KING ABXnUE.” 


Where a battle is supposed to he g^ven behind the scenes, with 
drums, trumpets, and military- shouts and excursions , after 
which the Bntons, expressing their joy for the victory, sing this 
songoftnumph. 


Come, if you dare, our trumpets sound ; 

Come, if you dare, the foes rebound : 

We come, we come, we come, we come, 

Says the double, double, double beat of the thun- 
dering drum. 

Now they charge on amain, * 

Now they rally again : 

The gods from above the mad labour behold. 

And pity mankind, that will perish for gold. 

The fainting Saxons quit their ground, 

Their trumpets languish in the sound ; “ 

They fly, they fly, they fly, they fly ; 

Victoria, Victoria, the bold Britons cry. 

Now the victory’s won. 

To the plunder we run : 

We return to our lasses like foi-tunate traders, “ 
Triumphant with spoils of the vanquMi’d in- 
vaders. 





SONGS. 
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SONG, 

nr “ Kura abthue. 


Mm smgs. Oh sight, the mother of desires, 

"V^at charming objects dost thou yield ! 

’Tis sweet, when tedious night expire^ 
To see the rosy morning gild 
The mountain-tops, and paint the field ! ^ 

But when Clailnda comes in sight. 

She makes the summer’s day more bright; 
And when she goes away, ’tis night 
Chor. When fair Claxinda comes in sight, &c. 

Worn, siTigs, ’Tis sweet the blushing mom to 
view ; lo 

And plains adorn’d with pearly dew : 

But such cheap delights to see. 

Heaven and nature 
Give each creatoe; 

They have eyes, as well as we : ^ 

This is the joy, all joys above, 

To see, to see, 

That oftly she. 

That only ^e we love 1 

CHor, This is the joy, all joys above, &c, 20 


SONG, 

rX ‘‘KING AETHUE.” 


Two daughters of this aged stream are we ; 

And both our sea-green locks have comb’d for thee; 
Come bathe with us an hour or two. 

Come naked in, for we are so : 

What danger fi:om a naked foe ? , * 

Come bathe with us, come bathe and share 
What pleasures in the floods appear; 

We ’U beat the waters till they boim^ 

And circle round, around, around. 

And drole round, around. 


SONGS TO BRITANNIA, 

IN “ KING AETHUE.” 


SONG L 

Ye blustering brethren of the skies. 

Whose breath has ruffled aU the watery plain. 
Retire, and let Britannia rise. 

In triumph o’er the Tnain. 

Serene and calm, and void of fear, 

The Queen of Islands must appear ; 

Serene and calm, as when the Spring 
The new-created world began. 

And birds on boughs did softly sing 
Their peaceful homage paid to man ; ^ 


While Bums did his blasts forbear. 

In Alvout of the tender year. 

Retreat, rude winds, relreat 
To hollow rocks, your stormy seat ; 

There swell your lungs, and vainly, vainly 
threat. h 

soira n. ’ 

Fob ffllded flocks, on fimitful plains. 

The shepherd’s and the fiirmer’s gain^ 

Fair Britain all the world outvies ; 

And Pan, as in Arcadia, reigns, 

Where pleasure mix’d with profit Hes. * 

Though Jason’s fleece was Aimed of old. 

The British wool is growing gold ; 

No mines can more of wealth supply; 

It keeps the peasant from the cold. 

And takes for kings the lyrian dya 


SONG m. 

Fairest isl^ all isles excelling^ 

Seat of pleasures and of loves : 

Venns here will choose her dwelling, 
And forsake her Cyprian groves. 

Cupid fix)m his favourite nation. 

Care and envy will remove ; 

Jealouqr, that poisons passion, 

And despair, that dies for lova 

Gentle murmurs, sweet complaining, 
Sighs, that blow the fire of love; 

Soft repulses, kind disdaining, 

Shall be all the pains you prova 

Every swain shall pay his duty, 
Grateful every nj^ph shall prove ; 

And as these excel in beauty. 

Those shall be renown’d for lova 


1 

I 

SONG OF JEALOUSY, 

IN “love triumphant.” 


What state of life can be so blest 
As love, that warms a lover’s breast? 
Two souls in one, the same desire 
To grant the bhss, and to require 1 
But if in heaven a hell we find, 

’Tis all from thee, 

0 Jealousy ! 

’Tis all from thee, 

0 Jealousy ! 

Thou tyrant, tyrant Jealousy, 

Thou tyrant of the mind i 

All other ills, though diarp they prove. 
Serve to refine, and perfect love : 

Li absence, or unkind disdain. 

Sweet hope relieves the lovers pain. 
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PROLOGUES AND EPILOGUES. 


But, all ! no cur© but death -we find. 
To set us free 
From Jealousy: 

0 Jealousy I 

Thou tyrant, tyrant Jealousy, 

Thou tyrant of the mind 1 

False in thy glass all objects are, 
Some set too near, and some too far * 


Thou art the fire of endless night, 

The fire that bums, and gives no light. 
All torments of the damn’d we find 
In only thee, 

0 Jealousy ! 

Thou tyrant, tyrant Jealousy, 
Thou tyrant of the mind t 


PEOLOGUES AND EPILOGUES. 


PROLOGUE 

TO “THB aiVAL IiADIES.” 


’Tis much desired, you judges of the town 
Would pass a vote to put aU prologues down ; 

For who can show me, since they first were writ. 
They e’er converted one hard-hearted witi 
Yet the world’s mended well ; in former days ® 
Good prologues were as scarce as now good plays. 
For the reforming poets of our age, 

In this first charge, spend their poetic rage ; 
Expect no more when once the prologue ’s done ; 
The wit is ended ere the play’s begun. 

You now have habits, dances, scenes, and rhymes; 
High langu^e often ; ay, and sense, sometimes. 
As for a cle^ contrivance, doubt it not , 

They blow out candles to give light to th’ plot. 
And for surprise, two bloody-minded men 
Fight till they die, then rise and dance again. 
Such deep intrigues you ’re welcome to this day : 
But blame yourselves, not him who writ the play; 
Though his plot ’s dull, as can be well desired. 
Wit stiff as any you have e’er admired ; 20 

He’s bound to please, not to write weU; and 
knows, 

There is a mode in plays as well as clothes ; 
Therefore, kind judges 

A SECOND PEOLOQXTE EETEBS, 

2. Hold; would you admit 
For judges all you see within the pit ? 

1. Whom would he then except, or on what 

score ? ^ 

2. All who (like him) have writ ill plays before ; 
For they, like thieves condemn’d, are hangmen 

made, 

To execute the members of their trade. 

AU that are writing now he would disown. 

But then he must except — even aU the town ; ^ 
AU choleric, losing gamesters, who, in spite, 

WiU damn to-day, because they lost last night ; 
AU servants, whom their mistress’ scorn upbraids ; 
AU maudlin lovers, and aU slighted maids ; 

AU, who are out of humour, or severe ; 

A.U, that want wit, or hope to find it here. 


PROLOGUE 

TO “the UmiAN QUEEN.” 

As tKe music plays a soft air, the curtain pises slowly, and discovers 
an Indian boy and fpirl sleeping under two plantain^tices; and, 
when the curtain is almost up, the music turns into a tune ex< 
pressing an alarm, at which the boy awakes, and speaks ; 


BOV. 

Wake, wake, Quevira ! our soft rest must cease. 
And fly together with our country’s peace ! 

No more must we sleep under plantain shade, 
Which neither heat could pierce, nor cold inviie : 
Where bounteous nature never feels decay, ® 
And opening buds drive falling fruits away. 

QTJEVIRA. 

Why should men quarrel here, where aU possess 
As much as they can hope for by success ? — 
None can have most, where nature is so kind. 

As to exceed man’s use, though not his mind. 

BOV. 

By ancient prophecies we have been told, 

Our world shall be subdued by one more old ; — 
And, see, that world already ’s hither come, 

QXJBVTRA, 

If these be they, we welcome then onr doom ! 
Their looks are such, that mercy flows fiK)m 
thence, ^ 

More gentle than our native innocence. 


BOY. 

Why should we then fear these, our enemies, 
That rather seem to us Hfce deities ^ 


QUEVIRA, 

By their protection, let us beg to live ; 

They came not here to conquer, but forgive. — * 
If so, your goodness may your power express. 
And we shril judge both best by our success. 



PEOLOGUES AND EPILOGUEa 


EPILOGUE 

TO ‘'the INDIAN QUEEN.” SPOKEN BY MONTEZUMA. 


You see wliat sliiffcs -we are enforced to try. 

To help out wit with some variety ; 

Shows may be found that never yet were seen, 
’Tis hal'd to find such wit as ne’er has been : 

You have seen all that this old world can do, * 
We, therefore, try the fortune of the new. 

And hope it is below your aim to hit 
At untaught nature with your practised wit ; 

Our naked Indians, then, when wits appear, 
Would as soon choose to have the Spamards here. 
’Tis true, you have marks enough, — ^the plot, the 
show, 

The poet’s scenes, nay, more, the painter’s too ; 

If all this fail, considering the cost, 

’Tis a true voyage to the Indies lost : 

But if you snule on all, then these designs, i® 
Like the imperfect treasure of our minds. 

Will pass for current wheresoe’er they go, 

When to your bounteous hands their stamps they 
owe. 


EPILOGUE 

TO “the INDIAN EMPEROB.” BY A MEECUET. 


To all and singular in this full meetings 
Ladies and gallants, Phoebus sends ye greeting. 
To all his sons, by whate’er title known, 

Whether of court, or coffee-house, or town ; 

From his most mighty sons, whose confidence ® 
Is placed in lofty sonnd, and humble sense. 

Even to his little infants of the time, 

Who write new song^ and trust in tune and 
rhyme * 

Be ’t known, that Phosbus (being daily grieved 
To see good plays condemn’d, and bad received) 
Ordains, your judgment npon every cause, “ 
Henceforth, be limited by wholesome laws. 

He first thinks fit no sonnetteer advance 
EQs censure farther than the song or dance. 

Your wit burlesque may one step higher chmh, 
And in his sphere may judge all doggrel rhyme ; 
All proven and moves, and loves, and honours 
too; 

All that appears high sense, and scarce is low. 

As for the coffee-wits, he says not much ; 

Their proper business is to damn the Dutch : ** 

For the great dons of wit 

Phoebus gives them fuU privilege alone. 

To damn all others, and cry up their own. 

Last, for the ladies ’tis Apollo’s will, 

They should have power to save, but not to till ; ^ 
For love and he loug smce have thought it fit, 

Wit live ly beauty, beauty reign by wit. 
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PROLOGUE 

TO “sir martin MAERrALL.” 


Fooib, which each man meets in Ms each 
day, 

Are yet the great regalios of a play ; 

Li which to poets you but just appear, 

To prize that highest, which cost them so dear : 
Fops in the town more easily will pass ; * 

One story makes a statutable ass : 

But such in plays must be much thicker sown. 
Like yolks of eggs, a dozen beat to one. 

Observing poets aU their walks invade. 

As men watch woodcocks gliding through a 
glade : 

And when they have enough for comedy. 

They stow their several bodies in a pie : 

The poet’s hut the cook to fashion it. 

For gallants, you yourselves have found the wit 
To bid you wdcome, would your bounty wrong ; ^ 
None welcome those who bring their cheer along. 


PROLOGUE 

TO “the tempest.”* 


As when a tree’s cut down, the secret root 
Lives under ground, and thence new branches 
shoot; 

So jfrom old Shakspeare’s honour’d dust, this day 
Springs np and buds a new-reviving play : 
Shakspeare, who (taught by none) did fir^ impart * 
To Fletcher wit, to labouring Jonson art 
He, monarch like, gave those, his subjects, law; 
And is that nature which they paint and draw, 
Fletcher reach’d that which on his heights did 
grow, 

While Jonson crept, and gather’d all below, ^ * 
This did his love, and this his mirth, digest : 

One imitates him most, the other best 
If they have since outlet all other men , 

’Tis with the drops which fell from Shakspeare’s 
pen. 

The storm, which vanish'd on the neighbouring 
shore, 

Was taught by Shakspeare’s Tempest first to roar. 
That innocence and beauty, which did smile 
In Fletcher, grew on this enchanted isla 
But Shakspeare's magic could not copied be ; 
Within that circle none durst walk but ha * 
I must confess ’twas bol^ nor would you now 
That liberty to vulgar wits allow, 

Which works by magic supematural things : 

But Shakspeare’s power is sacred as a king’s.^ 
Those legends from old priesthood were received, 
he then writ, as people then believed. “ 
But if for Shakspeare we your grace implore, 

We for our theatre shall want it more : 

• Bonarelli, in his Pilli di Sciro, has introduced a shep- 
herdess in love with two persons, like the altBEations in tht 
Tempest. Dr. J, Wartos 
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PROLOGUES AND EPILOGUES. 


Who, by our dearth of youths, are forced to 
employ 

One of our women to present a boy ; 

And that 's a transformation, you will say. 
Exceeding all the magic in the play. 

Let none expect, in the last act, to jSnd 
Her sex transform’d fi'om man to womankind. 
Whate’er she was before the play began, ^ 

All you shall see of her is perfect man. 

Or, if your fancy will be farther led 
To find her woman— it must be a-bed. 


PROLOGUE 

TO “ TYRANNIC LOYB." 


SBLr-iOTB, which, never rightly understood, 
Makes poets still conclude their plays are good. 
And malice, in all critics, reigns so high, 

That for small errors, they whole plays decry ; 

So that to see this fondness, and that spite, ® 
You’d think that none but madmen judge or write. 
Therefore our poet, as he thinks not fit 
To impose upon you what he writes for wit ; 

So hopes, that, leaving you your censures fi-ee, 
You equal judges of the whole will be : 

They judge but haU^ who only faults will see. 
Poets, like lovers, should be bold and dare, 

They spoil their business with an ovcr-care ; ' 
And he, who servilely creeps after sense. 

Is safe, but ne’er will reach an excellence. 

Hence ’tis, our poet, in his conjuring, 

Allow’d his fancy the full scope and swing. 

But when a tyrant for his theme he had, 

He loosed the rems, and bid his muse nm mad : 
And though he stumbles in a full career, 20 

Yet rashness is a better fault than fear. 

He saw his way,* but in so swift a pace. 

To choose the ground might be to lose the race. 
They then, who of each trip the advantage take. 
Find but those faults, winch they want wit to 
make. ^ 


EPILOGUE, 


TO “THB wild gallant, ” WHEN EBVITED. 


Op all dramatic writing, comic wit. 

As *tis the best, so tis most hard to hit. 

For it lies all in level to the eye, 

Where all may judge, and each defect may spy. 
Humour is that, winch every day we meet, 

And therefore known as every public street ; 

In which, if e’er the poet go astray, 

You all can point, ’twas there he lost his way. 
But, what’s so common, to make pleasant too. 

Is more than any wit can always do. 

For ’tis like Turks, with hen and rice to treat; 
To make regalios out of common meat. 

But, in your diet, you grow savages : 

Nothing but human flesh your taste can please ; 


And, as their feasts with slaughter’d slaves began, 
So you, at each new play, must have a man. 
HitSber you come, as to see prizes fought ; 

If no blood’s drawn, you cry, the prize is nought. 
But fools grow wary now ; and, when they see 
A poet eyeing round the company, ^ 

Straight each man for himself begins to doubt ; 
They shrink like seamen when a press comes out. 
Few of them will be found for public use, 

Except you charge an oaf upon each house, 

Like the train bands, and every man engage ^ 
For a sujficient fool, to serve the stage. 

And when, with much ado, you get him there, 
Where he in all his glory should appear. 

Your poets make him such rare things to say, 
That he’s more wit than any man i’ ^e play : ^ 

But of so ill a mingle with the rest, 

As when a parrot ’s taught to break a jest. 

Thus, niimi-ng to be fine, they make a show. 

As tawdry squires in country churches do. 

Things well consider’d, ’tis so hard to make 
A comedy, which should the knowing take, 

That our dull poet, in despair to please, 

Does humbly beg, by me, his writ of ease. 

*Tk a land-tax, which he ’s too poor to pay ; 

You therefore must some other impost lay. 
Would you but change, for serious plot and verse, 
This motley garniture of fool and farce, 

Nor scorn a mode, because ’tis taught at home, 
Which does, like vests, our gravity become. 

Our poet yields you should this play refuse : ^ 

As tradesmen, by the change of fisMons, lose. 
With some content, their fripperies of France, 

In hope it may their staple tr^e advance. 


PROLOGUE 

SPOKEN THE FIRST DAY OF THE KING’S HOUSE ACTING 
AFTER THE FIRE. 


So shipwreck’d passengers escape to land. 

So look they, when on the bare beach they stand 
Dropping and cold, and their first fear scarce o’er. 
Expecting famine on a desert shore. 

From that hard climate we must wait for bread, ® 
Whence e’en the natives, forced by hunger, fled. 
Our stage does human chance present to view. 
But ne’ei before was seen so sadly true : 

You are changed too, and your pretence to see 
Is but a nobler name for charity. 

Your own provisions furnish out our feasts, 

While you the founders make youi’selves the 
guests. 

Of all mankind beside fate had some care, 

But for poor Wit no portion did prepare, 

’Tis left a rent-charge to the brave and fair. ^ 
You cherish’d it, and now its fall you mourn, 
Which blind unmanner’d zealots make their scorn, 
Who think that fire a judgment on the stage, 
Which spared not temples in its furious rage. 

But as our new-built city rises higher, “ 

So from old theatres may new aspire, 

Since fate contrives magnificence by fire. 

Our great metropolis does far surpass 
"WTiate’er is now, and equals all that was • 


PROLOGUES AND EPILOGUES 


ITT 


Our vdt as far does foreign wit excel, 35 

An dj like a king, should in a palace dweU, 

But we with golden hopes are mainly fed, 

Talk high, and entertain you in a shed : 

Your presence here, for which we humbly sue, 
Win grace old theatres, and build up new. 


EPILOGUE 

TO THE SECOND PAST OF “THE CONQUEST OF OEANADA.” 


Thet, who have best succeeded on the stage, 
Have stni conform’d their genius to their age. 
Thus Jonson did mechanic humour show. 

When men were duH, and conversation low. 

Then comedy was fe,ultless, but ’twas coarse : ® 

Cobb’s tankaidl was a jest, and Otter’s horse. 

And, as their comedy, their love was mean ; 
Except, by chance, in some one labour’d scene. 
Which must atone for an iU-written play. 

They rose, but at their height could seldom stay. 
Fame then was cheap, and the first comer sped ; 
And they have kept it ^ce, by b^g dead. 

But, were they now to write, when critics weigh 
Each line, and every word, throughout a play. 
None of them, no not Jonson in his height, 

Could pass, without allowing grains for weight. 
Think it not envy, that these truths are told; 

Our poet’s not malicious, though he’s bold. 

’Tis not to brand them, that their feults are shown. 
But, by their errors, to excuse his own. 30 

If love and honour now are higher raised, 

’Tis not the poet, but the age is praised. 

Wit ’a now arrived to a more high degree ; 

Oui’ native language more refined and free. 

Our ladies and our men now speak more wit 35 
In conversation, th an thosse poets writ. 

Then, one of these is, consequently, true; 

That what this poet wntes comes ^ort of you. 
And imitates you ill (which most he fears), 

Or else his writing is not worse than theira. 

Yet, though you judge (as sure the critics will), 
That some before him writ with greater skill, 

In tins one praise he has their feme surpass’d. 

To please an age more gallant than the last 


PROLOGUE 


WTiat injuries soe’er upon ns fell. 

Yet, stiR, the same rehgion answers all : 

Rehgion wheedled you to civil war, 

Drew English blood, and Dutebmen’s now would 
spare: 

Be gull’d no longer, for you’ll find it true, 

They have no more religion, feith — ^than yon; 
Interest’s the god they wor^ip in their state ; 
And you, I take it, have not much of that 
Well, monarchies may own religion’s name. 

But states are atheists in their very frame. 

They share a sin, and such proportions fell. 

That, like a stink, ’tis nothing to them alL 
How they love England, you shall see this day ; ^ 
No map shows Holland toer than our play : 
Their pictures and inscriptions well we know ; 
We may be bold one medal sure to show. 

I View then their felsehoods, rapine, cruelty ; 

■ And think what once they were, they still would 
i be: 30 

But hope not either langu^e, plot, or art ; 

’Twas writ in haste, but wifii an English heart : 
And least hope wit ; in Dutchmen that would be 
I As much improper, as would honesty. 


EPILOGUE 


TO *^AMBOVNA.” 


A POET once the Spartans led to fight, 

And made them conquer in the muse’s right ; 

So would our poet lead you on this day, 
j Showing your tortured fethers in his play. 

To one well-bom the affront is worse, and more, * 
When he’s abused, and bajSEled by a boor : 

With an ill grace Dutch their mischiefe do, 
Th^’ve bo& ill-nafcure and fil-manners too. 

Well may tikey boast themselves an andent nation, 
For they were bred ere manners were in fashion ; 
And their new commonwealth has set them free, ” 
Only from honour and dviiity. 

Venetians do not more uncouthly ride. 

Than did their lubber state mankind bestride ; 
Their sway became them with as iH a mien, 

As their own paunches swell above their chin : 
Yet is their empire no true growth, but humour. 
And only two &gs’ touch can cure the tumour. 
As Cato did his Afric fruits display, 

So we before your eyes their Indies lay : 3o 

All loyal English will, like him, conclude, 

Let Csesar live, and Carthage be subdued ! 


As needy gallants in the scriveners’ h a nds, 

Court the rich knave that gripes their mortgaged 
lands, 

The first fe-t buck of all the season ’s sent. 

And keeper takes no fee in compliment : 

The dotage of some Englishmen is such, * 

To fe,wn on those who ruin them — the Dutch. 
They shall have all, rather than make a vur 
With those who of the same religion are. 

The Straits, the Guinea trade, the herrings too. 
Nay, to keep friendship, they shall pickle you 
Some are resolved not to find out the cheat. 

But, cuckold-like, love him who does the feat : 


PROLOGUE 


bPOKEN AT THE OPENING OF THE NEW HOCSE,* 
MAECH 26 , 1674 . 


A PLAIN built house, after so long a stay, 

Will send you half unsatisfied away; 

* This prologae mrst certainly have been vritfcn frr :hp 
King's company, winch I suppose at this time might have 
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PROLOGUES AND EPILOGUES. 


WTien, fall’n from your expected pomp, you find 
A bare convenience only is design'd. 

You, who each day can theatres behold, ® 

Like Nero’s palace, shining all with gold. 

Our mean ungilded stage will scorn, we fear, 

And, for the homely room, disdain the cheer. 

Yet now cheap druggets to a mode are grown, 
And a plain suit, since we can make but one, 

Is better than to be by tarnish’d gaudiy known. 
They, who are by your fiivours wealthy made, 
Wiiii mighty sums may carry on the trade : 

We, broken bankers, half destroy’d by fire. 

With our small stock to humble roofs retire : 

Pity our loss, while you their pomp admire. 

For fame and honour we no longer strive, 

We yield in both, and only beg to live : 

Unable to support their vast expense. 

Who build and treat with .such magnificence ; 
That, like the ambitious monarchs of the age, 
They give the law to our provincial stage. 

Great neighbours enviously promote excess. 
While they impose their splendour on the less. 
But only fools, and they of vast estate, ^ 

The extremity of modes will imitate. 

The danghng knee-fringe, and the bib-cravat 
Yet if some pride with want may be allow’d, 

We in our plainness may be justly proud : 

Our royal master will’d it should be so ; ^ 

Whate'er he’s pleased to own, can need no show : 
That sacred name gives ornament and grace, 

And, like his stamp, makes basest metals pass. 
’Twere folly now a stately pile to raise. 

To build a playhouse wMe you throw down 
plays, 33 

While scenes^ machines, and empty operas reign, 
And for the pencil you the pen dizain : 

AMJIg troops of famish’d Frenchmen hither 
drive, 

And laugh at those upon whose alms they live : 
Old English authors vanish and give place ^ 

To these new conquerors of the Norman race, 
^lore tamely than your fathers you submit ; 
You’re now grown vassals to them in your wit. 
Mark, when they play, how our fine fops advance 
The mighty merits of their men of France, ^ 
Keep time, cry Bon, and humour the cadence. 
Well, please yourselves ; but sure ’tis understood. 
That French machines have ne’er done England 
good. 


opened thfir honse in Dmir-lane. The reflection cast upon 
the taste of the town in these three lines, 

’Twere folly now a stately pile to raise, 

To build a playhouse while yon throw down plays, 
While scenes, machines, and empty operas reign : 
is certainly levelled at the Duke’s company, who had ex- 
hibited the siege of Rhodes, and other expensive operas, 
and who now were getting up Psyche, Circe, &c. Dkbeick. 

Ver. 30- Our royal Tnaster'] It is to be lamented, that 
after the fire of London a magnificent theatre had not been 
built at the expense of the public, or of the King. Few 
princes have so much encouraged theatrical spectades as 
Leo the Tenth. He ordered a magnificent stage to be 
erected, and acbirs to be brought from Florence to Rome, 
to act tlie Mandragola of Machiavel, though a most Uceu- 
tious drama, and aboanding in the most severe ridicule on 
the Popish ceremonies, panicularly in Act v. Scene i. and 
Act iii. Scene v.; yet this same Pope, with that incon- 
sistency that is to be found in almost ^ human characters, 
addressed a solemn brief to Sannazarius, thanking him for 
his famous poem, De Partu Virginis, and also P^vidence^ 
for raising up snch a champion, at a time when the Holy 
Church w is so violently attacked, aud in such danger. Dr. 
J. WAHTtty. 


I would not prophesy our house’s fate : 

But while vam shows and scenes you oveivrate, 

’Tis to be feared 

That as a fire the former house o’erthrew, 

I Machines and tempests will destroy the new. 


PROLOGUE 

TO THE UNIVERSITY OF OXFORD, 1674. SPOKEN BY 
ME. HART.* 


Poets, your subjects, have their parts assign’d 
To unbend, and to divert their sovereign’s mind 
When tired with foUowmg nature, you think fit 
To seek repose in the cool shades of wit, 

And, fi’om the sweet retreai^ with joy survey ^ 
What rests, and what is conquer’d, of the way. 
Here, free yourselves from envy, eax^ and stiife. 
You view the various turns of human life : 

Safe in our scene, through dangerous courts you 

go, 

And, undebauch’d, the vice of cities know. 
i Your theories are here to practice bronghi^ 

As in mechanic operations wrought ; 

And man, the littie world, before you set. 

As once the sphere of crystal shoVd the great. 
Blest sure are you above all mortal kind, 

I If to your fortunes you can suit your mind : 
Content to se^ and shun, those ills we show, 

And crimes on theatres alone to know. 

With joy we bring wbat our dead authors writ. 
And beg from you the value of their wit : ^ 

That Shakspeare’s, Fletcher’^ and great Jonson’s 
claim 

May be renew’d from those who gave them fame. 
None of our hving poets dare appear; 

For muses so severe are worshipp’d here. 

That, conscious of their faults, they shun the 
eye, 

And, as pixifane, from sacred places fly. 

Rather than see the offended God, and die. 

We bring no imperfections, but our own ; 

Such faults as made are by the makers shown : 
And you have been so kind, that we may boast, 
The greatest judges still can pardon most. 

Poets must stoop, when they would please our 
pit, 

Debased even to the level of their wit; 

Disdaining that, which yet they know will take. 
Hating themselves what their applause must 
make. 35 

But when to praise from you they would aspire. 
Though they like eagles mount, your Jove is 
higher. 

So far your knowledge all their power transcends. 
As what diould be beyond what is extends. 


• Several gentlemen, who had adhered to their principlen 
of loyalty during the usurpation of Cromwell, and the exile 
of the Royal Family, being left unprovided for at the Re- 
storation, they applied themselves to different occupations 
for a livelihood ; among them was Mr. Hart, the speaker of 
this prologue, who had served his Majesty as a captain in 
the civil war, and was now an actor in a capital cast, and in 
great estimation. Derrick. 



PROLOG tTES AND EPILOGUES. 


PROLOGUE 

TO "CIRCE.”* [bt dr. datestakt, 1675.] 

f_ 

TVetib you but half so wise as you ’re severe. 

Our youthful poet should not need to fear: 

To his green years your censures you would suit, 
Not blak the blossom, but expect the finiifc. 

The sex, that best does pleasure understand, * 
Will always choose to err on t’ other hand. 

They check him not that’s awkward in delight, 
But clap the young rogue’s cheek, and set him 
right. 

Thus hearten’d well, and flesh’d upon his prey. 
The youth may prove a man another day. 

Your Ben and Fletcher, in their first young flight^ 
Did no Volpone, nor no Arbaces write ; 

But hopp’d about, and short excursions made 
Prom bough to bough, as if they were afraid. 

And each was guilty of some Slighted Maid. ^ 
Shakspeare’s own Muse her Pericles first bore ; 
The ifeice of Tyre was elder than the Moor : 

’Tis miracle to see a first good play ; 

All hawthorns do not bloom on Cbristmas-day. 

A slender poet must have time to grow, 20 

And spread and burnish as his brothers do. 

Who looks lean, sure with some pox is cursed ; 

But no man can be Falstaff-fat at fii^ 

Then damn not, hut iadulge his rude essays. 
Encourage him, and bloat him up with praise, ^ 
That he may get more bulk before he dies : 

He ’s not yet fed enough for sacrifice. 

Perhaps, if now your gmce you will not grudge. 
He may grow up to write, and you to judge. 


EPILOGUE 

XSnSKDSD TO HAVE SEEK BFOSEK BT TEE LADY SEE. XAB. 
WENTWORTH, WHEN “CAUSTO” WAS ACTED AT COURT. 
i 

As Jupiter I made my court in vain ; 

I ’ll now assume my native shape again. 

I ’m weary to be so unkindly used. 

And would not be a god, to be revised. 

State grows uneasy when it hinders love ; ® 

A glorious burden, which the wise remove. 

Now, as a nymph, I need not sue, nor try 
The force of any lightning but the eye. 

Beauty and youth more than a god command ; 

No Jove could e’er the force of these withstand. 
’Tis here that sovereign power admits dispute; 
Beauty sometimes is justly absolute. 

Our sullen Catos, whatsoe’er they say, 

Even while they frown and dictate laws, obey. 
You, mighty sir, our bonds more easy inake, ^ 
And gracefbJly, what all must suffer, take ; 

Above those forms the grave affect to wear ; 

For ’tis not to be wise to be severe^ 

* Circe wtts an Opera. Tragedy among the ancients was 
throughout accompanied with music. Dr. J. TVaston. 

Yer. 1, As Jupitfr] It was a sister of the Duchess of 
MarlhOrough, a maid of honour, and afterwards Duchess of 
Tircoun^ celebrated by Grammont, that acted in the 
Masque of Calisto at couA, 1675. Dr. J. 'W arton. 
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True wisdom may some gallantry a dmit , I 

And soften business with the charms of wit ^ 
These peaceful triumphs with your cares you ! 

bought, i 

And from the midst of fighting nations brought 
You only hear it thunder from afer, ; 

And sit in peace the arbiter of war : ' 

Peace, the loathed manna, which hot brains de- 
spise, a j 

You knew its worth, and made it early prize ; ' 

, And in its happy leisure sit and see I 

i The promises of more feHci^ ; 

Two glorious nymphs of your own godlike line, I 

Whose morning rays like noontide strike and | 
{ shine : » 

I "Whom you to suppKant monarchs sIiaTl dispose, 

I To bind your friends, and to disarm your foes. 


I 

PROLOGUE I 

TO “ AURENOEZEBE.” ^ 


Our author, by experience, finds it true, 

’Tis much more h^d to please himself than you ; 
And out of no feign’d modesty, this day 
Damns his laborious tnfle of a play : 

Not that it’s worse than what before he writ, * 
But he has now another taste of wit ; 

And, to confess a truth, though out of time. 

Grows weary of his long-loved mistress, Rhyme. 
Passion ’s too fierce to be in fetters bound, 

And nature flies him like enchanted ground : ** 

What verse can do, he has perform’d in this, 

Which he presumes the most correct of his ; 

But spite of all his pride, a secret shame 
Invades his breast at Shakspeare’s sacred name : 
Awed when he hears his godlikg Romans rage, { 
He, in a just despair, would quit the stage ; 

And to an less polish’d, more unskili'd, | 

Does, with disdain, the foremost honours yield 1 
As with the greater dead he dares not strive, I 
He would not match his verse with those who ! 

live : , 

Let him retire, betwixt two ages cast. 

The first of this, and hindmost of the last 1 

A losing gamester, let him sneak away ; 

He bears no ready money from the play. , 

The fete, whidi governs poets, thought it fit ^ I 
He should not raise his fortunes by his wit ! 

The clergy thrive, and the litigious bar ; i 

Dull heroes fatten with the spoils of war ; t 

AH southern vices, Heaven be praised, are here ; 1 

But wit ’s a luxury you think too dear. : 

YThen you to cultivate the plant are loth, j 

’Tis a ^ewd sign 'twas never of your growth ; 1 

And wit in nor^em climates will not blow, 

Except, like orange-tree^ ’tis housed from snow. 
There needs no care to put a playhouse down, * ; 
’Tis the most desert place of all the town : 

We and our neighbour^ to speak proudly, are, j 
Like monarchs, rudn’d with expensive war ; I 

While, like wise English, xmconcem’d you sit, | 
And see us play Jfie tragedy of wit. ^ i 
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PEOLOGUES AKD EPILOGUES. 


EPILOGUE 

TO “the OT mode; ob, sib fopling pldtteb.” 
[by sib geoege ethebege, 1676.] 

— ♦_ 

Most modem -vrits such, monstrous fools have 
shown. 

They seem not of Heaven’s maMng, but their owti. 
Those nauseous harlequins in farce may pass ; 

But there goes more to a substantial ass ; 
Something of man must be exposed to view, ® 
That, gallants, they may more resemble you. 

Sir Fopling is a fool so nicely writ. 

The ladies would mistake him for a wit ; 

And, when he sings, talks loud, and cocks, would 
cry, 

I vow, methinks, he ’s pretty company : 

So brisk, so gay, so traveU’d, so refin^. 

As he took pains to graff upon his kind 
True fops help nature’s work, and go to school. 
To file and finish God AJmighty’s fooL 
Yet none Sir Fopling him, or him can call ; 

He’s knight o’ the shire, and represents ye all. 
From each he meets he culls whate’er he can ; 
Legion ’s his name, a people in a man. 

His bulky foUy gathers as it goe^ 

And, rolling o’er you, like a snow-ball grows. ^ 
His various modes from various fathers follow ; 
One taught the tos^ and one the new French 
v^ow: 

His sword-knot thi^ his cravat that design’d ; 
And this, the yard-long snake he twirls behind 
From one the sacred periwig he gain’d, ^ 

Which wind ne’er blew, nor touch of hat profimed 
Another’s diving bow he did adore, 

Which with a shog casts all the hair before, 

Till he with full decorum brings it back, 

And rises with a water-spaniel shake. so 

As for his songs, the ladies’ dear dehght, 

These sure he took from most of you who write. 
Yet every man is safe from what he fear’d ; 

For no one fool iS hunted from the herd 


EPILOGUE 

TO “ ALL FOB LOVE ” 

« 

Poets, like disputants, when reasons feil. 

Have one sure refuge left- -and that’s to rail 
Fop, coxcomb, fool, are thunder’d through the 
pit; 

And this is all their equipage of wit. 

We wonder how the devil this difference grows, ® 
Betwixt onr fools in verse, and yours in prose; 
For, ’faith, the quarrel rightly understood, 

*Tis civil war with their own flesh and blood 
The thread-bare author hates the gaudy coat; 
And ^ears at the gilt coach, but swears a-foot : 
For ’tis observed of every scribbling 
He grows a fop as fiist as e’er he can ; 

> Prunes up, and asks his oracle, the glass, 

^If pink and purple best become his'fece. 

^or our poor wretch, he neither rails nor prays 
^or likes your wit just as you like his plays ; 


He has not yet so much of Mr. Bayes. 

He does his best; and if he cannot please, 

Would quietly sue out his tor/t of ease. 

Yet, if he might Lis own grand jury call, 

By the fair sex he begs to stand or Ml. 

Let Caesar’s power the men’s ambition move, 

But grace you him who lost the world for love ^ 
Yet if some antiquated lady say, 

The last age is not copied in his play ; * 

Heaven help the man who for that face must 
drudge. 

Which only has the wrinkles of a judge. 

Let not the young and beauteous jom with those ; 
For should you raise such numerous hosts of foes. 
Young wits and ^arks he to his aid must call; ^ 
’Tis more than one man’s work to please you all 


PROLOGUE 

TO LIMBEEHAM.” 

f— 

True wit has seen its best days long ago ; 

It ne’er look’d up, since we were dipp’d in show ; 
When sense in doggrel rhymes and clouds Wcos 
lost, 

And dulness flourish’d at the actor’s cost. 

Nor stopp’d it here ; when tragedy was done, ® 
Satire and humour the same Me have run, 

And comedy, is sunk to trick and pun. 

Now our machining lumber will not sell, 

And you no longer care for heaven or hell ; 

What stuff can please you next, the Lord can tell. 
Let them, who the rebellion fiist began “ 

To wit, restore the monarch, if they can ; * 

Our author dares not be the first bold man. 

He, like the prudent citizen, takes care 
To keep for better marts his staple ware ; 

His toys are good enough for Stourbridge fair. 
Tricks were Qie Mbion ; if it now be spent, 

’Tis time enough at Easter to invent ; 

No man will make up a new suit for Lent. 

If now and then he takes a small pretence, ^ 

To forage for a little wit and sense. 

Pray pardon him, he meant you no offence. 

Next summer, Nostradamus teUs, they say, 

That all the critics shall be riiipp’d away, 

And not enow be left to damn a play. 25 

To every sail beside, good Heaven, be kind ; 

But drive away that swarm with such a wind, 
That not one locust may be left behind ! 


EPILOGUE 

TO “ aUTHBIDATES, KING OP PONTUS." [bT MB. N. LEE, 1678.J 
« 

You ’VE seen a pair of faithful lovers die : 

And much you care ; for most of you will cry, 
’Twas a just judgment on their constancy. 

For, Heaven be thank’d, we live in such an age, 
When no man dies for love, but on the stage ; * 

Yer. 5. WTifn no man dies for love^ One of the most re- 
markable differences betivixt ancient and modem tragedy 


PROLOGUES Am) EPILOGUES. 


ISl 


And e’en those martyrs are but rare in plays ; | 

A cursed sign how much true faith decays. i 

Lo^e is no more a Tiolent desire ; 

’Tis a mere metaphor, a painted fire. ! 

In aU our ses, the name examined well, 

’Tis pride to gain, and vanity to telL j 

In woman, ’tis of subtle interest made : 

Curse on the punk that made it first a trade ! 

She first did wit’s prerogative remove, 

And made a fool presume to prate of love. “ 
Let honour and preferment go for gold ; 

But glorious beauty is not to be sold ; 

Or, if it be, ’tis at a rate so high. 

That nothing but adoring it ^ould buy. 

Yet the rich cullies may their boasting spare ; 
They purchase but sophisticated ware. 

’Tis prodigality that buys deceit, 

Where both the giver and the taker cheat. 

Men but refine on the old half-crown way ; 

And women fight, like Swissers, for their pay. ^ 


Your neighbours would not look on you as men, 
But think the nation ail turn’d Piets 'again. 

Faith, as you manage matters, ’tis not fit 
You should suspect yourselves of too much wit : ® 
Drive not the jest too far, hut spare this piece ; 
And, for this once, be not more wise than Greece. 
See twice ! do not pell-mell to damning fell. 

Like true-born Britons, who ne’er thirtk at all: 
Pray be advised ; and though at Mons you won, ^ 
On pointed cannon do not alwai^ run. 

Widi some respect to ancient wit proceed ; 

You take the four first councils for your creed. 
But, when you lay tradition wholly by. 

And on the private q>irit alone rely, ** 

You turn fenaties in your poetry. 

if, notwithstanding all that we can say, 

You needs will have your pen’oiths of the play, 
And come resolved to damn, because you pay, 
Record it, in memorial of the fact, ® 

The first play buried since the woollen act 


PEOLOGUE 


EPILOGUE 


When Athens all the Grecian state did guide. 

And Greece gave laws to all the world beside ; 
Then Sophocles with Socrates did sit, 

Supreme m wisdom one, and one in wit : 
j^d wit from wisdom differ’d not in those, ® 
But, as ’twas sung in verse, or said in prose. 

Then, CEdipus, on crowded theatres, 

Drew all admiring eyes and listening ears : 

The pleased spectator shouted every line. 

The noblest, manliest, and the best design I 
And every critic of each learned ag^ 

By this just model has reform’d the stage. 

Now, should it fail, (as Heaven avert our fear) 
Damn it in silence, lest the world should hear. 
For were it known this poem did not please;, 

You might set up for perfect savages : 

arises from tlifi prevailing custom of describmg only those 
distresses are occasioned by the lesion of love : a 
passion, which, fiom the nniversality of its dominion, xnay 
justly a share in representations of human 

life: but whicli, by totally engrossing the theatre, hath 
contributed to degree that noble school of virtue into an 
academy of effeminacy. When Bacine persuaded the cele- 
brated Amauld to read bis Phsedra, “ Why,” said that se- 
vere critic to bis friend, “ have you falsified the manners of 
Hippolitus, and represented him in love “ Alas !’* replied 
the poet, “without that circumstance^ how would the ladies 
and the beaux have received my piece And it may well 
be imagined, that to gratify so considerable and important a 
part of his audience, was the powerful motive that induced 
Corneille to eneirvate even the matchless and afiecting 
story of CEdipus, by the frigid and impertinent episode of 
Theseus’s passion for Dirce. Shakspeare has shown ns, by 
his Hamlet, Macbeth, and Gsesar, and above aU by his 
Lear, that very interesting tragedies may he written, that 
are not founded on gallantry and love; and that Boileau 
was mistaken, when he affirmed, 

“ de I’amour la sensible peinture, 

Est pour aller an oceur la route la plus sure.” 

The finest pictures of love in all antiquity are ffie Ph»- 
dra, iledea, Sunaetha, second Idyllium of Theocritns, and 
the Dido of Virgil. All of these pictures are of the effMts 
of love in women ; no description of it in men, so capital 
and so striking, has been given. The tenth eclogue of 
Virgil is but feeble in comparison of these mentioned 
above. Dr. J. Waetok. 


What Sophocles could undertake alone. 

Our poets found a work for more than one ; 

And therefore two lay tugging at the piece, 

With all their force, to draw the ponderous mass 
from Greece ; 

A weight that bent even Seneca’s strong muse, ® 
And which Corneille’s shoulders did refbse. 

So hard it is the Athenian, harp to string 1 
! So much two consuls yield to one just £ng. 
Terror and pity this whole poem sway ; 

The mightiest machines that can mount a play. 
How heavy will those vulgar souls be found. 
Whom two such engines cannot move firom 
ground ! 

When Greece and Rome have smiled upon this 
birth. 

You hut for one poor spot of earth 
And when your children find your judgment 
such, 

Th^’U scorn their sires, and wish themselves 
horn Dutch; 

haughty poet will infer with^ eas^ 

How his wit must under-wnte to^ please. 

As some strong churl would, brandishing, ad- 
vance « 

The monumental sword that conquer d France ; 
So you, bv judging this, your judgment teach. 
Thus far you like, that is, thus far you reach. 
Since then the vote of full two thousand years^ 
Has crown’d this plot, and all the dead are theirj 
Think it a debt you pay, not alms you give, 

And, in your own defence, let this Pla^ live. 
Think them not vain, when Sophocles is shown. 
To praise his worth they humbly doubt their 

own. 

Yet as weak states each other’s power assuro, 
Weak poets by conjunction are secure. 

Their treat is what your palates relish most, 
Charm ! song! and ^ow3 a murder and a ghost i 
We know not what you can desire or hope. 

To ifiease you more, but burning of a Pope- 
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PROLOGUE 

TO “ TEOrWIS ASD CBESSIDA.” SPOKES’ BT MR. BETTEETOJI, 
BEBEBSESTrSO THE GHOST OP SHAKSPCABE. 


See, my loved Britons, see your Shalcspeare ris^ 
An awftd ghost confess’d to hnman eves ’ 
Unnamed, methinks, distinguish’d I had been 
From other shades, by this eternal green. 

About whose wreaths the vulgar poets strive^ * 

And with a touch, their wither’d bays revive. 
Untaught, unpractised, in a barbarous age;, 

I found not, but creat^ first the staga 
Aud, if I drain’d no Greek or Latin store, 

Twas, that my own abundance gave me more. 

On foreign trade I needed not rely, 
like finiitful Britain, rich without supply. 

In this my rough-drawn phiy you shfdl behold 
Some master-sfiokes, so and so bold. 

That he who m^mt to alter, found ’em such, ^ 
He shook, and thought it sacrilege to touch. 

Xow, where are the successors to my name 1 
\Vhat bring they to fill out a poet’s fame ? 

Weak, shorirHv^ issues of a feeble age ; 

Scarce living to be christen’d on the stage ! * ^ 
For humour fiirce, for love they rhyme dispense. 
That tolls the knell for their departed sense. 
Dulness might thrive in any trade hut this : 
’Twould reconmifflid to some fiit benefice. 
Dulness, that in a playhouse meets disgrace, ^ 
Might meet with reverence in its proper place. 
The fulsome deneh, that nauseates the town, 
Would fi:om a judge or alderman go down. 

Such virtue is there in a robe and gown 1 
And that insipid stuff which here you hate, 

MGght somewhere else be call’d a grave debate ; 
Dulness is decent in the church and stata 
But I forget that still ’tis understood, 

Bad plays are best decried by showing good. 

Sit sHent then, that my pleased soul may see ^ 
A judging au(ience once and worthy me ; 

My feithfijl scene fi:om true records shall teH, 
How Trojan valour did the Greek excel ; 

Tour great fbrefethers shall their fame regain. 
And Homer’s angry ghost repine in vain. ^ 


PROLOGUE 

TO »CmLB BOBGtiu” [BY ICB, K. LEE, 1690.] 
1 

Thb unhappy man, who once has trail’d a pen, 
Lives not to please himself, hut other men; 

Is always drudging, wastes his life and blood, 
Tet only eats aud drinks what you think good. 


Ter. 1. Tha unhappy «*an,] Lee liad so melodious a 
voice, and sncli pathetic elocution, that reading one of his 
own scenes to Major ^lohun at a rehearsal, Mohun, in the 
warmth of his admiration, threw down his part, and ex- 
claimed, Unless 1 -were able to plav it as well as you read 
it, to -what purpose should I undertake it?'* Yet it is a ve^ 
remarkable circumstance, that Lee failed as an actor in 
attempting to perform the character of Duncan in Hacbetdi, 
1672; as did Otwar in a play of Mrs. Afra Behn, entitled 
the Jealous Bridegroom. After this failure, the first wrote 
his Alcibiades, and the last-mentioned autlior his Ivero. 
Dr. J, Wabtox 


What praise soe’er the poetry deserve^ ® 

Yet every fool can bid the poet starve; 

That fumbling lecher to revenge is bent, 

Because he thinks himself or whore is meant : 
Xame but a cuckold, all the city swarms ; 

From Leadenhall to Ludgate is in arms : ^ 

Were there no fear of Antichrist, or France 
In the blest time poor poets live by chance. 
Either you come not here, or, as you grace 
Some old acquaintance, drop into the place. 
Careless and qualmish with a yawning face : 

You sleep o’er wit, and by my troth you may ; 
Most of your talents lie another way. 

You love to hear of some prodi^ous tale, 

The hell that toll'd alon^ or Irish whale^ 

Hews is your food, and you enou^ provide, ^ 
Both for yom'selves, and all the world beside; 

One theatre there is of vast resort, 

Which wbilome of Requests was call’d the Court ; 
But now the great Exchange of Hews ’tis bight, 
And fill! of hum and buz fi'om noon ’tiU night ^ 
Up stairs and down you run, as for a race, 

And each man wears three nations in his face. 

So big you look, though claret you retrench, 

That, arm’d with bottled ale, you huff the French 
But all your entertainment still is fed 
By viUains in your own dull island bred. 

Would you return to us, we dare engage 
To show you better rogues upon the stage; 

You know no poison but plain ratsbane here ; 
Death ’s more refined, and better bred elsewhere. 
They have a civil way in Italy, 

By smelling a perfume to make you die; 

A trick would make you lay your snuffbox by. 
Murder ’s a trade, so knowu and practised there, 
That ’tis infallible as is the chair. ^ 

Bui^ mark their feast, you shall behold such 
pranks; 

The Pope says grace, but ’tis tho devil gives 
thanks. 


i 


PROLOGUE 

TO *‘SOPHOinSBA,” AT OXFORD, t 680 . 

-f— 

Thbshs, the first professor of our art, 

At countiy wakes, sung ballads from a cart- 
To prove this true, if Latin be no trespass, 
"Didtur et plaustris vexisse Poemata Thespis, 
But ^ehylus, says’^ Horace in some page, ^ 
Was the first mountebank that trod the st^e ; 

• Snccessitvetns his Comoedia, etc.,t.tf. Comedy began 
to be cultivated and Improved from the time that tragedy 
bad obtained its end, ev%5 loamre ipvat*, under j®schyltis. 
There is no reason to suppose, with some critics, that Ho- 
race meant to date its origin fifom hence. The supposition 
is, in truth, contradicted by experience and the order of 
things. For, as a celebrated French vuiter observes, “Le 
talent d’miter, gut nous est naturel, nous ports plut6t d la 
comedk, qui route svT des choses de nStre eonnoissance, qu* it la 
tiagediSj qmprend des sujets plus iloignis de Vusage c&mmim; 
et en effect., en G-rlee atissi bien quen France, la comidie esi 
Palnie de la trngMie^^—{Bist. an Thdlt Franc, par M. de 
Fontenelle.] The latter part of this assertion is clear fipom 
the piece referred to ; imd the other. wHch respects Greece, 
seems countenanced by Aristotle himself, [v*;* vonjr. x. i.j 
’Tis true, comedy, though its rise be everywhere, at least, as 
early as that of tragedy, is perfected much later. Menander, 


PROLOGUES AND EPILOGUES. 
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Tet Athens never knew your learned sport 
Of tossing poets in a tennis-court. 

But ’tis Ihe talent of our English nation 
StiR to be plotting some new reformation : 
And few years hence, if anarchy goes on, 

Jack Presbyter shall here erect his throne. 
Knock out a tub with preaching once a day. 
And eveiy prayer be longer than a play. 

Then all your heathen wits shall go to pot, 

For disbelieving of a Popish-plot : 

Your poets shall be used like infidels, 

And worst, the author of the Oxford bells : 
Nor should we ’scape the sentence, to depart. 
E’en in our first original, a cart 
No zealous brother there would want a stone. 
To maul us cardinals, and pelt Pope Joan : 
Religion, learning, wit, would be suppress’d. 
Rags of the whore, and trappings of the beast : 
Scot, Suarez, Tom of Aquin, must go down. 
As chief supporters of the triple crown ; 

And Aristotle ’s for destruction ripe ; 

Some say, he 'call’d the soul an organ-pipe. 
Which, by some little help of derivation, 

Shall riien be proved a pipe of inspiration. 


Go back to your dear dancing on the rope, i * 
Or see what’s worse, the devil and the pope. 

The plays that take on our corrupted stage, 
Metiunks, resemble the distracted age ; 

Noise, madness, all unreasonable things, 

That strike at sense, as rebels do at kings. is 
The style of forty-one our poets write, 

And you are grown to judge like forty-eight. 

Such censures our mistaking audience make, 

That ’tis almost grown scandalous to take. 

They talk of fevers that infect the brains ; ^ 

But nonsense is the new disease that reigns. 

Weak stomachs, with a long disease oppress’d. 
Cannot the cordials of strong wit digest 
Therefore thin nourishment of farce ye choose, 
Decoctions of a barley-water muse : ^ 

A meal of tragedy would make ye sici^ 

Unless it were a very tender chick. 

Some scenes in sippets would be worth our time ; 
Those would go down; some love that's poach'd 
in rhyme ; 

If these dioiild M 

We must lie down, and, after all our cost, 

Keep holiday, like watermen in firosfc; 

While you turn players on the world’s great stage, 
And act yourselves the farce of your own age 


A PROLOGUE. 


If yet there be a few that take delight 
In that which reasonable men should write ; 

To them alone we dedicate this nighi 
'The rest may satisfy their curious itch. 

With city-gazettes, or some fectious speech, * 
Or whate’er libel, for the public good, 

Stirs up the dirove-tide crew to fire and blood. 
Remove your benches, you apostate pit, 

And take, above, twelve pennyworth of wit ; 

we know, appeared long after JEschylns. And, tliongh 
the French tragedy, to speak with Aristotle, MurrSf 

in the hands of Corneille, this cannot he said of their 
comedy, which was forced to wait for a Holiere, before it 
arrived at that pitch of perfecfion. But then this is owing 
to the superior difiBcnlty of the comic drama. Nor is it any 
objection t^t the contouy of this happened at Borne. For 
the Romans, when they applied themselves in earnest to 
the stage, had not to inveni^ hut to imitate, or rather trana- 
latSf the perfect models of Greece. And it chanced, for rea- 
sons which I shall not stay to deduce, that their poets had 
better success in copying their comedif than tragedg. ' 

The two happiest subjects, said FonteneDe, for tragedy 
and comedy among the modems, are the Cid, and TEcole 
des Femmes. Bn^ nnlnckily, the respective authors that 
wrote on each, were not arrived at the fhll force of their 
geniuses when they treated these subjects. Events that 
have actually happened, are, after all. the properest subjects 
for poetry: Thb best eclogue of Tirgil,* the best ode of 
Horace,! are founded on real incidents. If we briefly cast 
our eyes over the most interesting and affecting stories, 
ancient or modem, we shall find that they are such, as, 
however adorned and a little diversified, are yet grounded 
on trae history, and on real matters of fact. Such, for in- 
stance, among the ancients, are the stories of Joseph, of 
CEdipus, the Trojan War and its consequences, ofVirgii^ 
and the Horatii ; such, among the modems, arc the stories 
of King Lear, the Cid, Romeo and Juliet, and Oronoofco. 
The series of events contained in these stories seem fe.r to 
I surpass the utmost powers of human imagination. In the 
i best conducted fiction, some mark of improbability and in- 
1 coherence will still appear. Dr. J . Wahtost. 

*■ The First t Ode xiii. lib. ii. 


PROLOGUE 

TO THE lUnVBESITT OF OXBOBD, 1681. 

The femed Italian mu^ whose rhymes advance 
Orlando and the Paladins of France^ 

Records, that^ when our wit and sense is flown, 
'Tis lodged within the (aide of the moon, 

In earthen jars, which one, who thither soar' d, * 
Set to his nos^ snuff'd up, and was restored. 
Whate'er the stoiy be, the moral 's true ; 

The wit we lost in town, we find in you. 

Our poets thar fled parte may draw from hence, 
And fill their windy heads with sober sense. 

When London votes with Southwark's disagree, 
Here may they find their long-lost loyalty. 

Here buty senates, to the old cause inclined. 

May snuff the votes their fellows left behind : 
Tour country neighbours, when their grain grows 

dear, , . . T. 

May come, and find their last provision here : 
Whereas we cannot much lament our loss, 

Who neither carried hack, nor brought one cross, 
i We look’d what representatives would bring ; 

But they help’d us, just as they did the king. 

Tet we despair not ; for we now lay forth 
The Sibyl’s books to those who know their worth, 
And though the first was sacrificed before, 

These volumes doubly will the price restore. 

Our poet bade us hope this grace to find. 

To whom by long prescription you are kind. 

He, whose undaunted Muse, with loyal rage, 
never spared the vices of the age. 

Here finding nothing that his spleen can raise, 

Is forced to turn his satire into praise. 
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PEOLOaUES Am> EPILOGUES. 


PROLOGUE 

TO HIS HOYAL HIGHHESS, HPOY HIS FIBBT APPEARANCE AT 
THE duke’s theatre, AFTER HIS RETURN FROM SCOT- 
LAND, 1682. 


In those cold regions which no summers cheer, 
Where brooding darh-neas coTers half the year. 

To hollow caves the shivering natives go ; 

Bears range abroad, and hunt in tracks of snow : 
But when the tedious twilight wears away, ® 
And stars grow paler at the approach of day. 

The longing crowds to frozen mountains run ; 
Happy who first can see the glimmering sun : 

The surly savage ofispring disappear. 

And curse the bright successor of the year. ^ 

Yet, though rough bears in covert seek defence. 
White foxes stay, with seeming innocence: 

That crafty kind with day-light can dispense. 

Stin we are throng'd so Ml with Reynard's race, 
That loyal subjects scarce can find a place : ^ 

Thus modest truth is cast behind the crowd : 

Truth speaks too low ; Hy^crisy too loud. 

Let them be first to flatter in success ; 

Duty can stay, but guilt has need to press. 

Once, when tiue zeal the sons of God did call, ® 
To make their solemn show at heaven’s White- 
hall, 

The fawning devil appear’d among the rest, 

And made as good a courtier as the best 
The friends of Job, who rail’d at him before, 

Came cap in hand when he had three times 
more. 25 

Yet late repentance may, perhaps, he true ; 

Kings can forgive, if rebels can bnt sue ; 

A tyrant’s power in rigour is express’d ; 

The frther yearns in the true prince’s breast. 

We grant, an o’ergrown Whig no grace can 

mend ; ^ 

But most are babes, that know not they offend. 
The crowd to resdess motion stiH inclined. 

Are clouds, that tack according to the wind. 
Driven by their chiefr they storms of hailstones 
ponr; 

Then mourn, and soften to a silent shower. ® 

Oh, welcome to this much-offending land. 

The prince that brings forgiveness in his hand ! 
Thus angels on glad messages appear : 

Their fi^ salute commands us not to fear : 

Thus Heaven, that could constrain us to obey, ® 
(With reverence if we might presume to say) 
^ems to relax the rights of sovereign sway : 
Permits to man the choice of good and iU, ! 

And makes us happy by our own free-wilL 


PROLOGUE 

TO ‘‘ THE EARL OF ESSEX.” [BT MB. J. BANKS, 1682.J SPOKEN 
TO THE KINO AND THE QUEEN AT THEIR COUZNO TO 
TH* HOUSE. 


When first the ark was landed on the shore, 

And Heaven had vow’d to curse the ground no 
more ; 

When tops of lulls the longing patriarch saw. 

And the new scene of earth began to draw ; 


The dove was sent to view the waves’ decrease, ^ 
And first brought hack to man the pledge of 
peace. 

'Tis needless to apply, when those appear, 

Who bring the olive, and who plant it here. 

We have before our eyes the royal dove, 

Srih innocent, as harhmger of love : “ 

The ark is open’d to dismiss the train. 

And people with a better race the plain. 

Tell me, ye Powers, why should vain man pursue, 
With encfless toil, each object that is new. 

And for the seeming substance leave the true 
Why should he quit for hopes his certam good, 
And loathe the manna of his daily food ^ 

Must England stiU the scene of changes he, 

Toss’d and tempestuous, like our ambient seal 
Must sioU our weather and our wills agree ? ^ 

Without our blood our liberties we have : 

Who that is free would fight to be a slave ? 

Or, what can wars to after-times assure, 

Of which our present age is not secure ? 

All that our monarch would for us ordain, ^ 
Is but to enjoy the blessings of 1 ^ reign. 

Our land ’s an Eden, and the main ’s our fence. 
While we preserve our state of innocence : 

That lost, then beasts their brutal force employ, 
And first their lord, and then themselves destroy. 
What civil broils have cost, we know too well; ^ 
Oh, let it he enough that once we fell ! 

And every heart conspire, and eveiy tongue, 

Still to have such a king, and this l^g long. 


AN EPILOGUE 

FOE THE king’s HOUSE, 

« 

We act by fits and starts, like drowning men, 

But just peep up, and then pop down again. 

Let those who call us wicked change their sense; 
For never men lived more on Providence. 

Kot lottery cavaliers are half so poor, ® 

Kor broken cits, nor a vacation whore. 

Kot courts, nor courtiers living on the rents 
Of the three last ungiving parliaments : 

So wretched, that, if Pharaoh could divine, 

He might have spared his dream of seven lean 
kine, 

And changed his vision for the Muses nine. 

The comet, that, they say, portends a dearth. 

Was but a vapour drawn from play-house earth : 
Pent there since our last fire, and, Lilly says, 
Foreshows our change of state, and thin third- 
days. ^ 

’Tis not our want of wit that keeps us poor ; 

For then the printer’s press would suffer more. 
Their pamphleteers each day their venom spit; 
They thrive by treason, and we starve by wit. 
Confess the truth, which of you has not laid 20 

Four farthings out to buy the Hatfield maid 
Or, which is duller yet, and more would spite us. 
Democritus his wars with Herachtus ? 

Such are the authors, who have run us down. 

And exercised you critics of the town, 25 

Yet these are pearls to your lampooning rhymes, 
Y’ abuse yourselves more dully tiian the times 
Scandal, riie glory of the English nation, 

Is worn to rags, and scribbled out of fa^on. 


PROLOGUES AlTD EPILOGL^ES. 


Such harmless thrusts, as like fencers -wise, ^ ' 
They had agreed their play before their prize. 
Faath, they may hang their harps upon the 
willows; 

’Tis just like children when they bos with pillows. 
Then put an end to civil wars for shame ; 

Let each knight-errant, who has wrong’d a dame. 
Throw down his pen, and give her, as he can, ** 
The satisfaction of a gentleman. 


PROLOaUE 

TO "the loyal brother;'*' OB, THE PEHSIAH PBISCE.” 
[by mb. southerns, 1682.] 


Poets, like lawful monarchs, ruled the stage. 

Till critics, like damn’d "Whigs, debauch’d our age. 
Mark how they jump : critics would regulate 
Our theatres, and Whigs reform our state : 

Both pretend love, and both (plague rot them •) 
hate. ^ 

The critic humbly seems advice to bring ; 

The fawning Whig petitions to the king : 

But one’s advice into a satire slides ; 

T* other’s petition a remonstrance hides. 

These will no taxes give, and those no pence ; 
Cntics would starve the poet, Whigs the piinca 
The critic all our troops of friends discards ; 

Just so the Whig would fain pull down the guards. 
Guards are iUe^ that drive foes away, 

As watchful shepherds, that fright beasts of prey. 
Kings, who disband such needless aids as these. 
Are safe — as long as e’er their subjects please : 
And that would he till next queen Bess’s night : 
Which thus grave penny chroniclers indite. 1 


Sir Edmondhury first, in wofiil wise, ® 

Leads up the show, and milks their maudlin eves. 
There ’s not a butcher s wife but dnbs her part. 
And pities the poor pageant from her heart ; 
Who, to provoke revenge, rides round the fire. 
And, with a civil conge, does retire : ^ 

But guiltless blood to ground must never feh ; 
There ’s Antichrist behind, to pay for all. 

The punk of Babylon in pomp appears, 

A lewd old gentleman of seventy years : 

Whose age in vain our mercy wotdd implore; ^ 
For few take pity on an old cast whore. 

devil, who brought him to the shame, takes 
pajrt; 

Sits cheek by jowl, in black, to cheer ids heart; 
Like thief and parson in a Tybum-cart. 

The word is given, and with a loud huzza ® 
The mitred poppet from his fihair they draw : 

On the slain corpse contending nations MI : 

Alas ! what ’s one poor pope among them all i 
He bums; now ^ true hearts your triumphs 
ring: 

And nest, for feshion, cry, God save the king. ^ 
A needful cry in ’midst of such alarms, 

When forty thousand men are up in arms. 

But after he ’s once saved, to make amends. 

In each succeeding health they damn his friends : 
So God begms, but still the devil ends. 

What if some one, inspired with zeal, should call, 
Come, let ’s go ciy, G(xi save him, at Whitehall ? 
His best friends would not like this oveivcare, 

Or think him e'er the safer for this prayer. 

Five praying saints are by an act allow’d ; . “ 

But not the whole church-militant in crowd. 

Yet should Heaven all the true petitions drain 
Of Ifresbyterians who would kin^ maintain. 

Of forty thousand, five would scarce remain. 


^ “ The Loyal Brother ; or, the Persian Prince,” Mr. South- I 
erne's first play, vras acted at Brory-Iane in 1682 ; a time 
in -which the Tory interest, after long straggles, earned all 
before it The character of the I<oyal Brother -was a com- i 
pliment intended for the Duke of York. This prologue is 1 
a continued invective against the 'Whigs. Debbice. [ 

Ter. 18. quern JBess's nigltt/l At the Kong^s-head ■ 

tavern, the comer of Chancery-lane, and opposite the Inner- • 
Temple-gate, the principal opponents to the court-measures } 
and the chiefs of the Whig party assembled, under the 
name of -the King’s-head Club, and afterwards the Green- i 
nhbon Clnb, from ribbons of that colour which they wore [ 
in their hats. Here they subscribed a guinea a-piece for a 
bonfire, in which the effigies of the Pope -was to he burnt I 
on the 17th of November, being the anniversary of Queen i 
Elizabeth’s birth, with more man ordinary pomp; for it i 
it was heretofore an annual ceremony, usually made -without I 
any remarkable parade. The procession now consisted of 
one representing the dead body of Sir Edmondhury God- 
frey, carried on a horse, with a person preceding it ringing 
a hell, to remind people of his murder . then followed a moh 
of fellows, dressed like carmelites, Jesuits, bishops, cardi- 
nals, &c. and several hoys -with incense-pots, surrounding 
an image of the Pope, with that of the deni just behind I 
him, 1 

Like thief and parson in a Tyhum cart. | 

In this manner they marched from Bishopsgate to the : 
comer of Chanceiy-lane, where they committed the in- 
offensive effigieh to the flames; -ahile tlje balconies and 
•windows oHhe King's-head were filled with people of con- 
sequence, who countenanced the tumult; which, the Hou. 
Roger North says, struck a terror upon people’s spirits. 
The year of acting the play, to which we have here a pro- 
logue, great additions, alterations, and expensive improve- 
ments, -were intended to be made in this procession which | 


PROLOGUE I 

TO THE KING AND qUEBN, TOON THE TOHON OR THE j 
TWO COMPANIES IN 1682. 


Since faction ebbs, and rogues grow out of . 
fashion. 

Their penny scribes take care to inform the : 

nation, '■ 

How well men thrive in this or that plantation : j 

How Pennsylvania’s air agrees with Quakers^ 

And Carolma’s with Assoeiators : * 

Both e'en too good for madmen and for traitors. 

Truth is, onr land with saints is so run o’er. 

And every age produces such a store, 

That now there’s need of two Kew-Englands 


What ’s this, you’ll say, to us and onr vocation? ^ 
Only thus much, that we have left our station. 
And made tbia th^tre our new plantation. 

was prevented entirely hv the loyalty and vigilance of the 
sbenfEs of the city. Sir Dudley North and Sir Peter Rich, 
■who paraded the streets all day and the best part af the 
night. Debbick. 
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The fiictious natives never could agree ; 

But aiming, as they called to be free, 

Those play*house Whigs set up for property. ^ 

Some say, they no obedience paid of late ; 

But woTjdd new fears and jealousies create; 

Tni topsy-turvy they had turn’d the state. 

Plain sense, without the talent of foretellings 
Might guess ’twould end in downright knocks 
and quelling : ^ 

For seldom comes there better of rebelling. 

When men will, needlessly, their freedom barter 
For lawless power, sometimes they catch a Tartar; 
There’s a damn’d word that rhymes to this, call'd 
Charter. 

But, since the victory with us remain^ ^ 

You shall be coll’d to twelve in all our gains ; 

If you’ll not think us saucy for our pains. 

Old men shall have good old plays to delight ’em : 
A -nil you, fair ladies and gallants, that slight ’em. 
Well treat with good new plays ; if our new wits 
can write ’em. ^ 

Well take no blxmdering verse, no fustian tumour. 
No dribbling love, from this or that perfumer ,* 
No dull frit fool shamm’d on the stage for hu- 
mour. 

For, frith, some of ’em such vile stuff have made, 
As none but fools or fairies ever play’d ; ^ 

But ’twas, as shopmen say, to force a trade. 

We’ve given you tragedies, all sense defying, 

And singing men, in woful metre dymg ; 

This ’tis when heavy lubbers will be flying. 

AU these disasters we well hope to weather ; ^ 

We bring you none of our old lumber hither : 
Whig poets and Whig sherifife may hang together. 


PROLOGUE 

TO THE rSTTEESire OF OXFOEO. SPOKEST BY MR. HART, 
AT THE ACTOfO OF "THE SILEHT WOMAN.” 


What Greece,* when learning flourish'd, only 
knew, 

Athenian judges, you this day renew. 

Hera too are anmial rites to Pallas done, 

And here poetic prises lost or worn 

Rethinks I see you, crown’d with olive^ sit, ® 

And strike a sacred horror from the pit. 

A day of doom is this of your decree, 

Wliere even the best are but by mercy free : 

A day, which none but Jonson durst have wish’d 
to see. 

• Plato sent a copy of the Pintos of Aristophanes to 
Dionysius the king of Sidly, telling him that from this play 
and the other comedies of Aristophanes, lie might learn 
the nature of the Athenian republic. Dr. J. Warton, 


Here they, who long have known the usefui 
stage, 

Come to be taught themselves to teach the age. 
As your commissioners our poets go, 

To cultivate the virtue which you sow; 

In your Lycseum first themselves refined. 

And delegated thence to human-kind. ” 

But as ambassadors, when long from home, 

For new instructions to their princes come ; 

So poets, who your precepts have foigot, 

Return, and beg they may be better taught : 
Follies and faults elsewhere by them are shown, ^ 
But by your maimers they correct their own. 

The illiterate writer, empiric-like, applies 
To minds diseased, unsafe, chance, remedies : 

The leam’d in school^ where knowledge first 
began. 

Studies with care the anatomy of man ; ^ 

Sees virtue, vice, and passions in their cause, 

And frme from science, not fi*om fortune, draws. 
So Poetry, which is in Oxford made 
An art, in London only is a trade. 

There haughty dunces, whose unlearned pen ^ 
Could ne’er speU grammar, would be reading men. 
Such build their poems the Lucretian way; 

So many huddled atoms make a play; 

And if they hit in order by some chance, 

They call that nature, which is i^orance. ^ 
To such a fame let mere town-wits aspire, 

And their gay nonsense their own cits admfre. 

Our poet, could he find forgiveness here, 

IVould wish it rather than a plaudit there. 

He owns no crown from those Praetorian bands, ^ 
But knows that right is in ihe senate’s hands, 

Not impudent enough to hope your praise, 

Low at the Muses* feet his wreath he lays, 

And, where he took it up, resigns his bays. 

Kings make thdr poets whom themselves think 
fit, •*5 

But 'tis your suffinge makes authentic wit. 


EPILOGUE, 

SPOKEN By THE SAME. 


No poor Dutch peasant, wing’d with aU his fear. 
Flies with more haste, when the French arms 
draw near, 

Than we with our poetic train come down, 

For refuge hither, from the infected town : 
Heaven for our sins this summer has thought fit ® 
To visit us with all the plagues of wit 
A French* troop first swept all things in its way; 
But those hot Monsieurs were too quick to stay : 

Ver. 25. Studies with care the anodcmy of man ;] “ Order 
nn siijet; inventer un nceud et nn denouement; donner a 
cliainie j)€rsonnage son caractisre, et le soutenir ; faire en 
9>rtc qn’ancxin d’ euxne paraisse et ne sorte sans une raison 
sentie de tons les spectatenrs; ne laisser jamais le thdatre 
vnide ; faire dire h chacun ce qn’il doit dire ; avec noblesse 
sans enflttre, avec simplicitfe sans hassesse ; faire de beaux 
vers qui ne sentent point le poSte, et tels qne le personnage 
aurait dd en faire, s’il parlait en vers ; c’est-li une partie 
des devoirs qne tout auteur d’une tragddie doit remplii.” 
Dr. J. Warton. 

^ In a very old French mystery acted at Paris, 1490, in 
order to render the character of Judas more detestable, the 
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Yet, to our cost, in that short time, we find 
They left their itch of novelty behincL 
The Italian merry-andrews took their place, 

And quite debauch’d the stage with lewd grimace : 
Instep of wit, and humour^ your dehght 
Was there to see two hobby-horses fight; 

Stout Scaramoueha with rush lance rode in, ^ 
Aind ran a tilt at centaur Arlequin. 

For love you heard how amorous asses bray’d. 
And cats in gutters gave their serenade. 

Nature was out of countenance, and each day 
Some new-born monster shown you for a play. ^ 
But when all ftil’d, to strike the stage quite 
dumb, 

Those wicked engines call’d machines are come. 
Thunder and lightning now for wit are play’d. 
And shortly scenes in Lapland will be laid : 

Art magic is for poetry profess’d ; ^ 

And cats and do^, and each obscener beast, 

To which ASgyptian dotards once did bow. 

Upon our English stage are worshipp’d now. 
Witchcraft reigns there, and raises to renown 
Macbeth and Simon Magus of the town ; ® 

Fletcher’s despised, your Jonson’s out of fashion. 
And wit the only drug in all the nation. 

In this low ebb our wares to you are ^own ; 

By you ihose staple authora’ worth is known ; 

For wit ’s a manufacture of your own. ^ 

When you, who only can, their scenes have 
praised, 

We ’ll boldly back, and say, their price is raised. 


EPILOGUE, 

SFOKSir AT OXFOSD, BY HBS. MARSHALL. 


Oft has our poet wish’d, this happy seat 
Might prove his fading Muse’s la^ retreat : 

I wonder’d at his wish, hut now I find 
He sought for quiet, and content of mind ; 

Which noiseful towns, and courts cau never know, ® 
And only in the shades like laurels grow. 

Fouth, ere it sees the world, here studies rest, 
And age returning thence concludes it best 
What wonder if we court that happiness 
Yearly to share, which hourly you possess. 
Teaching e’en you, while the vex’d world we show. 
Your peace to value more, and better know ? 

’Tis all we can return for fiivours past, 

Whose holy memory shall ever last, 

For patronage from him whose care presides ^ 
O’er every noble art, and every science guides : 
Bathurst, a name the leam’d with reverence know. 
And scarcely more to his own Tirgil owe ; 

Whose age enjoys but what his youth deserved, 
To rule those Muses whom before he served. ^ 

author affirms, that before he became acquainted with 
Christ, he had assassinated the son of his ting, had after- 
wards murdered his father, and married his mother. Dr. 
J. Wartosi, 

Ver. 11. !ra« Italian] Apostolo Zeno had made a collec- 
tion of four thousand old Italian tragedies and comedies. 
I Simtllimi of Trissino, wrote in his old age, is an imita- 
tion of the Menoechmi of Plantns. See Trissino’s fine letter 
in blank verse prefixed to Bophonisba addressed to Leo X. 
Dr. J. Wartox. 


His learning, and untainted manners too, 

We find, Athenians, are derived to you : 

Such ancient hospitality there rests 
In yours, as dwdt in the fii^ Grecian breast^ 
Whose Hndness was religion to their guests. * 
Such modesty did to our sex appear, 

As, had there been no laws, we need not fear, 
Since each of you was our protector hera 
Converse so chaste, and so strict virtue shown, 

As might Apollo with the Muses own. * 

Till our return, we must despair to find 
Judges so just, so knowings and so kind. 


PROLOGUE 

TO THE CNIVKESITY OF OXTOBD. 


Discosd and plots, which have undone our age, 
With the same ruin have o’erwhelm’d the stage. 
Our house has suffer’d in the common woe, 

We have been troubled with Scotch rebels toa 
Our brethren are from Thames to Tweed departed. 
And of our sisters, aH the kinder-hearted, ® 

To Edinburgh gon^ or coach’d, or carted. 

With bonny bluecap there they act all night 
For Scotch half-crown, in Englidi three-pence | 
bight ! 

One nymph, to whom fat Sir John Falstaff ’s lean. 
There with her single person fills the scene. 
Another, with long use and age decay’d. 

Dived here old woman, and^ose there a maid. 

Our trusty doorkeepers of foimer time 
There strut and swagger in heroic rhymes ^ 
Tack but a copper-lace to drugget suit, 

And there ’s a hm) made without dispute : 

And that, which was a capon’s tail before, 

Becomes a plume for Indian emperor. 

But all his subject^ to express care ® 

Of imitation, go;, like Indies, bare : 

Laced linen ihere would be a dangerous thing ; 

It might perhaps a new rebellion bring ; j 

i The Scot, who wore it, would be chosen king. ■ | 

! But why should I these ren^^ades describe, ^ j 
i When you youraelTes have seen a lewder tribe? j 
I T^gue has been her^ and, to this learned pit, 

' Witib Irish action slander’ d English wit : 

You have beheld such barbarous Macs appear, • 
As merited a second massacre : ^ . 

I Such as, like Cain, were branded with disgrace, I 
» And had their country stamp’d upon their feca 
! When strollers durst presume to pick your purse. 
We humbly thought our broken troop not worse. 

; How ill soe’er our action may deserve, * 

Oxford ’s a place where wit can never starve. 


PROLOGUE 

TO THE nUVZRSITT OF OXFORD. 


Though actors cannot much of learning boast 
Of all who want it, we admire it inosfc; 

We love the praises of a learned pit, 

As we remotely are allied to wit 
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We speak our poet’s and trade in ore, ® 
Like those, who touch upon the golden shore : 
Betwixt our judges can distinction make, 

Discern how much, and why, our poems take : 
Mark if the fools^ or men of sense, rejoice ; 
Whether the applause be only sound or voice. 
When our fop gallants, or our city folly. 

Clap over-loud, it makes us melancholy : 

We doubt that scene which does their wonder 
raise. 

And, for their ignorance, contemn their praise. 
Judge then, if we who act, and they who write, ^ 
ShoSd not be proud of giving you delight. 
London likes grossly ; but this nicer pit 
E-gjiTYiiTiftR, fathoms all the depths of wit ; 

The ready finger lays on every blot ; 

Ejiowb what should justly please, and what should 

Nature herself lies open to your view; 

You judge by her, what draught of her is true, 
Where outlines false, and colours seem too faint. 
Where bunglers daub, and where true poets paint. 
But, by the sacred genius of this place, ^ 

By every Muse, by each domestic grace, 

Be kind to wit, which but endeavours well, 

And, where you judge, presumes not to exceL 
Our poets hither for adoption come, 

As nations sued to be mode free of Rome : ^ 

Not in the suf&agating tribes to stand. 

But in your utmost, last, provincial band. 

If his ambition may those hopes pursue. 

Who with religion loves your arts and you, 
Oxford to him a dearer name shall be, 

Than his own mother-university. 

Thebes did his green, unknowing, youth engage ; 
He chooses Athens in his riper aga 


PROLOGUE 

TO “ ALBIOX AND ALBANICS.” 


Full twenty years and more, our labouring stage 
Has lost, on this incorrigible age : 

Our poets, the John Ketches of the nation, 

Have seem’d to lash ye, even to excoriation ; 

But still no sign remains ; which plainly notes, * 
You bore like heroes, or you bribed like Oates. 
What can we do, when mimicking a fop, 

Like beating nut-trees, makes a l^ger crop ^ 
’Faith, we ’U e’en spare our pains ! and, to content 
you. 

Will fbirly leave you what your Maker meant 
you, 10 

V f r 8. our poems take •] The pleasure pro- 

, perlv to be exx)ected nwm a good tragedy is “ the pleasure 
■ that arises from pity and terror.” Has Pope, in the first 
) lines of his famous prologue to Cato, touched on this plea- 
' sure? or made this the essential business of tragedy? It 
' is t.bservable that in G-reece the Drama was perfected in 
' half a century; in Europe it took up 400 years to bring it 
to ary perfection Ar^toU^ in the Poetics, complains of 
the eSeminacy of the Athenian taste, in forcing their poets 
to soften some of theT most striking catasfrnphes, and di- 
minishing tlie terror and -a ?t,3eg'y of their pieces. In the 
Trachinite of Sophocles, Deianiia utters a sentiment 
was Solon's years be/ore Solon lived. Sophocles also uses 
the word long before it was framed at Athens. 

But the desenption of the chariot-.race at the Isthmian 
games is the greatest anachromsm. Dr. J. "VVaeton. 


Satire was once your physic, wit your food; 

One nourish’d not, and t’other drew no blood : 
We now prescribe, like doctors in despair, 

The diet your weak appetites can bear. 

Since heariy beef and mutton will not do, ^ 
Here ’s julep-dance, ptisan of song and show • 

Give you strong sense, the liquor is too heady ; 
You’re come to farce, — ^that’s asses’ milk, — already. 
Some hopeful youths there are, of callow wit, 
Who one day may be men, if Heaven think fit , ^ 
Sound may serve such, ere they to sense are 
grown. 

Like leading-strings, till they can walk alone. 

But yet, to keep our friends in countenance, know, 
The wise Italia^ first invented show ; 

Thence into France -tiie noble pageant pass’d : ^ 
’Tis England’s credit to be cozen’d last. 

Freedom and zeal have choused you o’er and o’er; 
Fray give us leave to bubble you once more ,* 

You never were so cheaply fool’d before : 

We bring you change, to humour your disease ; ^ 
Change for the worse has ever used to please : 
Then, ’tis the mode of France; without whose 
nile^ 

None must presume to set up here for fools. 

In France, the oldest man is always young, 

Sees operas daily, learns the tunes so long, ^ 
Till foot, hand, head, keep time with every song : 
Each sings his part, echoing from pit and box, 
Wiiih his hoarse voice, half harmony, half pox 
Ze plus grand roi dm monde is always ringing, 
They show themselves good subjects by their 
singing : 

On that eoncBtion, set up every throat ; 

You Whigs may singi for you have changed your 
note. 

Cits and cit esses, raise a joyful strain, 

’Tis a good omen to begin a reign ; 

Voices may help yom’ chaiter to restoring, 

And get by singing, what you lost by roaring. 


EPILOGUE 

TO '‘ALBION AND ALBAlIIUSf 


After our jEsop’s fiible shown to-day, 

I come to give the moral of the play. 

Feign’d Zeal, you saw, set out the speedier pace ; 
But the last heat, Flam Dealing won the race : 
Plain Dealing for a jewel has been known ; ® 

But ne’er till now the jewel of a crown. 

When Heaven made man, to show the work divine. 
Truth was his im^e, stamp’d upon the com : 

And when a king is to a god refined, 

On all he says and does he stamps his mind : 

This proves a soul without alloy, and pure ; 
Kings, like their gold, should every touch endure. 
To dare in fields is vilour; but how few 
Dare be so throughly valiant, — ^to be true ! 

The name of great, let other kings affect : 

He’s great indeed, the prince that is direct. 

His subjects know him now, and trust him more 
Thau all their kings, and all their laws before. 
What safety could iiieir public acts afford 1 
Those he can break; but cannot break his word 
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So great a trust to Mm alone was due ; 

Well have they trusted whom so well they knew. 
The saint, who walk’d on waves, securely trod. 
While he beheved the beck’ning of his God ; 

But when Ms faith no longer bore Mm out, 

Began to sink, as he began to doubt. 

Let us our native character maintain ; 

’Tis of our growth, to be sincerely plain- 
To excel in truth we loyally may strive. 

Set privilege against prerogative : ^ 

He plights Ms faith, and we believe him just ; 

His honour is to promise, ours to trust 
Thus Britain’s basis on a word is laid, 

As by a word the world itself was made- 


PROLOGUE 


TO “AEVIHAGUS AND PHILICIA” EBVIVED.* [BT LODOWICK 
CABLELL, B3Q.] SPOKEN BT HE. HAST. 


With sickly actors and an old house too. 

We ’re match’d with glorious theatres and new, 
And with our alehouse scenes, and clothes bare 
worn. 

Can neither raise old plays, nor new adorn. 

If all these ills could not undo us quite, ® 

A brisk French troop is grown your dear de- 
light 

Who wi^ broad bloody bills call you each day. 
To laugh and break your buttons at their play ; 
Or see some serious piece, wMch we presume 
Is fall’n from some incomparable plume; 

And therefore, Messieurs, if you ’ll do us grace. 
Send lackeys early to preserve your place. 

We dare not on your privilege intrench. 

Or ask you why you like them ? they are French. 
Therefore some go with courtesy exceeding, ^ 
Neither to hear nor see, but show their breeding: 
Each lady striving to out-laugh the rest ; 

To make it seem they understood the 
Their countrymen come in, and nothing pay. 

To teach us English where to clap the play : ^ 

Civil, egad 1 our hospitable land 
Bears all the charge, for them to understand : 
Meantime we languish, and neglected lie, 

Like wives, while you keep better company ; 

And wish for your own sakes, without a satire, ® 
Tou’d less good breeding, or had more good- 
nature. 
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PROLOGUE 

TO “ DON SEBASTIAN.” SPOKEN BT A WOM ‘.N. 

The judge removed, though he’s no more my 
lord, 

May plead at bar, or at the council-hoard : 

So may cast poets write ; there ’s no pretension 
To argue loss of wit from loss of pension. 

Tour looks are cheerful; and in all this place * 
I see not one that wears a damning fece. 

The British nation is too brave, to show 
Ignoble vengeance on a vanquish’d foe. 

At last be civil to the wretch imploring; 

And lay your paws upon him, without roaring, 
Suppose our poet was your foe before, 

Yet now, the business of the field is o’er ; 

’Tis time to let your civil ware alone^ 

When troops are into winter-quarters gone, 

Jove was alike to Latian and to Phrygian ; ^ 

And you well know a play ’s of no religion. 

Take good advice and please yourselves thjR day ; 
No matter from what hands you have the play. 
Among good fellows every health will pass, 

That serves to carry roimd another glass : ^ 

Whm with full bowk of Burgundy you dine, 
Though at the mighty monarch you repine, 

You grant him sfcUl Most Christian in Ms wine. 

Thus frur the poet; but Ms brains grow addle, 
Amd all the rest is purely from this noddla ^ 
You have seen young ladies at the senate-door 
Prefer petitions, and your grace implore; 
However grave the l^jslatora were, 

Thar cause went ne’er the worse for being frir. 
Keasonsas weak as their% perhaps, I bring; ^ 
But I could bribe you wiih as good a thing. 

I heard him make advances of good-nature ; 

That he, for onc^ would sheathe his cutting satixu. 
Sign but his peace, he vows he ’ll ne’er again > 
The sacred names of fops and beaus pro&ae. ® 
Strike up the bargain quickly; for I swear. 

As times go now, he offers very fear. 

Be not too hard on him with ^tutes neither ; 

Be kind ; and do not set your teeth together. 

To stretch the laws, as cobblers do their leather. ^ 
Horses by Papists are not to be ridden, 

But sure "the Muses’ horse was ne’er forbidden ; 
For in no rate book it was ever found 
That P^asus was valued at five pound ; 

Kne him to daily drudging and inditing : ^ 

And let him pay Ms taxes out in writing. 


* This tragedy vas first acted at Blackfidarsin 16 ^, and 
revived with success in 1690. Debbick. 

t The story of Moliere reading his plays to his old servant 
(Le Furet) to see what effect they would have on her, is 
well known. But it is not so much known, that when he 
read over a new piece to the comedians, he used to desire 
them to bring their children with them, that he might see 
how they looked, and what notice they trok of any passages. 

The famous naturalist Bohault was the person from 
whom Moliere drew the character of the philosopher he has 
introduced in his Bourgeois Gentilhomme. Moliere was 
intimately acquainted with him. Moliere even borrowed 
the hat that Eohault commonly wore, and which was of an 
uncommon size, and intended to produce it upon the stage, 
hut his friend discovered his design, and took it out of his 
hands. Ben Jonson is said to have known personally a 
man who conld not bear any noise, from whom he exactly 
copied his character of Morose. Dr. J . TV abton. 


PROLOGUE 

TO “the PBOPHBTESS.”* [by BEAUHONT and SIBTCHKE. 
EEVIVED BT HR. DBTDEN. SPOKEN BT 3CE. BETTEBTON, 
♦ 

What Nostradame, with all his art, can guess 
The fete of our approaching Prophetess 1 

♦ The Prophetess, or the History of Diodetian, was re- 
vived in 16 TO, with alterations and additions, after the 
Tnan-nAr of Bn Opera, bj Mr. Betterton, and not by Dryden, 
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PROLOGUES AKD EPILOGUES. 


I 

A play, wMch, like a perspective set right. 
Presents our vast expenses close to sight ; 

Bat turn the tube, and there we sadly view ® 
Our distant gains ; and those uncertain too : 

A sweeping tax, which on ourselves we raise, 

And ail, like you, in hopes of better days. 

When our losses warn us to be wise 1 
Our wealth decreases, and our chai^ges rise. 
Money, the sweet allurer of our hopes, 

Ebbs out in oceans, and comes in by drops. 

We raise new objects to provoke delight ; 

, But you grow sated, ere the second sight, 
j False men, e’en so you serve your mistresses : ^ 
j They rise three stories in their towering dress ; 
j And, after all, you love not long enough 
i To pay the ri^ug, ere you leave them offi 
; Never content with what you had before, 

I But true to change, and Englishmen all o’er. * 

1 Now honour calls you hence ; and aU your care 
j Is to provide the horrid pomp of war. 

I In plume and scarf, jack-boote, and Bilbo blade, 
j Your silver go^ that should support our trade. 

Go, unkind heroes, leave our stage to mourn ; ^ 
j 'Till rich from vanquish’d rebels you return ; 
j And the fat spoils of Teague in triumph draw, 

I His firkin-hutter, and his usquebaugh. 
j Qo, conquerors of your male and female foes; 

Men without hearts, and women without hose. 
Each bring his love a Bogland captive home ; 

Such proper pages will long trains become ; 

With copper collars, and with brawny back^ 

Quite to put down the fashion of our blacks. 

Then shall the pious Muses pay their vows, ^ 
And furnish all their laurels for your brows ; 
Their tuneful voice shall raise for yom* delights ; 
W'e want not poets fit to sing your flights. 

But you, bright beauties, for whose only sake 
Those doughty knights such dangers undertake. 
When they with happy gales are gone away, 

With your propitious presence grace our play ; 
And with a sigh their empty seats survey : 

Then think, on that bare bench my servant sat ; 

I see him ogle still, and hear him chat ; ^ 

Selling frcetious bargains, and propounding 
That witty recreation, call’d dumb-founding. 

Their loss with patience we will try to bear; 

And would do more, to see you o&n here : 

That our dead stage, revived by your fair eyes, ^ 
Under a female regency may rise. 

as Langbaine, vto is generally pretty exact, asserts. Our 
I author only vrote the prologue, and that was forbid hy the 
j Esffl of D^aet, then Cord Chamberlain, after the first day 
' of its being spoken. King William was at this time pro- 
I secuting the war in Ireland, which is alluded to in these 
lines: 

f *TilI rich from vanquish’d rebels yon retnm; 

j And the fat spoils of Teague in triumph draw, 

j His firkin-butter, and his usquehangh. 

I “ This prologue,” says Colley Cibber in his Apology, 

I “ had some familiar metaphoric^ sneers at the Revolntion 
. itself; and as the poetry of it was good, the offence of it was 
I less pardonable ” 

j Go, conquerors of your male and female foes, 

j Men without hearts, and women without hose. 

I Debeick. 

I 

I 

J 


PROLOGUE 

TO THE “mistakes.”* 


I Snier Me. Bbight. 

I Gentle]u:en, we must beg your pardon ; here’s 
I no Prologue to he had to3ay ; our new play is ' 
like to come on, without a frontispiece ; as bald I 
as one of you young beaux, without your periTrig. 

I left our young poet, snivelling and sobbing 
behind the scenes, and cursing somebody that 
has deceived him. 

^nfer Mb. Bowen. 

Hold your prating to the audience * here ’s honest 
Mr. Williams, just come in, half mellow, from the 
Rose Tavern. He swears he is inspired with claret, 
and will come on, and that extempore too, either 
with a prologue of his own or something like one. 
Oh, here he comes to his trial, at all adventures; 
for my part I wish him a good deliveranca 

[£!reunt Mb. Bbight and Mr. Bowen. 

^nfer Mb. Williams. 

Save ye, sirs, save ye ! I am in a hopeful way. 

I should speak something, in rhyme, now, for the 
play: 

But the deuce take me, if I know what to say. 

I’ll stick to my friend the author, that I can tell ye, 
To the last drop of claret, in my belly. * 

Softrl’m sure ’tis rhyme — ^that needs no granting : 
And, if my verses’ feet stumble — ^you see my own 
are wanting. 

Onr young poet has brought a piece of work, ' 
In which, though much of art there does not Imk, 

It may hold out three days — ^and that’s as long as 
Cork. 10 

But, for this play — (which till I have done, we 
show not) 

What may be its fortune — by the Lord — I know 
not. 

This I dare swear, no malice here is writ : 

'Tis innocent of all things ; even of wit. 

He’s no high-flier; he makes no sky-rockets, i® 
His squibs are only levell’d at your pockets, 

And if his crackers light among your pel^ 

You axe blown up ; if not, then he ’s blown up 
himsAlf 

By this time, I’m something recover’d of my 
fluster’d madness : 

And now a word or two in sober sadnesa ^ 
Ours is a common play ; and you pay down 
A common harlot’s price; just half-a-crown. 

You’ll say, I play the pimp, on my friend’s score ; 
But since ’tis for a friend, yonr gibes give o’er : 

For many a mother has done that before. ^ 
How’s this, you cry? an actor write 1 we know it ; 
But Shakspeare was an actor, and a poet. 

Has not great Jonson’s learning often fail’d 
But Shakspeare’s greater genius still prevail’d. 

Have not some writmg actors, in this age, 

Deserved and found success upon the staged 

* The Mistakes, or False Reports, was not written, hut, 
according to G. Jacob, spoiled hy Joseph Harris, a come- 
dian, who dedicated it to Mr. afterwards Sir Godfrey 
Kueller. It was acted in 1690. Derrick. 
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To tell tLe tnith, when onr old wits are tired, 
JSfot one of us but means to be inspired. 

Let your kind presence grace our homely cheer ; 
Peace and the butt is all our business here : ® 

So much for that ; and the deTil take small beer. 


PROLOGUE 


TO “mo AHmUE,” spoken by mb. betteeton. 


Sure there ’s a dearth of wit in this dnll town, 
When silly plays so savourily go down ; 

As, when clipp’d money passes, ’tia a sign 
A nation is not over-stock’d with coin. 

Happy is he, who, m his own defence, 5 

Can write just level to your humble sense; 

Who higher than yonr pitch can never go ; 

And, doubtless, he must creep, who writes below. 
So have I seen, in hall of knight, or lord, 

i , , , ,, , j(j 


A feeble poet will his business do, 

Who, straining all he can, comes up to you : 

For, if you like yourselves, you like him too. ^ 
An ape his own dear image will embrace; 

An ugly beau adores a hatchet fece : 

So, some of you, on pure instinct of nature 
Are led, by km4 to admire your feEow creature. 
In fear of which, our house has sent this day, ® 
To ensure our new-built vessel, call’d a play; 

Ko sooner named, than one cries out,— Tlese 
^ers 

Come in good time, to make more work for 



wagers. 

The town divides, if it will take or no; 

The courtiers bek the cit^ the merchants, too ; ^ 
A sign they have but little else to do. 

Bet^ at the first, were fool-traps ; where the wis^ 
Like spiders, lay in ambush for the flies : 

But now they’re grown a common trade for all, 
And addons by the new-hook rise and fell ; ® 

Wits, cheats, and fops, are j&:ee of Wager-halL 
One policy as far as Lyons carries ; 

Ano&er, nearer home, sets up for Paris. 

Our bets, at last, would even to Rome extend, 

But that the pope has proved our trusty Mend. ^ 
Indeed, it were a bargain worth our money, 

Could we ensure anoSier Otfcohoni. 

Among the rest there are a sharping set, 

That pray for us, and yet against us bet 
Sure Heaven itself is at a loss to know ^ 

If these would have their prayers be heaid, or 
no: 


For, in great stakes we piously suppose, 

Men pray but very feintiy they may lose. 

Leave off these wagers; for, in conscience speaking, 
The city needs not your new tricks for breaking : 
And if you gallants lose, to all appearing, 

You’ll want an equipage for volunteemg ; 

While thus, no spark of honour left within ye, 
When you should draw ike sword, you draw the 
guinea. 


EPILOGUE 

TO “Hmi n.” [by me mountfoet, 1683.] spoken 

BY MBS. BBACEGIEDIS. 


Thus you the sad catastrophe have seen, 
Occasion’d by a mistress and a queen. 

Queen Eleanor the proud was French, they say ; 


Jane CMford was her name, as books aver; 5 
Fair Rosamond was but her nom de guerre. 

How tell me, gallants, would you lead your life 
With such a mistress or with such a wife] 

If one must be your choice^ which d’ ye approve, 

I The curtain lecture, or the curtain love? ^ 


I Still dmdgiiig on with homely Joan your wife ; 
; Or take your pleasure in a wicked way, 

Like honest whoring Harry in the play 1 


j The devil’s in you idl ; mankind ’s a rogue ; 

1 You love the bride, but you detest the clog. 

' After a year, poor spouse is left i’ the lurch, 

And you, like Hapes, return to mother-Church.® 
Or, if the name of Church comes cross yourmind, 
Chapels of ease behind our scenes you find. 

' The playhouse is a kind of market-place ; 

I One cheers for a voice, another for a fece : 

! Hay, some of you, I dare not say how many, ® 
Would buy of me a pen’orth for your penny. 

Fen ibis poor fece, which with my fen I bidet, 
Would mie a shift my prtion to provide, 

AVith some small perquisites I have hedda 
Though for your love, perhaps I should not cara 
I could not hate a man that bids me feir. 

What migh t ensue, ’tis hard for me to tell ; 

But I was drench’d to-day for loving well, 

And fear the poison that would make me swell 


PROLOGUE 

TO '‘HBCMAZAM." 


To say, this comedy ploised long ago, 

Is not enough to make it pass you now. 

Yet, gentlemen, your ancestors had wit ; 

When few men censured, and when fewer writ 
And Jonson, of those few the besk chose this, ® 
As the bei model of his mastei'-piece. 

Subtle was got by our Albuma 2 Br, 

That Alchymist by this Astrologer ; 

Here he was feriiion’d, and we may suppose 
He liked the feshion well, who wore the clothes. 
But Ben made nobly his what he did mould ; “ 
What was another’s lead, becomes his gold : 



YerlS, tJienistrmwmldletdixKj 

And nauseous mtrimny *<Ri o jwcK^.] 

The mcident of Lady Easy’s tlmwing her handkerchief 
over Sir Charles’s head, whilst he was sleeping, seems to 
have been taken firom the Memoirs of Bassompierre, co^ 
ceming a Count d’Orgcvfflier and his mistress, tom.iL p. 6 , 
1728, at Amsterdam. Dr.J.WAETOS, 
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PROLOGUES ARD EPILOGUES. 


Who, in this anarchy of wit, rob all, 

And what’s their plunder, their possession call : 
Who, like bold padders, scorn by night to prey. 
But rob by sunshine, in the face of day : ^ 

Xay, scarce the common ceremony use 
Of, Stand, sir, and deliver up your Muse ; 

But knock the Poet down, an^ with a grace. 
Mount Pegasus before the author’s face. 

Faith, if you have such country Toms abroad, ^5 
’Tis time for all true men to leave that road. 

Yet it were modest, could it but be said. 

They strip the living, but these rob the dead ; 
Bare with the mummies of the Muses play. 

And make love to them the .^Egyptian way ; ^ 

Or, as a rhyming author would have said, 

Join the dead living, to the living dead. 

Such men in Poetry may claim some part : 

Ihey have the licence, ^ough they want the art ,* 
And might, where theft was prais^, for Laureats 
stand, 

Poets, not of the head, hut of the hand. 

They make the benefits of others studying, 

Much like the meals of politic Jack-Pudding, 
Whose dish to challenge no man has the courage ; 
’Tis all his own, when once he has spit i* the 
porridge. ^ 

But, gentlemen, you’re all concern’d in this ; 

You are in fault ibr what they do amiss : 

For they their thefts still undiscover’d think, 

And duist not steal, unless you please to wink. 
Perhaps, you may award by your decree, ^ 

They should refiind ; but that can never be. 

For should you letters of repidsal seal. 

These men write that which no man else would 
steak 


AN EPILOGUE. 


You saw our wife was chf^te, yet throughly tried. 
And, without doubt, you ’re hugely ed^ed ; 

For, like our hero, whom we shoVd to-day. 

You think no woman true, but in a play. 

Love once did make a pretty kiud of show : ® 

Esteem and kindness in one breast would grow : 
But ’twas Heaven knows how many years ago. 
Now some small chat, and guinea expectation, 
Gfets all the pretty creatures in the nation : 

In comedy your little selves you meet ; 

’Tis Covent Garden drawn in Bridges-sixeet. 

Smile on our author then, if he has shown 
A joUy nut-brown bastard of your own. 

Ah ! ^ppy you, with ease and with delight, 

Who act those foUies, Poets toil to write • 

The sweating Muse does almost leave the chace ; 
She puffe, and hardly keeps your Protean vices 
pace. ' 

Pinch you but in one vice, away you fly 
To some new fiisk of contrariety. 

You roll like snow-balls, gathering as you run, ^ 
And get seven devils, when dispossess’d of one. 
Your Venus once was a Platonic queen ; 

Nothmg of love hobide the fice was seen ; 

But every inch of her you now uncase, 

And clap a vizard-mask upon the fece. 2 ^ 

Fr/r Sin'S like these, the zealous of the land, 

With little hair, and little or no band. 


Declare how circulating pestilences 
Watch, every twenty year^ to snap offences. 
Saturn, e’en now, takes doctoral degrees ; 

He’ll do your work this summer without fees. 
Let all the boxes, Phoebus, find thy grace, 
And, ah, preserve the eighteen-penny place ! 
But for the pit confounders, let ’em go. 

And find as little mercy as they show: 

The Actors thus, and thus thy Poets pray : 
For every critic saved, thou damn’st a play. 


EPILOGUE 

TO “the HtrSBAlTD HIS OWX CUCXOLD.”* 

Liee some raw sophister that mounts the pulpit, 
So trembles a young Poet at a full pit. 

Unused to crowds, the Parson quakes for fear. 
And wonders how the devil he durst come there ; 
Wanting three talents needful for the place, ® 
Some beard, some learomg, and some little grace : 
Nor is the pxmy Poet void of care ; 

' For authors, such as our new authors are, 

1 Have not much learning, nor much wit to spare : 

I And as for grace, to tell the truth, there ’s scarce one, 
i But has as little as the very Parson : 

1 Both say, they preach and write for your in- 
I struction : 

j But ’tis for a third day, and for induction. 

I The difference is, that though you like the play, _ 
The poet’s gain is ne’er beyond his day. 
j But with the Parson ’tis another case, 

1 He, without holiness, may rise to grace ; 

I The Poet has one di^dvantage more, 

I That, if his play be dull, he 's damn’d all o’er, 

Not only a damn’d blockhead, hut damn’d poor. ^ 
But dulness well becomes the sable garment ; 

I warrant that ne’er spoil'd a Priest’s preferment : 
Wit ’s not his business, and as wit now goes, 

Sim, ’tis not so much yours as you suppose, 

For you hke nothing now but nauseous beaux 25 
You laugh not, gallants, as by proof appeal’s, 

At what his beauslnp says, but what he wears ; 

So ’tis your eyes are tickled, not your ears : 

The tailor and the furrier find the stuff. 

The wit hes in the dress, and monstrous muff ^ 
The truth on ’t is, the payment of the pit 
Is like for like, cHpt money for dipt wit. 

You cannot from our absent author hope, 

He should equip the stage with such a fop : 

* This comedy was written hy John Dryden, jun,, onr 
author’s second son. It was acted at the theatre in Lin- 
coln’s-inn-fields in 1696. Deswcx. 

Ver. 16. Thevoefs gain is nier "beyond his day ] Dryden 
did not receive for his plays from the bookseller above 26Z. 
The third night brought about 70Z. The Dedication five or 
ten guineas perhaps. Tonson paid Sir Kichard Steele for 
Addison’s Drummer, 60Z., 1715. And Dr. Young received 
50Z. for his 'Revenge, 1721. Southeme, for his Spartan 
Dame, in 1722, had 120Z., and now it is lOOZ. and 160Z. 
There were plays on Sundays till the third year of Charles 
the First’s reign. Otway had but one benefit for a pbv . 
Southeme was the first who had two benefits from a new 
representation. Farquhar had three for Constant Couple 
in 1700. Three of Ben Jonson’a plays, Sejanus, Catiline, 
and the New Inne, and two of Beaumont and Fletcher’s, 
viz^ The Faithful Shepherdess, and the Knight of the 
Burning Pestle, were damned the first night Even the 
Silent Woman had like to have been condemned. Dr. J. 
Wabtox. 
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Pools cLange in England, and new fools arise, ^ 
For though the immortal species never dies, 

Yet eveiy year new maggots make new flies. 

But where he lives abroad, he scarce can find 
One fool, for million that he left behind. 


PROLOGUE 

TO “THB PILGED^”* EBVIVBD FOB OUB AUTHOB*S BBirEFZT, 
ANNO 1700. 

♦ 

How wretched is the fiite of those who write ! 
Brought muzzled to the stage, for fear they bite. 
Where, like Tom Dove, they stand the common 
foe; 

Lugg’d by the critic, baited by the beau. 

Yet worse, their brother Poets daTo-n the Play, ^ 
And roar the loudest, though they never pay. 

The fops are proud of scandal, for they cry. 

At eveiy lewd, low character — ^That ’a L 
He, who writes letters to himself, would swear. 
The world forgot him, if he was not there. “ 
What should a Poet do ? *Tis hard for one 
To pleasure all the fools that would be shown ; 
And yet not two in ten will pass ihe town. 

Most coxcombs are not of thelaugfafng kind ; 

More goes to make a fop, than fops can find. ^ 
Quack Maurus, though he never took degrees 
In either of our universities ; 

Yet to be shown by some kind wit he look^ 
Because he play’d the fool, and writ three books. 
But, if he would be worth a Poet’s pen, ® 

He must be more a fool, and write again : 

For all the former fustian stuff he wrote, 

Was dead-bom doggrel, or is quite forgot ; 

His man of Uz, stript of his Hebrew robe^ 

Is just the proverb, and as poor as Job. ® 

One would have thought he could no longer jog; 
But Arthur was a level. Job ’s a hog. 

There, though he crept, yet stfll he kept in sight ; 
But here he founders in, and rinks down right. 
Had he prepared uj^ and been dull by rulei, 

Tobit had &rst been turn’d to ridicule : 

But our hold Briton, without fear or awe, 

O’erleaps at once the whole Apocrypha; 

Invades the Psalms withrhyme^ andleaves no room 
For any Vandal Hopkins yet to coma ^ 

But when, if, after all, this godly gear 
Is not so senseless as it would appear; 

Our mountebank hna laid a deeper train, 

His cant, like Merry Andrew’s noble vein. 

Cat-calls the sects to draw ’em in again. 

At leisure hours, in epic song he deal^ 

Writes to the rumbling of his coach’s wheels, 
Prescribes in haste, and seldom kills by rul^ 

But rides triumphant between stool and stooL 
Well, let him go ; *tis yet too early day, ^ 
To get himself a place in &rce or play. 

We knownot by what name we sho^d arraign him, 
For no one cat^ory can contain him ; 

* This play, with alterations hy Sir John Vanbrugh, and 
a secular masque, together with this prologue and an 
^ilogne written by onr author, was revived for his benefit 
in 1700, his fortune being at that time in as declining a state 
as his health : they were both spoken by Mr. Cibber, then a 
very young actor, much to Drydm’s satisiaction. Debeick. . 


A pedant, canting preacher, and a quack, 

Are load enough to break one ass’s back : 

At last grown wanton, he presumed to write. 
Traduced two kings, their kindness to requite ; 
One made the doctor, and one dubb’d the knight. 


EPILOGUE 

TO " THE PILGEDT-” • 

♦ 

Perhaps the parson stretch’d a point too fer. 
When with our Theatres he waged a war. 

He teUs you, that this very moral age 
Received the first infection firom the Stage. 

But sure, a banish’d court, with lewdness fi:aught, 
The seeds of open vice, returning, brought ® 
Thus lodged (as vice hy great example thrives) 

It first debauch’d the daughters and the wives. 
London, a firuitful soil, yet never bore 
So plentiful a crop of horns before. ^ 

The Poet% who must live by courts, or starve. 
Were proud so good a government to serve ; 

And, TTtiriTigr with buffoons and pimps profime. 
Tainted the Stage, for some small snip of gain. 

For they, like harlot^ imder bawds profess'd, 

Took all the ungodly pains, and got the least 
Thus did the thriving malady prevail. 

The court, its head, the Poets but the tail 
The sin was of our native growth, 'tis tme; 

The scandal of the sin was wholly new. * 

Misses they were, but modestly conceal’d ; 
Whitehall the naked Venus fir^ reveal’d. 

Who standing as at Cyprus in her shrine, 

The strumpet was adored with rites divina 
Ere thiR^ if saints had any secret motion, ^ " 
’Twas chamber-practice all, and dose devotion. 

I pass the peccadillos of their time ; 

Nothing bnt open lewdness was a crimes 
A monarch’s blood was venial to the nation. 
Compared with one foul act of fornication. ® j 

Now, they would alence us, and shut the door, j 

That let in all the barefeced vice before. j 

As for reforming us, which some pretend, 

T^ work in England is without an end : j 

Well may we change, hut we shall never mend. ® 
Yet, if you can hut bear the present Stage;, 

We hope much better of the coming age. 

What would you say, if we should tet begin 
To stop the trade of love behind the scene : 

Where actresses make bold with married men ? "*• 
For while abroad so prodigal the dolt is, 

Poor spouse at home as ra^ed as a colt is. 

In short, we H grow as moral as we can. 

Save here and there a woman or a man : 

But neither you, nor we^ with all our pains, ^ 
Can make clg Bu work; there will be some re- 
mains, 

While you have still your Oates, and we our Hama 

* Dryden in tins epflogwe labcrars to ftailt of 

the licentiousness of dramatic Trriters, which had been so 
severely censured hy the Rev. Jeremy Collier, upon the 
example of a court returned from hanishment, accompanied 
hy all the vices and Ibllies of foreign climates ; and whom 
to please was the poet's business as he wrote to eat, 
Dbebich;, 
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TUAlsSLATIOXS FROM THEOCRITUS, ETC. 


TRANSLATIONS FROM 

THEOCRITUS, LUCRETIUS, AND HORACE. 


PREFACE TO THE SECOISD fflSCELLANY. 


} Fob this last half year I have been troubled mth the disease (as I may call it) of translation. The 
! cold prose fits of it, 'which are always the most tedious 'with me, were spent in the Histobt of the 
I League ; the hot which succeeded them, in. this volume of Verse Miscellanies. The truth is, I 
i fancied to myself a Mnd of ease in the change of the paroxysm ; never suspecting but the humour 
j 'would have wasted itself in two or three pastorals of Theocritus, and as many odes of Horace. But 
' finding, or at least tbunidng I found, something that was more pleasing in them than my ordinary 
I productions, I encouraged myself to renew my old aquaintance 'with Lucretius and Virgil ; and 
I immediately fixed upon some parts of them, which had most affected me in the reading. These were 
! my natural impulses for the undertaking ; but there was an accidental motive which was fiill as 
j forcible, and God forgive him who 'was the occasion of it. It was my Lord Roscommon’s Essay on 
j Translated Verse ; which made me imeasy tiH I tried whether or no I was capable of foUo'wing his 
I rules, and of reducing the speculation into practice. For many a fair precept in Poetry is like a 
j seeming demonstration in the Mathematics, very specious in the diagram, but fa-iliug in the mechanic 
j operation. I think I have generally observed his instructions ; I am sure my reason is sufficiently 
con'vinced both of their tnith and usefulness ; which, in other words^ is to confess no less a vanity, 
than to pretend that I have at least in some places made examples to his rules. Yet, 'withal, I must 
acknowledge, that I have many times exceeded my commission; for I have both added and omitted, 
and even sometimes very boldly made such e3q)ositions of my authors, as no Dutch commentator will 
foigive me. Perhaps, in such particular passages, I have thought that I discovered some beauty yet 
undiscovered by those pedants, which none but a Poet could have found. Where I have taken away 
some of their expressions, and cut them shorter, it may possibly be on this consideration, that what 
was beautdful in the Greek or Latin, would not appear so shining in the TCnglis'h • and where I have 
enlarged •them, I desire the false critics would not always think, that those thoughts are wholly mine, 
but ^at either they are secretly in the Poet, or may be fairly deduced from him; or at least, if both those 
conaderaiioiis should fail, that my O'wn is of a piece ■with his, and that if he ■were living, and an 
Engl i s hm a n, they are such as he would probably have written. 

For, after all, a translator is ■to make his author appear as charming as possibly he can, pro'rided he 
I maintains his character, and makes him not unlike himself Tranriation is a kind of dra’wing after the 
j life, where every one will acknowledge there is a double sort of likeness, a good one and a bad. 'Tis 
} one thing to draw the outlines true, the features like, the proportions exact, the colouring itself 
perhaps tolerable ; and another thing to make all these graceful, by the posture, the shadowings, and 
chiefly by the spirit which animates the whole. I cannot, -without some indignation, look on an 
I ill copy of an excellent original. Much less can I behold ■with patience Virgil, Homer, and some 
others whose beauties I have been endeavouring all my life to mutate, so abused, as I may say, to 
their fiiees, by a botching interpreter. What English readers, unacquainted with Greek or Latin, 
will believe me, or any other man, when we commend those authors, and confess we derive all that is 
pardonable in us from their fountains, if they take those to be the same Poets, whom our OgHbys 
have tmnslatedl But I dare assure them, that a good Poet is no more like himself in a duU 
translation, than his carcase would be to his living body. There are many, wio understand Greek 
and Latin, and yet are ignorant of ihdr mother-tongue. The proprieties and ddicacies of the 
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English are knovm to few : ’tis imposdble even for a good wit to imderstaiLd and practise them, without j 
the help of a liberal education, long reading, and digesting of those few good authors we have amonist 
us, the knowledge of men and manners, the freedom of habitudes and conversation with the best ! 
company of both sexes ; and, in short, without wearmg off the rust, which he contracted, while he j 
was laying in a stock of learning. Thus difficult it is to understand the purity of English, and * 
critically to discern not only good writers from bad, and a proper style from a corrupt, but also to j 
distinguish that which is pure in a good author, from that which is vicious and corrupt in \ 

for want of all these requisites, or the greatest part of them, most of our ingenious young men take 
up some cried-up English Poet for their model, adore him, and imitate him, as they thiriv, without 
knowing wherein he is defective, where he is boyish and t rifling , wherein either his thoughts are 
improper to his subjects, or his expressions unworthy of his thought^ or the turn, of both is 
unharmonious. 

Thus it appears necessary that a man should be a nice critic in his mother-tongue, before he 
attempts to translate a foreign language. Neither is it sufficient, that he be able to judge of words 
and style ; but be must be a master of them too : he must perfectly understand his author’s tongue, 
and absolutely command bis owm So that, to be a thorough trandator, he must be a thorough Poet. 
Neither is it enough to give his author’s sense in good English, in poetical expressions, and in musical 
numbers : for, though all these are exceeding difficult to perform, there yet remains an harder task; 
and ’tis a secret of which few translators have sufficiently thought. I have already hinted a word or 
two concerning it ; that is, the maintaining the character of an author, which distinguishes him from 
all others, and makes him appear that individual poet, whom you would interpret. For example, not 
only the thoughts, but the style and versification of Virgil and Ovid, are very different : yet I see, even 
in our best poets, who have translated some parts of them, that they have confounded their several 
talents ; and, by endeavouring only at the sweetness and harmony of numbers, have made them both 
so much alike, that if I did not know the originals, I should never be able to judge by the copies, which 
was Virgil, and which was Ovid. It was objected against a late noble painter,* that he drew many 
graceful pictures, hut few of them were like. And this happened to him, because he always studied 
himself more than those who sat to him. In such translators I can easily distinguish the hand which 
performed the work, but I cannot distinguish their poet from another. Suppose two authors are 
equally sweet, yet there is as great distinction to be made in sweetness, as in that of sugar, and that 
of honey. I can make the difference more plain, by giving you ^ it be worth knowing) my own 
method of proceeding in my translations out of four several poets in this volume — Viigil, Theocritus^ 
Lucretius, and Horace, In each of these, before I undertook them, I considered the genius and 
distinguishing character of my author. I looked on Virgil as a succinct, grave, and majestic writer ; one 
who weighed not only every thought, but every word and syllable : who was still aiming to crowd 
his sense into as narrow a compass as possibly he could ; for which reason he is so very figurative, j 
that he requires (I may almost say) a grammar apart to construe him. His verse is everywhere j 
soimding the very thing in your ears, whose sense it bears : yet the numbers are perpetually varied, to | 
increase the delight of the reader; so that the same sounds are never repeated twice together. On 
the contrary, Ovid and Claudian, though they write in styles differing £rom each other, yet have each 
of them but one sort of music in their verses. AH the versification and little variety of Cilaudian is 
included within the compass of four or fi.ve lines, and then he begins again in the same tenour ; 
perpetually closing his sense at the end of a verse, and that verse commonly which they call golden, 
or two substantives and two adjectives, with a verb betwixt them to keep the peace. Ovid, with all 
his sweetnessi, hag as little variety of numbers and sound as he : he is always, as it wer^ upon the 
hand-gallop, and Ms verse runs upon carpet-ground. He avoids, like the others, all Synalcepha^ or 
cutting off one vowel when it comes before another, in the following word ; so that minding only 
smoothness, he wants hoth variety and majesty. But to return to Vngil : though he is smooth where 
smoothn^ is required, yet he is so ffir from affecting it, that he seems rather to disdain it; frequently 
makes use of Synalcephas, and concludes his sense in the middle of his verse. He is every where above 
conceits of epigrainmatic wit, and gross hyperbola ; he ma i nt a i ns majesty in the midst of plamnees 
I e but glares not ; and is stately without ambition, (wMch is the vice of Lucan), I drew my 

definition of poetical wit from my particular consideration of Mm : for propriety of thoughts and wor 
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are only to be found in biTia ; and where they are proper they will be delightful Pleasure follows of 
necessity, as the effect does the cause ; and therefore is not to be put into the definition. This exact 
propriety of Virgil I particulai’ly regarded, as a great part of his chaiucter ; but must confess, to my 
shame, that I have not been able to translate any part of him so well, as to mate him appear wholly 
like himself. For where the original is close, no version can reach it in the same compass. Hannibal 
Caro’s, in the Italian, is the nearest, the most poetical, and the most sonorous of any translation of 
the JEueids : yet, though he takes the advantage of blank verse, he commonly allows two lines for 
one of Viigil, and does not always hit his sense. Tasso teUs us, in his letters, that Sperone Speroni, 
a great Italian wit, who was his contemporary, observed of Virgil and TuHy, that the Latin orator 
endeavoured to imitate the copiousness of Homer, the Cre^ poet ; and that the Latin poet made it 
his business to reach the conciseness of Demosthenes, the Greek orator. Virgil therefore, being so 
very sparing of his words, and leaving so much to be imaged by the reader, can never be translated 
as he ought, in any modem tongue. To make him copious, is to alter his character j and to 
translate him line for line is impossible ; because the Latin is naturally a more succinct language than 
either the Italian, Spanish, French, or even than the English, which, by reason of its mono^Uables, is 
fer the most compendious of them. Virgil is much the closest of any Roman poet, and the Latin 
hexameter has more feet than the English heroic. 

Besides all this, an author has the choice of his own thoughts and words, which a translator has 
not ; he is confined hy the sense of the inventor to those expressions which are the nearest to it : so 
that Virgil studying brevity, and having the command of his own language, could bring those words 
into a narrow compass which a translator cannot rendm^ without circumlocutions. In short, they, 
who have called him the torture of grammarians, might also have called him the plague of translators ; 
for he seems to have studied not to be translated. I own that, endeavouring to turn his Nisus and 
Euryalus as close as I was able, I have performed that Episode too literally ,* that, giving more scope 
to Mezentius and Lausus, that version which has more of the majesty of Virgil, has less of his 
conciseness ; and all that I can promise for myself is only that I have done both better than Ogilby, 
and perhaps as well as Caro. So that, methinks, I come like a malefiictor, to make a speech upon the 
gallows, and to warn all other poets, by my sad example, from the sacrilege of translating Virgil 
Yet, by considering him so carefully as I did before my attempt, I have made some faint resemblance 
of him ; and, had I taken more time, might possibly have succeeded better ,* but never so weB, as to 
have satisfied myself 

Ho who excels aU other poets in his own language were it possible to do him right, must appear 
above them in our tongue; which, as my Lord Roscommon justly observes, approaches nearest to the 
Roman in its majesty ; nearest indeed, hut with a vast interval betwixt them. There is an inimitable 
grace in Virgil's words;, and in them principally consists that beauty, which gives so inexpressible a 
pleasure to him who best understands their force. This diction of Tiis, I must once again say, is never 
to be copied ; and, since it cannot, he will appear but lame in the best translation. The turns of his 
vers^ his br eakin gs, bis propriety, his number^ and his gravity, I have as far imitated, as the poverty 
of our languag e, and the hastiness of my performance, would allow. I may seem sometimes to have 
varied from his sense ; but I think the greatest variations may be fairly deduced from ; and 
where I leave his commentators, it may be I understand him better : at least I writ without 
■consulting them in many places. But two particular lines in Mezentius and Lausus I cannot so easily 
excuse. They are indeed remotely allied to Virgil’s sense ; hut they are too like the tenderness of 
Ovid, and were printed before I had considered than enough to alter them. The first of them I have 
forgotten, and cannot easily retrieve, because the copy is at the press ; the second is 

"When Laosns died, I was already slain.” 

This appears pretty enough at first sight ; but I am convinced, for many reasons, that the expres* 
Sion is too bold ; that Virgil would not have said it, though Ovid would. The reader may pardon it, 
if he pleas^ for Ihe freeness of the confe^on ; and instead of that, and the former, admit these two 
lines, which are more according to the auihor : 

“ Nor ask I life, nor fonght with that design ; 

As I had used my fortune use thou thine.” 

Having with much ado got clear of Vir^ I have in the next place to consider the genius of 
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Lucretius, whom I have translated more happily in those parts of him which I undertook. If he was 
not of the best age of Roman Poetry, he was at least of that which preceded it ; and he himself I 
refined it to that degree of perfection, both in the language and the thoughts, that he left an easy ’ 
task to Virgil ; who, as he succeeded him in time, so he copied his excellencies : for the method of ■ 
the Georgies is plainly derived from him. Lucretius had chosen a subject naturally crabbed; he 
therefore adorned it with poetical descriptions, and precepts of morality, in the beginning and ending 
of his books, which you see Virgil has imitated with great success, in those four books, which in my 
opinion are more perfect in their kind than even his divine .Eneids. The turn of his verse he has 
likewise followed, in those places which Lucretius has most laboured, and some of his very lines he j 
has transplanted into his own works, without much variation- If I am not misfjikpTi^ the distinguish- 1 
ing character of Lucretius (I mean of his soul and genius) is a certain kind of noble pride, and positive j 
assertion of his opinions. He is every where confident of his own reason, and nRignmiTig an absolute 
command, not only over his vulgar reader, but even his patron Memmius. For he is always bidding 
him attend, as if he had the rod over him, and using a magisterial authority, while he instructs 
From his time to ours, I know none so like him, as our Poet and Philosopher of Malmsbujy. This is 
that perpetual dictatorship, which is exercised by Lucretius ; who, though often in the wrong, yet 
seems to deal dorid fide with his reader, and tells him nothing but what he thinks: in which plain 
sincerity, I believe, he differs from our Hobbes, who could not but be convinced, or at least doubt of 
some eternal truths, which he has opposed. But for Lucretius, he seems to all manner of 

replies, and is so confident of his cause, that he is beforehand with his antagonists urging for them, j 
whatever he imagined they could say, and leaving them, as he supposes, without an objection for the i 
future : all this, too, with so much scorn and indignation, as if he were assured of the triumph before [ 
he entered into the lists. From this sublime and daring genius of hi% it must of necessity come to | 
pas^ that his thoughts must be masculine, full of argumentation, and that sufficiently warm. From 
the same fiery temper proceeds the loftiness of his expressions, and the perpetual torrent of his verse, 
where the barrenness of his subject does not too much constrain the quickness of his ftney. For there 
is no doubt to he made, hut that he could have been every where as poetical, as he is in his descrip- 
tions, and in the moral part of Ms Philosophy, if he had not aimed more to instruct, in Ms System of 
Nature, than to delight. But he was bent upon making Memmius a materialist, and teaching him to 
defy an invisible power. In short, he was so much an atheist, that he forgot sometimes to be a poet. 
These are the considerations, wMch I had of that author, before I attempted to translate some parts 
of Mm. And, accordingly, I laid by my natural diffidence and scepticism for awhile; to take up that 
dogmatical way of his, wMch, as I said, is so much Ms character, as to make Mm that individual Poet. 

As for Ms opinions concerning the mortalify of the soul, they are so absurd, that I cannot^ if I would, 
believe them. I think a future state demonstrable even by natural arguments; at least, to taka 
away rewards and punishment^ is only a pleasing prospect to a man, who resolves beforehand not to 
live morally. But, on the other ad^ the thought of being nothing after death is a burthen insup- i 
portable to a virtuous man, even though a heathen. We naturally aim at happiness, and cannot hear j 
to have it confined to the shortness of our present being; especially when we consider, that virtue is | 
generally unhappy in this world, and vice fortunate : so that "tis hope of futurity alone, that makes | 
this life tolerable, in expectation of a better. Who would not commit all the excesses to wMch he is | 
prompted by Ms natural inclinations, if he may do them vrith security while he is alive, and he 
uncapahle of punishment after he is dead! If he be cunning and secret enough to avoid the laws, 
there is no band of morality to restrain him : for fame and reputation are weak ties : many men have 
not the least sense of them : powerful men are only awed by them, as they conduce to their interest, 
and that not always when a passion is predominant : and no man will be contained within the hounds 
of duty, when he may safely transgress them. These are my thoughts abstractedly, and without 
entering into the notions of our Christian faith, wMch is the proper business of divineB. 

But there are other arguments in this poem (wMch I have turned into English) not belonging to 
the mortality of the soul, wMch are strong enough to a reasonable man, to make him less ui love with 
life, and consequently in less apprehensions of death. Such as are the natural satiety proceeding 
from a perpetual enjoyment of the same things; the inconveniences of old age, which make Mm in?- ' 
capable of corporeal pleasures; the decay of understanding and memory, which render Mm con- 
temptible, and useless to others. These, and many other reasons, so pathetically urgeii, so beautifully , 
expressed, so adorned with examples, and so admirably raised by the Prosqpppeia of Nature; who is j 
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brougld; in speaMng to her children, 'with so much authority and vigour, deserve the pains I have 
tahen with them, which I hope have not been unsuccessful *or unworthy of my author : at least I must 
take the liberty to own, that I was pleased with my own endeavours, which but rarely happens to me; 
and that I am not dissatisfied upon the review of any thing I have done in this author. 

It is true, there is something, and that of some moment, to be objected against my Englishing the 
l^Tature of Love,"*^ from the fourth book of Lucretius : and I can less easily answer why I translated it, 
'W'hy I thus translated it. The objection arises from the obscenity of the subject; which is 
aggravated by the too lively and aUuring delicacy of the verses. In the first place, without the least 
formality of an excuse, I own it pleased me • and let my enemies make the worst they can of this 
confession ; I am not yet so secure from that passion, but that I want my author’s antidotes against it. 
He has given the truest and most philosophical account both of the disease and remedy, which I ever 
found in any author : for which reasons I translated him. But it will be asked why I turned him into 
this luscious English ? for I wiU not give it a worse word. Instead of an answer, I would ask again of 
my supercilious adversaries, whether I am not bound, when I translate an author, to do him all the 
right I can, and to translate him to the best advantage? I^ to mince his meaning, which I am satis- 
fied was honest and instructive, I had either omitted some part of what he said, or taken from the 
strength of his expression, I certainly had wronged him; and that freeness of thought and words 
being thus cashiered in my hands, he had no longer been Lucretius. If nothing of this kind be to be 
read, physicians must not study nature, anatomies must not he seen, and somewhat I could say of 
particular passages in hooks, which, to avoid profimeness^ I do not name. But the intention qualifies 
the act ; and both mine and my author’s were to instruct as well as please. It is most certain that 
bare&ced bawdry is the poorest pretence to wit imaginable. If I should say otherwise I should have 
two great authorities against me. The one is the Essay on Poetry, which I publicly valued before 
I knew the author of it, and with the commendation of which my Lord Roscommon so happily begins 
his Essay on Translated Terse: the other is no less than our admired Cowley, who says the same 
thing in other words : for in his Ode concerning "Wit he writes thus of it 

" Mucli less can that hare any place, 

At •which a rii^n liides her face 

Such diosa the fire must purge away; ’tis just 

The author blush, there, where the reader must” 

Here indeed lUfr. Cowley goes farther than the Essay : for he asserts plainly, that obscenity has no 
j place in wit : the other only says, ’tis a poor pretence to wit, or an ill sort of ■wit, which has nothing 
more ■to support it tha n bare-faced ribaldry ; which is both unmannerly in itself, and fulsome to the 
reader. But neither of these will reach my case : for in the first place, I am only the translator, not 
the inventor ; so that the heaviest part of the censure fklls upon Lucreti^us, before it reaches me ; in 
the next place, neither he nor I have used the grossest words, hut the cleanest metaphors we could 
find, ■fco palliate ■the broadness of the meaning; and, to conclude have carried the poetical part no 
fiirther, than the philosophical exacted. 

There are a sort of blundering, half-^witted people, who make a great deal of noise about a verbal 
I > fhongh Horace would instruct them he^tter in ’true criticism : 

** non ego paucis 

Ofiendar maculis, quas aut incuria fudit, 

Ant hnmana parum cavit natura.” 

True judgment in poetry, like that in painting, takes a view of the whole together, whether it bo 
good or not; and where ■the beauties are more than ■the fiiults, concludes for the poet against the little 
judge. It is a sign ■that malice is hard driven, when it is forced to lay hold on a word or syllable : to 
arraign a man is one thing, and to ca'ril at him is another. In the midst of an ill-natured generation 
of scribblers, ■there is always j'ustice eno'ugh left in mankind, to protect good writers : and they too 
are obhged, both by humanity and inter^t, ■fco espouse each other’s cause against false critw^ who are 
the common enemies. 

This last consideration puts me in mind of what I owe ■fco the ingenious and learned ■translator of 
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Lucreti-as. I liave not here designed to rob him of any part of that commendation which he has so 
justly acquired by the whole author, whose fmgments only fall to my portiom "What I have now 
peifoimed, is no more than I intended above twenty years ago. The ways of our translation are very 
different ; he follows him more closely than I have done, which became an interpreter of the whole 
Poem ; I take more hberty, because it best suited with my design, which was to make b;m as pleashio" ‘ 
as I could. He had been too voluminous, had he used my method in so long a work ; and I had 
certainly taken his, had I made it my business to translate the whole. The preference, then, is justly ’ 
his ; and I join with Mr. Evelyn in the confession of it, with this additional advantage to birn^ that his 
reputation is already established in this Poet, mine is to make its fortune in the world. If I have 
been any where obscure, in following our common author, or if Lucretius himself is to be condemned, I 
refer myself to his excellent annotations, which I have often read, and always with some new pleasure^ 
My preface begins alreadj' to swell upon me, and looks as if I were ftfrn.id of my reader, by so 
tedious a bespeakmg of him : and yet I have Horace and Theocritus upon my hands; but the Greek * 
gentleman shall quickly he dispatched, because I have more business with the Roman. i 

That which distinguishes Theocritus from all other Poets, both Greek and Latin, and which raises 
him even above Virgil in Ms Eclogues, is tbe inimitable tenderness of his passions, and the natural 
expression of them in words so becoming of a pastoral A simplidiy shines through all he writes : he 
shows his art and learning by disguising both. His shepherds never rise above their country educa- 
tion in their complaints of love. There is the same difference betwixt him and Virgil, as there is | 
betwixt Tasso’s Aminta and the Pastor Fido of Guarini. Virgil’s shepherds are too well read in the j 
Philosophy of Epicurus and of Plato ; and Giiarini’s seem to have been bred in courts : but Theocritus ! 
and Tasso have taken theirs from cottages and plains. It was said of Tasso, in relation to his simi- * 
litudes, mai esce del Iosco ; that he never departed from the woods, that is, all his comparisons were I 
taken from the country. The same may be said of om‘ Theocritus. He is softer than Ovid ; he : 
touches the passions more delicately, and performs all this out of his own fund, without diving into < 
the arts and sciences for a supply. Even his Doric dialect has an incompaiable sweetness in its 
clownishness, like a fair shepherdess in her country russet, talking in a Yorkshire tone. This was 
impossible for Virgil to imitate ; because the severity of the Roman language denied him that advan- 
tage. Spenser has endeavoured it in his Shepherd’s Kalendar; but neither will it succeed in English ; j 
for which reason I forbore to attempt it. For Theocritus writ to Sicilians, who spoke that dialect ; 
and I direct this part of my translations to our ladies, who neither understand nor wiB take pleasure i 
in such homely expressions. j 

I proceed to Horace. Take him in parts, and he is chiefly to be considered in his three difierent ^ 
talents, as he was a Critic, a Satirist, and a TTriter of Odea. His morals are uniform, and run through : 
all of them : for let his Dutch commentators say what they will, his philosophy was Epicure^ ; and I 
he made use of gods and providence, only to serve a turn in Poetry. But since neither his Criticisms, i 
which are the most instructive of any that are written in this art, nor his Satires, which are incom- 
parably beyond Juvenal's (if to laugh and rally is to be preferred to railing and declaiming), are no j 
part of my present undertaking;, I confine myself wholly to his Odes. These are also of several sorts : ^ 
some of them are panegyrical, others moral, the rest jovial, or (if I may so call them) Bacc ha n a l lm 
As difficult as he makes it, and as indeed it is, to imitate Pindar, yet, in his most elevated flights, and ' 

! in the sudden changes of his subject with almost imperceptible connexions, that Theban Poet is his , 

I master. But Horace is of the more hounded fancy, and confines himself strictly to one sort of verse, ' 

! or stanza, in every Ode. That wMch will distinguish his siyie frt>m all other Poets, is the elegance of 
1 his words, and the numerousness of his verse. There is nothing so delicately turned in all the Roman 
‘ language. There appears in every part of his diction, or, to speak Enghsh, in all his expressions, a 
, kind of noble and bold purity. His words are chosen with as much exactness as Vngil’s; but there 
seems to be a greater spirit in them. There is a secret happiness attends his choice, which in 
Petronius is ciiUed Curiosa FtUcitas, and which I suppose he had from the fdiciter audere of Horace 
himself But the most distinguishing part of all his character see m s to me to be, his briskness^ his 
jollitv, and his good humour; and those I have chiefly endeavoured to copy. His other excellencies 
I confess, are above my imitation. One Ode, which infinitely pleased me in the readiug, I have 
attempted to translate in Pindaric Terse: it is that, which is inscribed to the present Earl of 
Rochester, to whom I have particular obligations, which this small testimony of my gratitude can 
never pay. It is his darling m the L'^tin, and I have taken some pains to make it my mastcr-picco in 
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E-ng ljR'h : for ■wHcK reason I took this kind of verse, which, allows more latitude than any other. Every 
one knows it was introduced into our language, in this age, by the happy genius of Mr. Cowley. The 
seeming easiness of it has made it spread : but it has not been considered enough, to be so well 
cultivated. It languishes in almost every hand but his, and some very few, whom, to keep the rest in 
countenance, I do not name. He, indeed, has brought it as near perfection as was possible in so short 
a time. But if I may be allowed to speak my mind modestly, and without injury to his sacred ashes, 
somewhat of the purity of the English, somewhat of more equal thoughts, somewhat of sweetness in 
the numbers, in one word, somewhat of a finer turn, and more Lyrical Vers^ is yet wanting. As for , 
the soul of it, which consists in the warmth and vigour of fiincy, the masterly figures, and the 
copiousness of imagination, he has excelled aU others in this kind. Tet, if the kind itself be capable of 
more perfection, though rather in the ornamental parts of it, than the essential, what rules of morality 
or respect have I broken, in naming the defect^ that they may hereafter be amended ? Imitation is 
a nice point, and there are few Poets who deserve to be models in all they write. Milton's Paradise 
Lost is admirable; but am I therefore bound to maintain, that there are no flats amongst bis i 
elevation^ when 'tis e\'ident he creeps along sometime^ for above anhtmdred lines together ? Cannot ' 
I admire the height of Ms invention, and the strength of his expression, without defending his 
antiquated word^ and the perpetual harshness of their sound] It is as much commendation as a man 
can bear, to own him excellent; all beyond it is idolatry. 

Since Pmdar was the prince of Lyric Poets, let me have leave to say, that, in imitating him, our 
numbers should, for the most part, he LyricaL For variety, or rather where the majesty of thought 
requires it, they may be stretched to the English Heroic of five feet, and to the French Alexandrine of 
six. But the ear must preside, and direct the judgment to the choice of numbers. Without the nicety 
of thi^ the harmony of Pindaric Verse can never be complete : the cadency of one line must be a rule 
to that of the next ; and the sound of the former must slide gently into that wMdi follows ; without 
leaping from one extreme into another. It must be done like the shadowings of a picture, which fell 
by degrees into a darker colour. I shall he glad, if I have so explained mysdf as to be understood ; 
but if I have not, gnod» nequeo dicere, et semtio tantmif must he my excuse. 

There remains much more to be said ou this subject; but, to avoid envy, I will be silent. What 
I have said is the general opinion of the best judges, and in a manner has been forced fit)m me, by 
seeing a noble sort of Poetry so happily restored by one man, and so grossly copied by almost aH the 
rest. A musiail ear, and a great genius if another Mr. Cowley could arise, in another age may bring 
it to perfection. In the meantime, 

" Fungar vice cous, acatum 

Beddere qn£B femun ezsors ipsa secandi.’^ 

I hope it will not be expected from me that I should say anything of my ffeUow undertakers in thif? 
Miscellany. Some of them are too nearly related to me, to be commended without suspicion of 
partiality : others, I am sure, need it not ; and the rest I have not perused. 

To conclude, I am sensible that I have written this too hastily and too loosely : I fear I have been 
tedious, and which is worse, it comes out from the first draught, and uncoirected. This I grant is no 
excuse; fior it may be reasonably urged, why he did not write with more leisure, or, if he had it not 
(which was certainly my case) why did he attempt to write on so nice a subject] The objection is 
unanswerable ; hut, in part of recompense, let me assure the reader, that, in hasty productions, he is 
siire to meet with an author’s present sense, which cooler thoughts would possibly have disguised. 
There is undoubtedly more of spirit, though not of judgment, in these uncorrect Essays and cor 
Bequently, though my hazard be the greater yet the reader's pleasure is not the less* 
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AMARYLLIS ; 


OS THE THIRD IDYIiLinM OF TEEOCBITUS, PASAFHBASED. 


To Amaryllis love compels my way, ^ 

My browsing goats upon the mountains stray : 

0 Tityrus, tend them well, and see them fed 
In pastures fresh, and to their watering led ; 

And *ware the ridgling with his budding he^ ® 
Ah, beauteous nymph 1 can you forget your love, 
The conscious grottos, and the shady giwve ; 
"Where stretch’d at ease your tender limbs were 

laid. 

Tour namdess beauties nahedly displayed ? 

Then I was call’d your darlings your desire^ 

With kisses such as set my soul on fire : 

But you are changed, yet I am still the same j 
My heart mniTifeiiTia for both a double flame ; 
Grieved, but unmoved, and patient of your scorn : 
So faithful I, and jrou so much forsworn I ^ 

1 di^ and death •vml finish all my pain ; 

Yet, ere I die, behold me once again : 

Atti I BO much deform’d, so chafed of latel 
What partial judges are our love and hate 1 
Ten wildings have I jpiher’d for my dear ; ® 

How ruddy like your lips their streaks appear I 
Far-oflf you view’d them with a longing eye 
Upon the topmost branch (the tree was high) : 

Yet nimbly up, from bough to bough I swerved, 
A-n^ for to-morrow have ten more reserved. * 
Look on me kindly, and some piiy show. 

Or give me leave at least to look on you. 

Some god transform me by bis heavenly power 
Ev’n to a bee to buzz within your bower. 

The winding ivy-chaplet to invade, 

And folded fern, that your fair forehead shade. 
How to my cost the force of love I find ; 

The heavy hand it bears on human kind. 

The Tnilk of tigers was Ms infant food. 

Taught from Ms tender years the taste of blood ; ® 
His brother whelps and he ran wild about the 
wood. 

Ah nymph, train’d up in his tyrannic court, 

To make the suflFeiings of your slaves your sport ! 
Unheeded ruin J treacherous delight 
Oh polic’d hardness, soften’d to sight ! ^ 

Whose radiant eyes your ebon brows adorn, 

Like midnight thos^ and these like break of 
mom ] 

Smile once again, revive me with your charms ; 
And let me die contented in your aims. 

I woMd not ask to live another day, ^ 

Might I but sweetly kiss my soul away. 

Yer. 42. eend these like break of momH “And 

those eyes fiie hreak of day” — Shakspeare, Johh 'Was.igs, 


Ah, why am I fium empty joys debaxr’d ? 

For kisses are but emp^ when compared. 

I rav^ and in my raging fit shall tear 

The garland, wMch I wove for you to wear, ® 

Of parsley, with a wreath of ivy bound. 

And border’d with a rosy edging roun<L 
What pangs I feel, unjntied and unheard I 
Since I must di^ why is my fete deferr’d ! 

I strip my body of my shepherd’s frt>ck : ** 

Behold that dreadful dowufel of a rock, 

Where yon old fisher views the waves from high • 
’Tis that convenient leap I mean to fay. 

You would be pleased to see me plunge to shore, 
But better plea]^ if I should rise no more. ® 
I might have read my fortune long ago. 

When, seeking my success in love to know, 

I tried the infeUible prophetic way, 

A poppy-leaf upon my palm to lay : 

I struck, and yet no lucky caack did follow ; ® 

Yet I struck hard, and yet the leaf lay hollow : 
And, wMch was worse, if any worse could proven 
The withering leaf follow’d your witheringlove. 
Yet farther (ah, how fer a lover dares 1) 

My last recourse I had to sieve and shears ; ^ 

And told the witch Agree my disease : 

(Agreo, that in harvest used to lea^ : 

But harvest done, to chare-work did aspire; 

Meat, drink, and two-pence was her daily Mrey) 

To work she went, her charms she mutter’d o’er, ^ 
And yet the resty sieve wagg’d ne’er the more; 

I wept for woe, testy beldame swor^ 

And, foaming with her god, foretold my fete; 
That I was doom’d to love, and you to bate. 

A milk-wMte goat for you I did provide ; ^ * 

Two milk-wMte kids run frisking by her side, 

For wMch the nut-brown lass, laM thacis , 

Full often offer’d many a savoury Mss. 

Hers they shall be, since you refiise the price : 
What Tnadmau would o’eistand Ms market 
twice ! ^ ^ 

My light eye itches, some good luck is near. 
Perhaps my Amar yllis may appear ; 
m set up such a note as she shall hear. 

What nymph but my melodious voice would 
move! 

She must be flint, if she refuse my love. 
Hippomaies, who ran with noble strife 
To win Ms lady, or to lose Ms life, 

(What dnft some men will make to get a wife D 
Threw down a golden apple in her way ; 

For all her haste die could not choose but stay z 
Benown said. Bun; the glittering bribe cried. 
Hold; . ** 

The TTian might have been hang’d, but for Ms gold. 
Yet some suppose ’twas love (some few indeed) 
That stopp’d the fetal ftiry^ of her speed : 

She saw, she sigh’d ; her nimble feet refuse 
Their wonted speed, and she took pains to lose. 
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A Prophet some, and some a Poet cry, 

(jjso matter which, so neither of them lie) 

From steepy Othrys’ top to Pylus drove 
His herd ; and for his pains enjoy’d Ms love : 

If such another wager should he laid, 

I ’ll find the man, if you can filnd the maid. 

Why name I men, when Love extended finds 
His power on Mgh, and in celestial mmds ? 

Venus the shepherd’s homely habit took, 

And managed something else besides the crook ; 
iNay, when Adonis died, was heard to roar. 

And never from her heaiii forgave the boar. 

How blest was fail* End^union with his moon. 
Who sleeps on Latmos’ top from mght to noon 1 
What Jason from Medea’s love possess’d, 

You shall not hear, but know ’tis like the rest. 
My aching head can scarce support the pain ; 

This cursid love will surely turn my brain : 

Feel how it shoots, and yet you take no pity ; 
Nay then ’tis time to end my doleful ditty. 

A clammy sweat does o’er my temples creep ; 

My heavy eyes are ui^ed with iron sleep : 

I iay me down to gasp my latest breath. 

The wolves will get a breakfast by my death ; ^ 
Yet scarce enough their hunger to supply. 

For love has made me carrion ere I die. 


THE EPITHALAMIIBI OF HELEN 
AND MENELAUS. 

TBOM THE KIG-HTEENTH IDlXUtrSC OB' THEOCBOTrS. 

» 

Twelve Spartan virgins, noble, young, and fair, 
With violet wreaths adorn’d their flowing hair; 
And to the pompous palace did resoi*t, 

"Where Menelaus kept his royal court 

There hand in hand a comely choir they led; ® 

To find a blessing to his nuptial bed, 

With curious needles wrought, and painted flowers 
bespread, 

Jove’s beauteous daughter now his bride must he. 
And Jove himself was less a god than he : 

For this their artful hands instruct the lute to 
sound, 

Their feet askst their hands, and justly beat the 
ground. 

This was their song: Why, happy bridegroom, 
why, 

Ere yet the stars are kindled in the sky, 

Ere twilight ^ades, or evening dews are shed, 
WTiy dost thou steal so soon away to bed ^ ^ 

Has Somnus brush’d thy eye-hds with his rod. 

Or do thy 1 ^ refuse to their load, 

With flowing bowls of a more generous godi 
If gentle slumber on thy temples creep, 

(But, naughty man, thou dost not mean to rieep)^ 
Betake thee to thy bed, thou drowsy dron% 

Sleep by thyself and leave thy bride alone : 

Gk), leave her with her maiden mates to play 
At sports more harmless till the break of day : 
Give us this evening ; thou hast mom and night,^® 
And all the year before thee, for delight. 

Oh, happy youth ’ to thee, among the crowd 
Of rival princes, Cupid sneezed aloud; 

And every lucky omen sent before, 

To meet thee landing on the Spartan shore. ^ 


Of all our heroes thou const boast alone, 

! That Jove, whene’er he thunders, calls thee son : 
Betwixt two sheets thou shalt enjoy her bare. 
With whom no Grecian virgin can compare ; 

I So soft, so sweet, so balmy and so fair. ^ 

I A hoy, hke thee, would make a kingly line : 

1 But oh, a gill hke her must be dmne. 

' Her equitls, we, in yeai*s, but not in face. 

Twelve score viragos of the Spaiinn race, 
j VTiile naked to Eurotas’ banks we bend, ^ 

1 And there in manly exercise contend, 

"When she appears, are all eclipsed and lost. 

And hide the beauties that we made our boast. 
So, when the night and winter disappear. 

The purple morning, rising with the year, ^ 
I Salutes the spring, as her celestial eyes 
1 Adorn the world, and brighten all the skies : 
j So beauteous Helen shines among the rest, 

TaU, slender, straight, with all the Graces blest. _ 
As pines the mountains, or as fields the com, ^ 
Or as Thessalian steeds the race adorn ; 

So rosy-colour’d Helen is the pride 
Of Lacedaemon, and of Greece bedside. 

Like her no nymph can willmg 08161*8 bend 
In basket-works, which painted streaks commend: 
With Pallas in the loom she may contend. 

But none, ah ! none can animate the lyi*e, 

And the mute strings with vocal souls inspire : 
Whether the leam’d Minerva be her theme. 

Or chaste Diana bathing m the stream ; 

None can record their heavenly praise so well 
As Helen, in whose eyes ten thousand Cupids 
dwelL 

Oh, fair, oh, graceful ! yet with maids inroll’d, 

But whom to-morrow’s sun a matron shall behold ! 
Yet ere to-morrow’s sun shall show Ms head, ® 
The dewy paths of meadows we will tread, 

For crowns and chaplets to adorn thy head. 
Where all shall weep, and wish for thy return. 

As bleating lambs their absent mother mom’u. 

Our noblest maids shall to thy name bequeath 
The boughs of Lotos, form’d mto a wi*eath. 

This monument, thy maiden beauties’ due. 

High on a plane-tree shall be hung to view : 

On the smooth rind the passenger shall see 
Thy name engraved, and worsMp Helen’s tree : 
Balm, from a silver box distill’d around, 

Shall all bedew the roots, and scent the sacred 
ground. 

The balm, ’tis true, can aged plants prolong, 

But Helen’s name will keep it ever young. 

Hail bride, hail bridegroom, son-in-law to Jove 1 
With fruitful joys Latona bless youi* love ! 

Let Yenus furnish you with full desires. 

Add vigour to your wills, and fuel to your fires ! 
Almi ghty Jove augment your wealthy store. 

Give much to you, and to his grandsons more ! ® 

I From generous loins a generous race will sprmg; 
Each girl, like her, a queen ; each boy, like you, 
a king. 

Now sleep, if sleep you can ; but while you rest. 
Sleep close, with folded arms, and breast to breast : 
Rise in the mom ; but oh ' before you rise, 

Forget not to perform your morning sacrifice. 

We wiR be with you ere the crowing cock 
Salutes the lighi^ and struts before his feather’d 
flock. 

i Hymen, 0 Hymen, to thy triumphs run, 

I And view the mighty spoils thou hast in battle 
1 won. ss 
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THE DESPAIEING LOVER. 


TBOH THE TWEJTTT-THIED rDYLLIUM OF THEOCSITU8. 


With inaiispicioTis love, a -wretclied swain 
Pursued the fairest nymph, of all the plain; 
Fairest indeed, but prouder far than fair, 

She plunged him hopeless in a deep despair : 

Her heayenly form too haughtily she prized, ® 
His person hated, and his g&hs despised; 

Hor knew the force of Cupid’s cruel darts, 

Hor fear’d his awful power on human hearts; 

But either from her hopeless lover fled. 

Or with disdainful glances shot him de^ 

No kiss, no look, to cheer the drooping boy; 

No word she spoke, she scorn’d ev’n to deny. 

But, as a hunted panther easts about 
Her glaring eye^ and pricks her listening ears to 
scout. 

So she, to shun his toils, her cares employ’d, ^ 
And fiercely in her savage freedom joy’d. 

Her mouth she writhed, her forehead taught to 
frown. 

Her eyes to sparkle fires to love unknown : 

Her sallow cheeks her envious mind did show, 
And every feature spoke aloud the curstness of a 
shrew. ^ 

Yet could not he his obvious frte escape; 

His' love still dress’d her in a pleasing shape ; 

And every sullen frown, and bitter scorn, 

But farm’d the fuel that too fiist did bum. 

Long time, unequal to his mighty pain, ^ 

He strove to curb it, but he strove in vain : 

At last his woes broke out, and b^g'd relief 
With tear^ the dumb petitioners of grief: 

With tears so tender, as adorn’d his love, 

And any heart, but only her’s, would mova ^ 
Trembling before her bolted doors he stood. 

And there pour’d out the unprofitable flood : 
Staring his eye^ and haggard was his look ; 

Then, kissing fi^ the threshold, thus he spoke. 
Ah nymph, more cruel than of human race ! ^ 
Thy tigress heart belies thy angel free : 

Too well thou ^ow’st thy pedigree from stone ; 
Thy grandame’s was the first by Pyrrha throvm : 
Unwoithy thou to he so long desired; 

But so my love, and so my frte required. 

I beg not now (for ’tis in vain) to live ; 

But ttike this gift, the last that I can give. 

This fnendly cord shall soon decide the strife 
Betwixt my Imgering love and loathsome life : 
This moment puts an end to all my pain ; * 

I shall no more despair, nor thou fedain. 
Farewell, ungrateful and unkind t I go 
Condemn’d by thee to those sad shades below. 

I go the extremest remedy to prove, 

To drink oblivion, and to drench my love : “ 

There happily to lose my long desires : 

But ah 1 what draught so deep to quench my fires? 
Farewell, ye never-opening gates, ye stones, 

And threshold gmlty of my midnight moans i 


What I have suffer’d here ye know too web; 
What I shall do the gods and I can telL 
The rose is fragrant, but it fades in time ; 

The violet sweet, but quickly past the prime; 
White lilies hang their head^ and soon decay, 
And whiter snow in minutes melts away : * 

Such is your blooming youth, and withering so : 
The time will come, it will, when you shall know 
The rage of love ; your haughty heart shall hum 
In flames like mine, and meet a like return. 
Obdurate as you are, oh ! hear at least ® 

My dying prayers, and grant my last request. 
Wtien firat you ope your door^ and, pastang by. 
The sad ill-omen’d object meets your eye, 

Think it not lost, a moment if you stay ; 

The breathless wretch, so made by you, survey : ^ 
Some cruel pleasure from thence arisei, 

To view the mighty ravage of your eyes, 

I wish (but oh ! my wish is vain, I fear) 

The kind oblation of a falling tear : 

Then loose the knot, and take me from the 
place, ^ 

And spread your mantle o’er my grisly free ; 
Upon my livid lips bestow a kiss • 

Oh, envy not the dead, they feel not bliss ! 

Nor fear your kisses can restore my breath ; 

E’en you are not more pitiless than death. * 

Then for my corpse a homely grave provide. 
Which love and me from public scorn may hide. 
Thrice call upon my name, thnee heat your 
breast, 

And hail me thrice to everlasting rest : 

Last let my tomb this sad inscription hear : ** 

A wretch whom love has kill’d lies buried here ; 
0 passengers, Aminta’s eyes beware. 

Thus having said, and furious with his love, 

He heaved with more than human force to move 
A weighty stone (the labour of a team) ^ 

And rais^ from thence he reach’d the neigh- 
bouring beam ; 

Around its bulk a sliding knot he thrown 
And fitted to his neck the fetal noose : 

Then spuming backward, took a swing, to! death 
Cfrept up, and stopp’d the passage of his breath. * 
The boimce burst ope the door; the scornful fair 
Relentless look’d, and saw him beat his quivering 
feet in air ; 

Nor wept his frt^ nor cast a pitying eye. 

Nor took him down, but bru^’d regardless by: 
And, as she pass’d, her chance of fete was such, 
Her garments touch’d the dead, polluted by the 
touch: 

Next to the dance, thence to the hath did move ; 
The hath was sacred to the god of Love ; 

Whose injured image, with a wrathful eje. 

Stood threatening from a pedestal on high : ^ 

Nodding awhile, and watchful of his blow. 

He fell ; and faliiTig crush’d the ungrateful nymph 
below ; 

Her gushing blood the pavement all besmear’ d ; 
And her last expiring voice was heard; 
Lovers, farewell, revenge has reach’d my scorn; ^ 
Thus warn’d, be wise, and love for love retum. 


204 


TRAKSLATIOKS FROM! LUCRETIUS- 




TRANSLATIONS FROM LUCRETIUS. 


THE BEGI^"N1NG■ OF 

THE FIEST BOOK OF LUCRETIUS. 


Delight of hninaii kind, and gods abov^ 

Parent of Rome, propitious Queen of Lov^ 

Whose vital power, air, earth, and sea supplies. 
And breeds whate’er is bom beneath the rolling 
skies; 

For every kind, by thy prolific might, ® 

Springs, and beholds the regions of the light. 
Thee, goddess, thee the clouds and tempests fear. 
And at thy pleasing presence disappear ; 

For thee ihe land in fragrant flowers is dressed ; 
For thee the ocean smiles, and smooths her wavy 
breast ; 

And heaven itself with more serene and purer 
light is bless’d- 

For when the rising spring adorns the mead. 

And a new scene of nature stands displa/d. 
When teeming budS;, and cheerful greens appear, 
And western gales unlock the lazy year : ^ 

The joyous birds thy welcome fii^ express 
“Whose native songs thy genial fire confess ; 

Then savage beasts bound o’er their slighted food. 
Struck wi^ thy darts, and tempt the raging flood. 
All nature is thy gift; earth, air, and sea : ^ 

Of all that breathes, the various progeny, 

Stung with delight, is goaded on by thee. 

O’er barren mountains, o’er the floweiy plain, 

The leafy forest, and the liquid main, 

Extends thy uncontroll’d and boundless reign, 
Through all the living regions dost thou move. 
And scatter’st, where thou go’st, the kindly seeds 
of love. 

Since then the race of every living thing 
Obeys thy power ; since nothing new can spring 
Without thy warmth, without thy influence bear, ^ 
Or beautiful, or lovesome can appear ; 

Be thou my aid, my tuneful song inspire. 

And kindle with thy own productive fire; 

WTnle all thy province, Nature, I survey. 

And sing to Hemmius an immortal lay 
Of heaven and earth, and every where thy 
wondrous power display : 

To Hemmius^ imder thy sweet influence bom. 
Whom thou with all thy gifts and graces dost 
adorn. 

The rather then asrist my Muse and me, 

Infusing verses worthy him and thee. ^ 

Meantime on land and sea let barbarous discord 
cease, 

And lull the listening world in universal peace. 

To thee mankind their soft repose must owe ; 

For thou alone that blessing canst bestow; 
Because the brutal business of the war ^ 

Ie managed by thy dreadful servant’s care ; 

Who oft retires from fighting fields, to prove 
The pleasing pains of thy eternal love ; 


And, panting on thy breast, supinely lies, 

While with thy heavenly form he feeds his fa* 
mish’d eyes ; 

Sucks in with open lips thy balmy breath. 

By turns restored to life, and plunged in pleasing 
death. 

There while thy curling limbs about him move, 
Involved and fetter’d in the links of love, 

"When, wishmg all, he nothing can deny, 

Thy charms in that auspicious moment try ; 

With winning eloquence our peace implore. 

And quiet to the weary world restore. 


THE BEGINNINa OF THE 

SECOND BOOK OF LUCRETIUS. 

— « — 

’Tis pleasant, safely to behold from shore 
The rolling ^p, and hear the tempest roar: 

Not that another’s pain is our delight ; 

But pains unfelt produce the pleasmg sight, 

’Tis pleasant also to behold from far ® 

The moving legions mingled in the war. 

But much more sweet thy labourmg steps to 
guide 

To virtue’s heights, with wisdom well supplied, 
And all the magazines of learning fortified : 

From thence to look below on human kind, 
Bewilder’d in the maze of life, and blmd : 

To see vain fools ambitiously contend 
For wit and power ; their lak; endeavours bend 
To outshine each other, waste their time and 
health 

In search of honour, and pursuit of wealth. ^ 
Oh, wretched man I in what a mist of life, 
Inclosed with dangers and with noisy strife, 

He spends his little span ; and overfeeds 
His cramm’d desires, with more than nature 
needs 1 

For nature wisely stints our appetite, 20 

And craves no more than undisturb’d delight : 
Which mindly unmix’d with cares and fears, 
obtain; 

A soul serene, a body void of pain. 

So little this corpor^ frame requires ; 

So bounded are our natural desires, 2* 

That wanting ^ and setting pain asid^ 

With bare privation sense is satisfied. 

If golden sconces hang not on the walls. 

To light the costly suppers and the balls ; 

If the proud palace shines not with the state ** 
Of burnish’d bowls, and of reflected plate ; 

If well-tuned harps, nor the more pleasmg sound 
Of voices, from the vaulted roofe rebound ; 
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Yet on the grass, beneath a poplar shade, 

By the cool stream our careless hmbs are laid ; ^ 
'With, cheaper pleasures innocently bless’d, 

"When the warm spring with gaudy flowers is 
dress’d. 

Nor wiU the raging fever^s fire abate, 

With golden canopies and beds of state : 

But the poor patient will as soon be sound ^ 
On the hard mattre^ or the mother ground- 
Then since our bodies are not eased 3ie more 
By birth, or power, or fortune’s wealthy stor^ 
’Tis plain, these useless toys of every kind 
As little can relieve the labouring mind ; ^ 

Unless we could suppose the dreadful sight 
Of marshaH’d legions moving to the figh^ 

Could, with their sound and terrible airay. 

Expel our fears, and drive the thoughts of death 
away. 

But, since the supposition vain appears, 

Since clinging cares, and trains of mbred fears. 
Are not with sounds to be affrighted thence. 

But in the midst of pomp pursue the prince. 

Not awed by arms, but in the presence bold. 
Without respect to purple, or to gold ; ^ 

Why should not we these pageantries despise ; 
Whose worth but in our want of reason lies 1 
For life is all in wandering errors led ; 

And just as children are surprised with dread. 
And tremble in the dark, so riper years ® 

E’en in broad daylight are possess’d with fears ; 
And shake at shadows fanafiil and vain. 

As those which in the breasts of children reign. 
These bugbears of the mind, this inward hell, 

No rays of outward sunshine can dispel ; ® 

But nature and right reason must display 
Their beams abroad, and bring the dark^me soul 
to day. 


THE LATTEE PAST OP THE 

THIRD BOOK OF LUCRETIUS ; 

AGXIXST THS TEAS OF DEATH. 

1 

What has this bugbear death to firighten man. 

If souls can die, as well as bodies cani 
For, as before our bii-th we felt no pain, 

Whpn Punic arms infested land and main. 

When heaven and earth were in confusion hurl’d. 
For the debated empire of the world. 

Which awed with dreadful expectation lay. 

Sure to be slaves, imcertain who should sway : 

So, when our mortal flame shall be disjoin’d. 

The lifeless lump imcoupled from the mind, 

From sense of grief and pain we shall be free ; 

We shall not/eeZ, because we shall not he. 

Though earth in seas, and seas in heaven were 
lost, 

We should not move, we only should be toss’d. 
Nay, e’en suppose, when we have suffer’d fate, 

The soul could feel in her divided state, 

What’s that to us? for we are only we 
While souls and bodies in one frame agree. 

Nay, though our atoms should revolve by chance. 
And matter leap into the former dance ; ^ 


Though time our life and motion could restore. 
And make our bodies what they were before. 
What gain to us would all this bustle bring? 

The new-made man would be another thing. 
When once an interrupting pause is made, * 
That individual being is decay’d. 

We, who are dead and gone, shall bear no part 
In all the pleasures, nor shall feel the smaii^ 
Which to that other mortal shall accrue, 

Whom of our matter time shall mould anew- * 
For backward if you look on that long space 
Of ages past, and view the changing 
Of matter, toss’d and variously combined 
In sundry shapes *tis ea^ for the mind 
From thence to infer, that seeds of things have 
been * 

In the same order as they now are seen : 

Which yet our dark remembrance cannot trace, 
Because a pause of life, a gaping spacCi 
Has come betwixt, where memory lies dead. 

And all the wandering motions from the sense 

are fled. ^ 

For whosoe’er shall in misfortunes live, 

Must he, when those misfortunes shall arrive ; 
And since the man who is not, feels not woe, 

(For death exempts him, and wards off the blow. 
Which we, the living, only feel and bear) ^ 

What is there lefc for us in death to fear? 

When once that pause of life has come between, 
’Tis just the same as we had never been. 

And therefore if a man bemoan his lot, 

That after death his mouldering limbs shall rot, 
Or flames, or jaws of beasts devour his mass, 
Know, he’s an unsincere, mr>thfnking 
A secret sting remains within his mind ; 

The fool is to his own cast ofte kind. 

He boasts no sense can after death remain; ^ 
Yet makes himself a part of life again; 

As if some other JHe could &el the pain. 

while we liv^ this thou^t molest his head. 
What wolf or vulture shall devour me dead ? 

He wastes his days in idle grie^ nor can * 

Distinguish ’twixt the body and the man ; 

But tlunks himself can still himsftlf survive ; 

And, what when dead he feels not, feels alive. 
Then he repines that he was bom to die, 

Nor knows in death there is no other JSe, ® 
No living Ee remains his grief to vent, 

And o’er his senseless carcase to lament. 

If after death ’tis painful to be tom 
By birds, and beasts, then why not so to bum, 

Or drendi’d in floods of honey to be soak’d, ^ 
Imbalm’d to be at once preserved and choked ; 

Or on an airy mountain’s top to lie, 

Exposed to cold and heaven’s inclemency; 

Or crowded in a tomb to be oppress’d 
With monumental marble on thy breast 1 ^ 

But to be snatch’d from all the honsdiold joy^ 
From thy chaste wife, and thy dear prattling boj^ 
Whose little arms about thy legs are c^ 

And dimbing for a kiss prevent their mother^s 
haste. 

Inspiring secret pleasure through thy breast ; * 

Ah ! these shall be no more : thy friends oppress’d 
Thy care and courage now no more shall free ; 

Ah I wretch, thou criest, ah 1 miserable me ! 

One woful day sweeps children, friend^ and wifo, 
And all the brittle blessings of my life ! ® 

Add one thing more, and all thou say’st is true ; 
Thy want and wish of them is vanish’d too ; 
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WMch, well consider’d, were a quick relief 
To all thy vain imaginary grief. 

For thou shalt sleep, and never wake agai^ ^ 
And, quitting hfe, shall quit thy living pain. 

But we, thy friends, shall all those sorrows find. 
Which in forgetful death thou leav’st behind; 

No time shall dry our tears, nor drive thee from 
our mind. 

The worst that can befal thee, measured right, 

Is a sound slumber, and a long good night. 

Yet thus the fool^ that would be thought the 
wits. 

Disturb their mirth with melancholy fits : 

When healths go round, and kindly brimmers flow. 
Till the fresh garlands on their foreheads glow, 
They whine, and cry. Let us make haste to live. 
Short are the joys that human life can give. 
Eternal preachers, that coinipt the draught, 

And pall the god, that never thinks, with thought ; 
Idiots with all that thought, to whom the worst 
Of death, is want of di-ink, and endless thirst, 

Or any fond desire as vain as these. 

For, even in deep, the body, wrapt in eas^ 
Supinely lies, as in the peaceful grave ; 

And, wanting nothing, nothing can it crave. 

Were thaD sound sleep eternal, it were death ; 

Yet the first atoms then, the seeds of breath. 

Are moving near to sense ; we do but shake 
Ajud rouse that sense, and straight we are awake. 
Then death to n^ and death’s anxiety, ^ 

Is less than nothing, if a less could be. 

For then our atoms, which in order lay, 

Are scatter'd from their heap, and puffd away, 
And never can return into their place, 

When once the pause of life has left an empty 
space. 

And last, suppose great Nature’s voice should call 
To thee, or me. or any of us all, 

“ What dost thou mean, ungrateful wretch, thou 
vain. 

Thou mortal thing, thus idly to complain. 

And sigh and sob, that thou shalt be no more 1 
For if thy life were pleasant heretofore. 

If all the bounteous blessings, I could give. 

Thou hast enjoy’d, if thou hast known to live. 
And pleasure not leak’d through thee like a sieve ; 
Why dost thou not give thanksi, as at a plenteous 
feast, 13® 

Cramtn’d to the throat with life, and rise and take 
thy rest? 

But if my blessings thou hast thrown away. 

If indigested joys pass’d through, and would not 
stay. 

Why dost thou wish for more to squander still 
If life be grown a load, a real ill, 135 

And I would all thy cares and labours end. 

Lay down thy burden, fooh and know thy friend. 
To please thee, I have emptied all my store, 

I can invent, and can supply no more ; 

But run the round again, the round I ran before, 
Suppose tbou art not broken yet with years. 

Yet still the self-same scene of things appear^ 
And would be ever, could’st thou ever live ; 

For life is still but life, there’s nothing new to give.” 
IVTiat can we plead against so just a bill ? 

We stand convicted, and our cause goes ilL 
But if a wretch, a man oppress’d by fiite, 

Should beg of Nature to prolong his date. 

She speaks aloud to him with more 
^ Be stil 1, thou martyr fool, thou covetous of pain.” 


But if an old decrepit sot lament ; ^ 

“What thou (she cries) who hast out-lived content I 
Dost thou complam, who hast enjoy’d my stcre^ 
But this is still the effect of wishing more. 
Unsatisfied with all that Nature brings ; ^ 

Loathmg the present, liking absent things ; 

From hence it comes, thy vain desires, at strife 
Within themselves, have tantalised thy life. 

And ghastly death appear'd before thy sight, 

Ere thou hast gorged thy soul and senses with 
delight 

Now leave those joys, unsuiting to thy age. 

To a fresh comer, and resign the stage.” 

Is Nature to be blamed if thus she chide 1 
No sure; for ’tis her business to provide 
Against tbis ever-changing frame’s decay, 

New things to come, and old to pass away. 

One being, worn, another bemg makes ; 

Changed, but not lost; for Nature gives and takes : 
New matter must be found for things to come, 
And these must waste like those, and follow 
Nature’s doom. 

All things, Hke thee, have time to rise and rot ; 
And from each other’s ruin are begot ; 

For life is not confined to him or thee : 

’Tis given to aH for use, to none for property. 
Consider former ages past and gone, 

Whose circles ended long ere thine begun, 

Then tell me, fool, what part in them thou hast? 
Thus may’st thou judge -fiie future by the past. 
What horror seest thou in that quiet state, 

What bugbear dreams to fright thee after fatel ^ 
No ghost, no goblins, that still passage keep ; 

But all is there serene, in that etem^ sleep. 

For all the dismal tales, that Poets teU, 

Are verified on earth, and not in hell. 

No Tantalus looks up with fearful eye, 

Or dreads the impending rock to crush him from 
on high : 

But fear of chance on eai*th disturbs our easy hours. 
Or vain imagined wrath of vain imagined powers. 
No Titjms tom by \ultures lies m hell; 

Nor could the lobes of his rank liver swell 
To that prodigious mass, for their eternal meal ; 
Not though his monstrous bulk bad cover’d o’er 
Nine spreading acres, or nine thousand more ; 
Not though file globe of earth had been the 
giant’s floor. 

Nor in eternal torments could he lie ; ^ 

Nor could his corpse sufficient food supply. 

But he ’s the Tityus, who by love oppress’d. 

Or tyrant passion preying on his breast, 

And ever anxious thoughts, is robb’d of rest. 

The Sisyphus is he, whom noise and strife 200 
Seduce from all the soft retreats of hfe, 

To vex the government, disturb the laws : 

I Dmuk with the fiimes of popular applause, 

He courts the giddy crowd to make him great, 
And sweats and toils in vain, to mount the sove- 
reign seat. 

For stiU to aim at power, and still to fail, 

Ever to strive, and never to prevail, 

What is it, but, in reason’s true account, 

To heave the stone agamst the rising mount 
Which uiged, and labour’d, and forced up with 
pain, -1® 

Recoils, and rolls impetuous dowm, and smokes 
along the plain. 

Then still to tr^-ab thy ever-craving mind 
With every blessing, and of every kind. 
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Yet never fill thy ravening appetite ; 

Though years and seasons vary thy delight, 

Yet nothing to be seen of all the store, 

But still the Tvolf within thee barks for more , 
This IS the fable's moi-al, which they tell 
Of fifty foolish virgms damn’d in hell 
To lei^y vessels, which the liquor spill : 220 

To vessels of their sex, which none could ever fill. 
As for the dog, the funes, and their snakes. 

The gloomy caverns, and the burning lakes. 

And all the vain iafemal trumpery, 

They neither are, nor were, nor e’er can be. ^ 
But here on earth the guiliy have in view 
The mighty pains to mighty mischiefe due ; 
Racks, prisons, poisons, the Tarpeian rock, 
Stripes, hangmen, pitch, and suffocating smoke ; 
And lak;, and mos^ if these were cast b^ehind, 230 
The avengmg horror of a conscious mind, 

Yliose deadly fear anticipates the blow. 

And sees no end of punishment and woe; 

But looks for more, at the last gasp of breath : 
This makes a hell on earth, and hfe a death. ^ 
Meantime when thoughtsof death disturb thy head; 
Consider, Ancus, great and good, is dead ; 

Ancus, thy better far, was bom to die ; 

And thou, dost thou bewail mortality 1 
So many monarchs, with tlieir mighty state, 

AMio ruled the world, were over-ruled by fate. 
That haughty king, who lorded o’er the main. 
And whose stupendous bridge did the wild waves 
restrain, 

(In vain they foam’d, in vain they threaten’d 
wreck, 

While his proud legions march’d upon their back .) 
Him death, a greater monarch, overcame ; 

Nor spared his guards the more, for their im- 
mortal name. 

The Roman chief, the Carthaginian dread, 

Scipio, the thunderbolt of war, is dead. 

And like a common slave, by fete in tiiumph led- 
The founders of invented arts are lost ; ^ 

And wits, who made eternity their boast. 

Yliere now is Homer, who possess’d the throne ? 
The immoi-tal work remains^ the immortal au- 
thor’s gone. 

Demociitus, perceiving age in^nde ^ 

His body weaken’d, and his mind decayed. 

Obey’d ihe summons with a cheerful face ; 

Made haste to welcome death, and met him half 
the race. 

That stroke even Epicurus could not bar. 

Though he in wit surpasb'd mankind, as for ^ 
As does the mid-day sun the mid-night star. 

And thou, dost thou disflfiin to yield thy breath. 
Whose very life is little more than death 2 
More than one half by la^ sleep possess’d ; 

And when awake, thy soul but nods at best, 
Day-dreams and sickly thoughts revolving in thy 
breast. 

Eternal troubles haimt thy anxious mind. 

Whose cause and cure thou never hop’st to find ; 
But still uncertain, with thyself at strife. 

Thou wanderest in the labyriath of life. ^ 

Oh, if the foolish race of man, who find 
A weight of cares still pressiug on their mind. 
Could find as well the cause of this unrest, 

And all this burden lodged within the breast ; 
Sure they would change their course, nor live as 
now, 

Uncertain what to wish, or what to vow. 


Uneasy both in countir and in town, 

They search a place to'lay their burden down. 
One restless in bis palace, walks abroad. 

And vainly thinks to leave behind the load : ^ 

But straight returns ; for he ’s as restless there; 
Ajid finds there ’s no relief in open air. 

Another to his villa would retire. 

And spurs as hard as if it were on fire; 

No sooner enter’d at his country door, 295 

But he begins to stretch, and yawn, and snore ; 

Or seeks the city which he left before. 

Thus every man o’erworks his weary will. 

To shun himself, and to shake off his ill ; 

The shaking fit retumjs, and hn-Ttga upon him 
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No prospect of repose, nor hope of ease; 

, The wretch is ignorant of his disease ; 

I Which known would all his fimitlera trouble 
j spare; 

For he would know the world not worth, his caie ; 
Then would he search more deeply foi the 
cause, 295 

And study Nature web, and Nature’s laws; 

' For in this moment hes not the debate. 

But on our fiitm’e, fix’d, eternal state ; 

■ That never-changing state, which all must keep, 
Whom death has doom’d to everlasting sleep. ** 
Why are we then so fond of mortal life. 

Beset -with dangers, and maintain’d with strife ? 

A life, which all our care can never save; 

One fate attends us, and one common grave. 
Besides, we ti*ead but a perpetual round ; 

We ne'er strike out, but beat the former ground, 

. And the some mawkish joys in the same track are 
I found. 

For still we think an absent blessing best, 

Which cloys, and is no blessing when possess’d ,* 

A new ariang wish eij^ls it fium the breast 
The feverish thirst of life increases still ; 

! We call for more and more, and never have our 

I fill; 

j Yet know not what to-monxDw we shall try, 

What dregs of life in the last drau^t may lie : 
Nor, by the longest life we can attain, 

One moment fix>m the length of death we gain ; 
For all behind belongs to his eternal reign. 

When once the fetes have cut the mortal thread. 
The man as much to all intents is dead. 

Who dies to-day, and will as long be so, ^ 

; As he who died a thousand years ago. 


FEOM THE FIFTH BOOK OF 
LUCRETIUS. 

TUX POEBt FCESj &a 


Thus, like a sailor by a tempest hurl’d 
Ashore, the babe is shipwreck’d on the world: 
Naked he lies, and ready to expire ; 

Helpless of all that human wants require; 
Exposed upon unhospitable earth, 

From the first moment of his hapless birth. 
Straight with foreboding cries he fills the room * 
Too true presages of his future doom. 
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But fleets and Herds, and every savage beast, 

By more indulgent Nature are increased. 

They want no rattles for their firoward mood. 
Nor nurse to reconcile them to their food. 

With broken words; nor winter blasts they fear, 
Nor ohangfi their habits with the changing year : 


Nor, for their safety, citadels prepare, 

Nor forge the wicked instruments of war : 
Unlabour’d Earth her bounteous treasure grants, 
And Nature’s lavish hand supplies their common 
wants. 


TEANSLATIONS FKOM HORACE. 


THE THIRD ODE 


FIRST BOOK OF HORACE ; 

iSrSCBIBSD TO THS BABL OF BOSCOHKOir, OK EIS IKTEKDED 
V 07 AOB TO IBELAKn. 


So may the auspicious Queen of Loves, 
And the Twin Star^ the seed of Jov^ ^ 
And he who rules the raging wind. 

To thee, 0 sacred ship, be kind ; 

And gentle breezes fill thy ssdls, 
Supplying soft Etesian gales : 

As thou to whom the Huse commends 
The best of poets and of friend^ 

Dost thy committed pledge restore!, 

And land him safely on the shore ; 

And save the better part of me, 

From perishing with him at sea. 

Sure he, who first the passage tried. 

In harden’d oak his heart did hide^ 

And libs of iron arm’d his side ; 

Or his at least, in hollow wood 
Who tempted first the briny flood : 

Nor fear’d the winds’ contending roar. 
Nor billows beating on the shore ; 

Nor Hyades portending rain ; 

Nor all the tyrants of &e main. 

What form of death could him affiight, 
Who nnconcem’d, with stead&st sight. 
Could view the surges mounting steep. 
And monsters rolling in the deep I 
Could through the ranks of ruin go, 

With storms above, and rocks below I 
In vain did Nature’s wise command 
Divide the -waters from the land. 

If ships and men pro&ne 
Invade fiie inviolable main ; 

The eternal fences overleap. 

And pass at -will the boundless deep. 

No toU, no hardship can restrain 
Ambitious trumj inured to pain ; 

The more conflned, the more he trie^ 
And at forbidden quarry flies. 

Thus hold Prometheus did aspire, 

And stole frrom heaven the seeds of fire : 
A train of iUs^ a ghastly crew. 

The robber’s blamng track pursue; 

Fierce Famine -with her meagre facet, 

And Fevers of the fiery racet, 

In swarms the offending v^retch surround^ 


All brooding on the blasted ground : ^ 

And limping Death, lash’d on by fate, 

Comes up to shorten half our date. 

This made not Daedalus beware. 

With borrow’d wings to sail in air : 

To hell Alcides forced his way, 

Plunged through the lake, and snatch’d the 
prey. 

Nay, scarce the gods, or heavenly climes, 

Are safe from our audacious crimes ; 

We reach at Jove’s imperial crown, 

And pull the unwilling thunder dovm. ^ 


THE NINTH ODE 


FIRST BOOK OF HORACE. 


Behom) yon mountain’s hoary height, 
Made higher -with new mounts of snow ; 
Again behold the winter’s weight 
Oppress the labouring woods below : 
And streams, with icy fetters bound. 
Benumb’d and cramp’d to solid ground. 

n. 

With well-heap’d logs dissolve the cold. 
And feed the genial hearth -with fires ; 
Produce the wine, that makes us bold. 

And sprightly -wit and love inspires : 

For what hereafter shall betide, 

God, if ’tis worth his care, pro-vide. 


Let him alone, with what he made. 

To toss and turn the world bdlow; 

At his command the storms invade ; 

The -winds by his commission blow ; 

Till -with a nod he bids ’em cease, 

And then the calm return^ and all is peaces. 

IV. 

To-morrow and her works defy. 

Lay hold upon the present hour, 

And snatch the pleasures passing by, 

To put them out of forkme’s power : 
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Nor love, nor love’s delights disdain ; 

Whate’er thou gett’st to-day, is gain. 

V. 

Secure those golden early joys. 

That youth unsour’d with sorrow bears. 

Ere withering time the taste destroys. 

With sickness and unwieldy yeai-s. 

For active sports, for pleasing rest. 

This is the time to be possess’d ; 

The best is but in season best. 

VL 

The appointed hour of promised bhss, 

The pleasing whisper in the dark, 

The half imwiUing -v^lmg kiss. 

The laugh that guides thee to the mark, ® 
When the kind nymph would coyness feign. 
And hides but to be found again ; 

These, these are joys, the gods for youth ordain. 


THE TWENTY-KINTH ODE 

OP THE 

FIRST BOOK OP HORACE ; 

PABAPHEASED IN PINDAEIO VERSE, AND INSCEIBED TO THE 
RIGHT HON. LAURENCE EARL OP BOGHESTEB. 


I. 

Descjbitded of an ancient line, 

That long the Tuscan sceptre sway’d. 

Make haste to meet the generous win^ 

Whose piercing is for thee delay’d ; 

The rosy wreath is ready made ; 

And artful hands prepare 
The fragrant Syrian oil, that shall perfume thy 
hair. 

n. 

When the wine sparkles from afer, 

And the well-natured friend cries, Come 
away; 

Make haste, and leave thy bnsineBS and thy 
care: “ 

No mortal interest can be worth thy stay, 

ni. 

Leave for a while thy costly country seat ; 

And, to he great indeed, forget 
The nauseous pleasures of the great ; 

Make haste and come : 

Come, and forsake thy cloying store; 

Thy turret that surveys, from high. 

The smoke, and wealth, and noise of Rome ; 

And all the busy pageantry 
That wise men scoin, and fools adore : 

Come, give thy soul a loose, and taste the pleasures 
of the poor. 

IV. 

Sometimes ’tis grateful to the rich to try 
A short vicissitude, and fit of poverty : 

A savoury dish, a homely treat, 

Where all is plain, where aH is neat, * 

Without the stately spacious room, 

Tlie Persian carpet, or the Tyrian loom, 

Clear up the cloudy foreheads of the great. 


The sun is in the Lion mounted high ; , 

The Syrian star » i 

Barks from afar, 

And with his sultry breath infects the sky : 

The ground below is parch’d, the heavens'above 
us fry. 

The shepherd drives his fainting flock 
Beneath the covert of a rock, ^ 

And seeks refreshing rivulets nigh ; 

The Sylvans to their shades retire. 

Those very shades and streams new shades and 
streams require^, 

And want a cooling breeze of wind to frn the 
raging fire. 

VI. 

Thou, what befits the new Lord Mayor, ^ 
And what the city fiictions dare, 

And what the Gallic arms will dp, 

And what the quiver-bearing foe^, 

Art anxiously inquisitive to know : 

But God has, wisely, hid from human sight ^ 
The dark decrees of future fate. 

And sown their seeds in depth of night ; 

He laughs at all the giddy turns of state ; 

When mortals search too soon, and fear too lat& 

vn. 

Enj oy the present smiling hour ; ^ 

And put it out of fortune’s power . 

The tide of business Hke the running stream. 

Is sometimes high, and sometimes low, 

A quiet ebb, or a tempestuous fiow, 

And always in extreme. “ 

Now with a noiseless gentle course 
It keeps within the middle bed ; 

Anon it lifrs aloft the head. 

And bears down all before it with impetuous force , 
And trunks of trees come rolling down, ® 
Sheep and their folds together drown : 

Both house and homestead into seas are borne ; 
And rocks are from their old foundations tom, 
And woods;, made thin with wind^ thtir scatter’d 
honours mourn. 

Tin. 

Happy the man, and happy he alone, ® 

He;, who can call to-^y his own : 

He who, secure within, can siy, 

To-morrow do thy worst, for I have lived to-day. 

Be Mr, or foul, or rain, or shine, 

The joys I have possess’d, in spite of fete, are 
mine. ^ 

Not Heaven itself upon the past has power; 

But what has been, has been, and I have had my 
hour, 

zx. 

Fortune, that, with malicious joy, 

Does man her slave oppress, 

Proud of her office to destroy, ^ 

Is seldom pleased to bless : 

Still various, and imconstant still. 

But with an inclination to be iB, ^ | 

Promotes, degrades, delights in strife, I 

And makes a lottery of hfa ! 

I can enjoy her while she's kind; | 

» 3 
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But wTien she dances in the wind. 

And shakes the wings, and will not stay, 

I puff the prostitute away : 

The little or the much she gave, is qtdetly resign’ d : 

Content with poverty, my soul I arm ; ^ 

And virtne, though in rags, wiR keep me warm. 

X. 

'What is ’t to me. 

Who never sail in her unfaifchful sea, 

If storms arise, and clouds grow black ; 

If the mast split, and threaten wreck 1 
Then let the greedy merchant fear 
For his iU-gotten gain ; 

And pray to gods that mil not hear. 

While the debating winds and billows bear ^ 
His wealth into the m a in. 

For me, secure from Fortune* s blows, 

Secure of what I cannot lose, 

In my small pinnace I can sail. 

Contemning all the blustering roar ; 

And running with a merry gale. 

With friendly stars my safety seek 
Within some little winding creek ; 

And see the storm, ashore. 


THE SECOND EPODE OF HORACE. 


How happy in his low degree, 

How rich in humble poverty, is he, 

Who leads a quiet country life ; 

Bischaiged of business, void of strife. 

And from the griping scrivener free I * 

ThuSi ere the see^ of vice were soum. 

Lived men in better ages bom, 

Who plough’d, with oxen of their own. 

Their small paternal field of com. 
if or trumpets summon him to war, 

Hor drums disturb his morning sleep, 

Hor knows he merchants’ gainful care, 

I^'or fears the dangers of the deep. 

The clamours of contentious law, 

And court and state, he wisely shuns, 
bribed with hopes, nor dared with awe. 
To servile salutations runs ; 

But either to the clasping ^me 
Dc^ the supporting poplar wed. 

Or with his pruning-hook disjoin ^ 

IJnbeaxing branches from th^ head. 

And gr^ more happy in their stead : 

Or, climbing to a hilly steep, 

He views his herds in vales afrir. 

Or shears his overburden’d sheep, 25 

Or mead for cooling drink prepares, 

Of virgin honey in the jars. 

Or, in the now declining year, 

IVhen bounteous Autumn rears his head. 
He joys to pull the ripen’d pear, so 

And clustering grapes with purple spread. 
The Surest of his fruit he serves, 

Pnapu^ thy rewards ; 

Sylvanus too his part deserves, 

Whose care the fences guards, 


Sometimes beneath an ancient oak. 

Or on the matted grass he lies : 

Ho god of Sleep he need invoke; 

The stream, that o’er the pebbles flies, 
With gentle slumber crowns Ms eyes. ^ 
The wind, that whistles through the sprays. 
Maintains the consort of the song ; 

And hidden birds, with native lay^ 

The golden sleep prolong. 

But when the blast of winter blows, 

And hoary frost inverts the year. 

Into the naked woods he goes, 

And seeks the tusky boar to rear. 

With well-mouth’d hounds and pointed 
spear! 

Or spre^ his subtle nets from sight, 

With twinkling glasses, to betray 
The larks that in the me^es light ; 

Or makes the fearful hare his prey. 

Amidst his harmless easy j oys 
No anxious care invades his health, 

Nor love his peace of mind destroys. 

Nor wicked avarice of wealth. 

But if a chaste and pleasing wife, 

To ease the business of his life, 

Divides with him his household care, 

Such as the Sabine matrons were. 

Such as the swift Apulian’s bride, 

Sun-humt and swarthy though she be, 

W^ill fire for winter nights provide, 

And without noise will oversee 
His children and his femily ; 

And order aU things till he come. 

Sweaty and overlabourid, home ; 

If she in pens his fiocks will fold. 

And then produce her dairy store, 3^ 
With wine to diive away the cold, 

And unbought dainties of the poor; 

Not oysters of the Lucrine lake 
My sober appetite would wish, 

Nor turbot, or the foreign fish ^ 

That rolling tempests overtake, 

And hither wait the costly dish. 

Not heathpout, or the rarer bird. 

Which Fhasis or Ionia yields, 

More pleasing morsels would afford ® 

Than the fat olives of my fields ; 

Than shards or mallows for the pot, 

That keep the loosen’d body sound, 

Or than the lamb, that falls by lot 
To the just guardian of my ground. 

Amidst these feasts of happy swain^ 

The jolly shepherd smiles to see 
His flock retuming from the plains ; 

The farmer is as pleased as he, 

To view his oxen sweating smoke, s® 

Bear on their necks the loosen’d yoke : 

To look upon his menial crew. 

That sit around his cheeiM hearth. 

And bodies spent in toil renew 
With wholesome food and country mirth.®* 
This Morecraft said within himself 
Resolved to leave the wicked town. 

And live retired upon his own : 

He call’d his money in; 

But the prevailing love of pelf, i®® 

Soon ^lit him on the former sheli^ 

He put it out again. 
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FABLES. 


TO HIS GEACE THE DUKE OF OEMOND. 

Atmoie99. 

Mr Lord, 

Some, estates are held in England by paying a fine at the change of every lord. I have enjoyed the 
patronage of your family, firam the time of your excellent grandfather to this present day, I have 
dedicated the translation of the Lives of Hutarch to the first Duke ; and have celebrated the memory 
of your heroic father. Though I am very short of the age of Xestor, yet I have lived to a third 
generation of your house ; and by your Grace’s fiivour am admitted still to hold from you by the 
same tenure. 

I am not vain enough to boast that I have deserved the value of so illustrious a line; but my 
fortune is the greater, that for three descents th^ have been pleased to disHnoriiRh my poems from 
those of other men ; and have accordingly made me their pectdiar care. May it be permitted me to 
say, that as your grandfather and fiither were cherished and adorned with honours by two successive 
monarchs, so I have been esteemed and patronised by the grandfather, the father, and the son 
descended from one of the most ancient, most conspicuous, and most deserving femilies in Europe. 

It is true, that by delaying the payment of my last fine, when it was due by your Grace’s accession 
to the titles and patrimonies of your hous^ I may seem, in jigour of law, to have made a forfisitnre 
of my claim ; yet my heart has always been devoted to your service ; and sinoe you have been 
graciously pleased, by your permission of this address, to accept the tender of my duty, it is not yet 
too late to lay these poems at your feet 

The world is sensible that you worthily succeed not only to the honours of your ancestors, but 
also to their virtues. The long chain of magnanimiiy, courage, eaaaneas of access and desire of doing 
good, even to the prejudice of your fortune, is so fer from being broken in your Grac^ that the precious 
metal yet runs pure to the newest link of it ; which I will not call the last, because I hope and pray it 
may descend to late posterity ; and your flourishing youth, and that of your excellent Duchess, are 
happy omens of my wish. 

It is observed by livy and by others, that some of the noblest Homan femilies retained aresemblanoe 
of their ancestry, not only in their shapes and features, but also in their manners, their qualities, and 
the flisringiiishing characters of their Tninda. Some lines were noted for a stem, rigid virtue, savage, 
haughty, parsimonious, and unpopular : others were more sweet and affiible^, made of a more pliant 
paste;, humbly courteous, and obliging ; studious of doing charitable offices^ and diffusive of the goods 
which they enjoyed. The last of these is the prop^ and indelible character of yOur Grace’s fenuly. 
Gh>d Almighty bfljst endued you with a softness^ a beneficence;, an attractive behaviour winning on the 
hearts of others ; and so sensible of their misery, that the wounds of fortune seem not mfiicted on 
them, but on yourselfi You are so ready to redress, that you almost prevent their wishes^ and 
always exceed their expectations ; as if what was yours was not your own, and not given you to 
possess, hut to bestow on wanting merit. But thia is a topic which I must cast in shades, lest I offend 
your modesty, which is so fer from being ostentatious of the good you do, that it bludbes even to 
have it known ; and therefore I must leave you to the satisfaction and testimony of your own 
conscience, which, though it be a silent panegyric, is yet the best 

T ou are so easy of access;, that Poplicola was not more, whose doors were opened on the outside 
M save the people even the common civility of asking entrance ; where all were equalty admitted ; 

p s 
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•where nothing that t^as reasonable wai denied ; where misfortune -was a powerful recommendation, 
and where I can scarce forbear saying that want itself was a powerful mediator, and was next to 
merit. 

The history of Peru assures us, that their Incas, above all their titles, esteemed that the highest, 
which called them Lovers of the Poor ; a name more glorious than the Felix, Pins, and Augustus of 
the Roman Emperors ; -which were epithets of flattery, deserved by few of them, and not runnmg in 
a blood like the perpetual gentleness and inherent goodness olthe Oemond Family. 

Gold, as it is the purest, so it is the softest and most ductile of all metals. Iron, which is the 
hardest, gathers rust, corrodes itself and is therefore subject to corruption: it was uever intended for 
coins and medals, or to bear the feces and inscriptions of the great. Indeed it is fit for armour, to 
hear off insults, and preserve the wearer in the day of battle ; but the danger once repelled, it is laid 
aside by the brave, as a garment too rough for civil conversation : a necessary guard in war, but too 
harsh and cumbersome in peace, and which keeps off the embraces of a more humane life. 

For this reason, my lord, though you have courage in an heroical degree, yet I ascribe it to you 
but as your second attribute : mercy, beneficence, and compassion, claim precedence, as they are first 
in the Divine Kature. An intrepid courage, which is inherent in your Grace, is at best but a holiday 
kind of virtue, to he seldom exercised, and never hut in cases of necessity : affability, mildness, 
tenderness, and a word, which I would fain bring back to its original signification of virtue, I mean 
good-nature, are of daily use : they are the bread of mankind, and staff of life ; neither sighs, nor 
tears, nor groans, nor curses of the vanquished, follow acts of compassion and of charity ; but a 
sincere pleasure and serenity of mind, in him who performs an action of mercy, which cannot suffer 
the misfortunes of another without redress, lest they should bring a kind of contagion along with 
them, and pollute the happiness which he enjoys. 

"Sot since the perverse tempers of mankind, since oppression on one side, and ambition on the 
othei*, are sometimes the unavoidable occasions of war; that courage, that magnanimity, and 
j resolution, which is bom with you, cannot be too nauch commended. And here it grieves me that I 
j am scanted in the pleasure of dwelling on many of your actions; but alUofxai Tpuas is an expression 
j -which Tully often uses, when he would do what he dares not, and fears the censure of the Romans. 

I I have sometimes been forced to amplify on others ; but here, where the subject is so fmitful, 
j that the harvest overcomes the reaper, I am shortened by my diain, and can only see what is 
^ forbidden me to reach : since it is not permitted me to commend you, according to the extent of my 
wishes, and much less is it in my power to make my commendations equal to your merits. 

Yet in this fimgality of your praises, there are some things which I cannot omit, without detracting 
from your character. Yon have so formed your own education, as enables you to pay the debt you owe 
your country, or, more properly speaking, both your countries ; because you were bom, I may almost 
say, in purple, at the Castle of Dublin, when your grandfather was Lord-lieutenant, and have since 
been bred in -the Court of England. 

If this address had been in verse, I might have called you, as Claudian calls Mercury, Numen 
communt^ gemino faciens commercia mundo. The better to satisfy this double obligation, you have early 
cultivated the genius you have to arms, that when the service of Britain or Ireland ah all require your 
courage and your conduct, you may exert them both to the benefit of either country. You began in 
the cahmet what you afterwards practised in the camp ; and thus both LucuUus and Cfesai' (to omit 
a crowd of s hi ni n g Romans) formed themselves to war by the study of history, and by the examples 
of the greatest captains, both of Greece and Italy, before their time. I name those two eommandei’S 
in particular, because -they were better read in chronicle than any of the Roman leaders ; and that 
I Lucullus in particular, having only the theory of -war from books, was thought fi.t, without practice, ! 
to be sent into the field a^inst the most formidable enemy of Rome, Tully indeed was called the 
learned Consul in derision; but then he was not bom a soldier : his head was turned another way : 
when he re^ the Tactics, he was th i n k i n g on the bar, which was his field of battle. The knowledge 
of warfere is thrown away on a general, who dares not make use of what he knows. 1 commend 
it only in a man of courage and resolution : in him it -will direct his martial ^irit, and teach 
him the way to the best victories, which are those that are least bloody, and which, though achieved 
by the hand, are managed by the head. Science distinguishes a man of honour from one of those 
athletic brutes whom undeserve^y we call heroes. Cursed be the poet, who first honoured with 
that name a mere Ajas^ a man-killing idiot The Ulysses of Ovid upbraids his ignorance, that he 
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understood not tlie shield for whieh lie pleaded : there was engraven on it plans of cities, and maps 
of countries, which Ajax could not comprehend, but looked on them as stupidly as his fellow-l>east, 
the lion. But on the other side, your Grace has given yourself the education of his rival : you have 
studied every spot of ground m Hander^ which for these ten years past has been the scene of battles \ 
and of sieges. No wonder if you performed your part with such applause on a theatre which you 
understood so well 

If I designed this for a poetical encomium, it were easy to enlarge on so copious a subject; but 
con finin g myself to the severity of truth, and to what is becoming me to say, I must not only pass 
over many instances of your military skill, but also those of your asaduous diligence in the war; and 
of your personal bravery, attended with an ardent thirst of honour; a long train of generosily; 
profuseness of doing good ; a soul unsatisfied with all it has done ; and an unexfcingaished desire of 
doing more. But all this is matter for your own historians; I as Virgil say^ 

“ Spafiis eiclnsns ini^uis.” 

Yet not to be wholly silent of all your charities, I must stay a little on one action, which preferred the 
relief of others to the consideration of yourselfi When, in the battle of Landen, your heat of courage 
(a fault only pardonable to your youth) had transported you so fiir before your fiiends^ that they 
were unable to follow, much less to succour you; when you were not only dangerously, but, in all 
appearance, mortally wounded ; when in that desperate condition you were made prisoner, and carried 
to Namur, at that time in possession of the French ; then it was, my lord, that you took a considerable 
part of what was remitted to you of your own revenues, and, as a memorable instance of your heroic 
charity, put it into the hands of Count Guiscard, who was Governor of the place, to be distributed 
among your fellow-prisoners. The French commander, charmed with the greatness of your soul, 
accordingly consigned it to the use for which it was intended by the donor; by which means the 
lives of so many miserable men were saved, and a comfortable provision made for their subsistence^ 
who had otherwise perished, had not you been the companion of their misfortune ; or rather sent by 
Providence, like another Joseph, to keep out fitmine firom invading those, whom in humility you 
called your brethren. How happy was it for those poor creatures, that your Grace was made their 
fellow-sufferer ! And how glorious for you, that you chose to want, rather than not relieve the 
wants of othera ! The heathen poet, in commending the charity of Dido to the Trojans, spoke like a 
Christian:— 

** Non ignara maK, miseiis saoemrere disco.* 

All men, even those of a different interest, and contrary principles, must praise this action, as the 
most eminent for piety, not only in this degenerate age, but almost in any of the former ; when men 
were made de meliore Into; when examples of charity were frequent* and when there were in being 

“Tencri pnlcliemnia proles, 

Magnajiimi heroes nati meliorihua annis.’’ 

No envy can detract from this : it will shine in history ; and, like swans, grow whiter the longer it 
endures; and the name of Ormond will be more celebrated in bis captivity, than in his greatest 
triumphs. 

But all actions of your Grace are of a piece ; as waters keep the tenor of their fountains : your com- 
passiou is general, and has the same effect as well on enemies as fiiends. It is so much in your 
nature to do good, that your life is but one continued act of placing benefits on many, as the sun is 
always carrying his light to some part or other of the world. And were it not that your reason 
guides you where to give, I might almost say that you could not help bestowing more than is COD' 
sisting with the fortune of a private man, or with the will of any but an Alexander. 

What wonder is it then, that being bom for a blessing to mankind, your supposed death in that 
engagement was so generally lamented through the nation ? The concernment for it was as umversal 
as the loss; and though the gratitude might be counterfeit in some^ yet the tears of all were real : 
where every man deplored his private part in that calamiiy, and even those who had not tasted of 
your fevours, yet built so much on the fame of jour beneficence, that they bemoaned the loss of their 
expectations. 
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This broTiglit the untiinely death of your great hither into fresh remembrance ; as if the same 
decree had passed on two short successive generations of the virtuoiis ; and I repeated to myself the 
same verses, which I had formerly applied to him : — 

* “ Ostendtmt terris himc tantiiin feta, nec altili 

Esse sinunt.’* 

But to the joy not only of all good men, but of mankind in general, the unhappy omen took not 
place. You are stiU living to enjoy the blessings and applause of all the good you have performed, 
the prayers of multitudes whom you have obliged, for your long prosperity; and that your power of 
doing generous and charitable actions may be as extended as your will; which is by none more 
zealoudy desired than by 

Your Grace's most humble, most obliged, and most obedient servant, 

JOHN DRYDEN. 
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It is "^th a poet, as with a man who designs to build, and is very ei?act, as he supposes, in casting up 
the cost beforehand ; but, generally speaking, he is mistaken in his account, and reckons short in the 
expense he first intended. He alters his mind as the work proceeds, and will have this or that con- 
venience more, of which he had not thought when he began. So has it happened to me I have built 
a house, where I intended but a lodge ; yet with better success than a certain nobleman, who, 
b a n n i n g with a dog-kennel, never lived to finish the palace he had contrived. 

Erom translating the first of Homer’s Iliads (which I intended as an essay to the whole work), I 
proceeded to the trans l ation of the twelfth book of Ovid’s Metamorphoses, because it contains, among 
other things, the causey the beginning, and ending, of the Trojan war. Here I ought in reason to 
have stopped ; hut the speeches of Ajax and Ulysses lying next in my way, I could not baulk them. 
When I had compassed them, I was so taken with the former part of the fifteenth book (which is the 
master-piece of the whole Metamorphoses), that I enjoined myself the pleasmg task of rendering it 
into English, And now I found, by the number of my verses, that they began to swell into a little 
volume; which, gave me an occasion of looking backward on some beauties of my author, in his 
former hooks : there occurred to me the Hunting of the Boar, Cinyras and Myrrha, the good-natured 
story of Baucis and Philemon, with the rest, which I hope I have translated closely enough, and given 
them tbe same turn of verse which they had in the original; and this, I may say without vanity, is 
not the talent of every poet. He who has arrived the nearest to it, is the ingenious and learned 
Sandys ; the best versifier of the former age ; if I may properly call it by that name which was the 
former part of this concluding century. For Spenser and Fairfax both flourished in the reign of Queen 
Elizabeth; great masters in our language, and who saw much ferther into the beauties of our numbers 
than those who immediately followed them. Milton was the poetical son of Spenser, and Mr. Waller 
of Fairfiix, for we have our lineal descents and clans, as well as other femilies. Sp^nse:^ more tha n 
once insinuates, that the soul of Chaucer was transfused into his body, and that he was begotten by 
him^ two hundred years after his decease, Milton has acknowledged to me, that Spenser was his 
original, and many besides myself have heard our fiunous Waller own, that he derived the hapnony of 
his numbers fix)m the Godfrey of Bulloigne, which was turned into English by Mr. Fairfex. 

But to return. Having done with Ovid for this time, it came into my mind, that our old English 
poet, Chaucer, in many things rosemhled him, and that with no disadvantage on the side of the 
modem author, as I shall endeavour to prove when I compare them ; and as I am, and always have 
been, studious to promote the honour of my native country, so I soon resolved to put their merits to 
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the trial, by turning some of the Canterbury Tales into our language, as it is now refined ; for by this 
means, both the poets being set in the same light, and dressed in the same English habit, story to be 
compared with story, a certain judgment may be made betwixt them by the reader, without obtruding 
my opinion on him. Or if I seem partial to my countryman, and predecessor in the laurel, the fiiends j 
of antiquity are not few ; and besides many of the learned, Ovid has almost all the beaux, and the 
whole fair sex, ids declared patrons. Perhaps I have assumed somewhat more to myself than they 
allow me, because 1 have adventured to sum up the evidence ; but the readers are the jury, and their 
prudlege remains entire, to decide according to the merits of the cause, or, if they please, to bring it 
to another hearing before some other court In the meantime, to follow the thr^ of my discourse 
(as thoughts, according to Mr. Hobbes, have always some connexion), so from Chaucer I was led to 
think on Boccac^ who was not only his contemporary, but also pursued the same studies ; wrote 
novels in prose, and many works in verse : particularly is said to have invented the octave rhyme, or 
stanza of eight line^ which ever since has been maintained by the practice of all Italian writers, who 
are, or at least assume the title oi^ Heroic Poets : he and Chaucer, among other tTiingg^ fhiK in 
common, that they refined their mother tongues; but with this difference, that Dante * ba/? begun to 
file their language, at least in verse, before the time of Boccace^ who likewise received no little help 
from his master PetrarcL But the reformation of their prose was wholly owing to Boccace bimgaTf^ 
who is yet the standard of purity in the Italian tongue ; though many of his phrases are become 
obsolete, as in process of time it must needs happen. Chaucer (as you have formerly been told by 
our learned Mr. Eymer), first adorned and amplified our barren tongue from the Provenjal, which 
was then the most polished of all the modem languages ; but this subject has been copiously treated 
by that great critic, who deserves no little commendation firom us his countrymen. For these 
reasons of time, and resemblance of genius in Chaucer and Boccace, I resolved to join them in my 
present work ; to which I have added some original papers of my own ; which, whether they are 
equal or inferior to my other poemsi, an author is the most improper judg^ and therefore I leave 
them -wholly to the mercy of the reader. I will hope the best, that they -will not be condemned ; but 
if they should, I have the excuse of an old gentleman, who mounting on horseback before some ladies, 
when I was present, got up somewhat heavily, but desired of the feir spectators, that they would 
count fourscore and eight before they judged him. By the mercy of God, I am already come -within 
twenty years of his number, a cripple in my limbs; but wbat decays are in my mind, the reader must 
determine. I think myself as -vigorous as ever in the frculties of my soul, excepting only my memory, 
which is not impaired to any great degree; and if I lose not more of it, 1 have no great reason to 
complain. What judgment I had, increases rather than diminishes ; and thoughts, such as they are, 
come crowding in so fast upon me, that my only difficulty is to choose or to reject; to run them into 
verse, or to give them the other harmony of prose. I have so long studied and pracrised both, that 
they are gro-wn into a habit, and become ihiTniliar to me. In short, tho-ugh I may lawfully plead some 
part of the old gentleman’s excuse, yet I will reserve it tall I thmk I have greater need, and ask no 
grains of allowance for the fruits of this my present work, but those which are given of course to 
human frailty. I -will not trouble my reader with the diortness of time in which I writ it, or the 
several intervals of sickness : they "who think too well of their o-wn performances, are apt to boast in 
their prefrees how little thne their works hnve cost them, and "whati other b-usiness of more importance 
interfered ; hut the reader will be as apt to ask the question, why they allowed not a longer time to 
make their works more perfect 1 and why they had so despicable an opinion of their judges as to 
thrust their indigested stuff upon them, as if -they deserved no better 

With • fehis account of my present undertaking, I conclude the first part of this disco-urse ; in the 
second part, as at a second sitting, though I alter not the dmnght, I must toiAch the same features 
over again, and change -fche dead colouring of the whole. In general I will only say, that I have 
-written nothing^which savours of immorality or profimene^ ; at least, I am not conscious to myself 
of any such intention. If there happen to be found an irreverent expression, or a thought too -wanton, 
they are crept into my verses through my inadvertency ; if the searchws find any in -the cargo, let 
them he staved or forfeited, like contrabanded goods ; at least, let -their authors be answerable for 

* Dante, in one of his prose -w-orks, has treated of Afferent sorts of style, -wrhicb he has divided into three spedos, the 
Sublime, the H/iddle, and Zow ; the first, he says, is proper for tragedy, the second for comedy, the third for elegy; he 
meant by gi-ving his Inferno the fttle of Gomedia, to insinuate, that in this work he wrote in the middle style. Thss 
S^em? to have been the reason vhy he gave it this title, which it has been thought difgcaW: to eocomBt fcr. Dr. J. WaBtoh 
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as beitig but imported merchandise, and not of my own manufacture. On the other side, I have 
endeavoured to choose such fiibles, both ancaent and modem, as contain in each of them some 
instructive moral, which I could prove by induction, but the way is tedious ; and they leap foremost 
into sight, without the reader’s trouble of looking after them. I widi I could afidrm, with a safe 
conscience, I liad taken the same care in all my former writings ,* for it must be owned, that 
supposing verses are never so beautiful or pleasing, yet if they contain anythmg which shocks 
reli^on, or good manners;, they are at best what Horace says of good numbers without good sense, 

« Versus inopes remm, nugseque canoMe.” 

Thus fer, I hope, I am right in court, without renouncing my other right of self-defence, where I 
have been wrongfully accused, and my sense wire-drawn into blasphemy or bawdry, as it has often 
been by a religious lawyer, in a late pleading against the stage; in which he mixes tmth with 
falsehood, and hna not forgotten the old rule of calumniating strongly, that something may remain. 

I resume the thread of my discourse with the first of my translation, which was the first Iliad of 
Homer. If it shall please God to give me longer life, and moderate health, my intentions are to 
translate the whole Hias; provided still that I meet with those encouragements from the public, 
which may enable me to proceed in my undertaking with some cheerfulness. And this I dare assure 
the world before-hand, that I have found, by ti-ial, Homer a more pleasing task than Viigil (though I 
say not the translation will be less laborious). For the Grecian is more according to my genius, than 
the lAtin poet In the works of the two authors we may read their manners, and natural inclinations, 
which are wholly different Virgil was of a quiet, sedate temper ; Homer was violent, impetuous, 
and full of fire. The chief talent of Virgil was propriety of thoughts, and ornament of words ; 
Homer was rapid in his thoughts, and took all the liberties both of numbers, and of expressions, 
which his language, and the age in which he lived, allowed him : Homer^s invention was more copious. 
Virgil’s more confined ; so that if Homer had not led the way, it was not in Virgil to have begun 
heroic poetry ; for nothing can be more evident, than that the Roman poem is but the second part of 
the Bias ; a continuation of the same story, and the persons already formed ; the manners of iEneas 
are those of Hector superadded to those which Homer gave him. The Adventoes of Ulysses in the 
Odysseis arc imitated in the first Six Books of Virgil’s .^neis ; and though the accidents are not the 
same, (which would have aigued him of a servile copying and total barrenness of invention,) yet the 
seas were the same, in which both the heroes wandered; and Dido cannot be denied to be the poetical 
daughter of Calypso. The six latter hooks of Vugil’s poem are the four-and-twenty Iliads contracted : 
a quan-el occasioned by a lady, a single combat, battles fought, and a town besieged. I say not this 
in derogation to Viigil, neither do I contradict an3rthing which I have foimerly said in his just 
praise : for his Episodes are almost wholly of his own invention ; and the form, which he has given to 
the telling makes the tale his own, even though the original story had been the same. But this 
proves, however, that Homer taught Viigil to design ; and if invention be the fii-st virtue of an Epic 
poet, then the Latin poem can only be allowed the second place. Mr. Hobbes, in the prefece to his 
own bald translation of the Bias (studying poetry as he did mathematics, when it was too late), Mr. 
Hobbes, I say, b^us the praise of Homer where he should have ended it. He tells us, that the first 
beauty of an Epic poem consists m diction, that is, in the choice of words, and harmony of numbers ; 
now the words are the colouring of the work, which in the order of nature is last to be considered. 
The design, the disposition, the manner^ and the thoughts, are all before it : where any of those are 
wanting or imperfect, so much wants or is imperfect in the imitation of human life ; which is in the 
very definition of a poem. Words indeed, like glaring colours, are the first beauties that arise, and 
strike the Edght : but if the draught be felse or lame, the figures ill-disposed, the manners obscure or 
inconsistent, or the thoughts unnatural, then the finest colours are but daubing, and the piece is a 
beautiful monster at the best. Heither Virgil nor Homer were deficient in any of the former 
beauties ; but in this last, which is expression, the Roman poet is at least equal to the Grecian, ps I 
have said elsewhere ; supplying the poverty of his language by his musical ear, and by bis diligence. 
But to return : our two great poets, being so different in their tempers, one choleric and sanguine, the 
other phlegmatic and melancholic ; that which makes them excel in their several ways, is> that 
of them has followed his own natural inclmation, as well in forming the^design, as in the execution of 

The very heroes show th^ authors; Achilles is hot, impatient, revengeful, iTfipiger^ iractmdWf 





inexoraUlis, acer^ &c. -ffineas patient, considerate, careful of his people, and merciful to his enemies; 
ever submissive to the will of heaven, guo fata trahufU, retrahuntque sequamur, I could please myself 
with enlaj^g on this subject, but am forced to defer it to a fitter time. From all I have said I will 
only draw this inference, that the action of Homer being more full of vigour than that of Yirgil, 
according to the temper of the writer, is of consequence more pleasing to the reader. One warms you 
by degrees ,* the other sets you on fire all at once, and never intermits Ms heat ’Tis the same 
difference wMch Longinus makes betwixt the effects of eloquence in Demosthenes and TuUy. One 
persuades ; the other commands. You never cool while you read Homer, even not in the second 
book, (a graceful flattery to his countrymen ;) but he hastens fiom the diip^ and concludes not that 
book till he has made you an amends by the violent playing of a new machine. From thence he 
hurries on his action with variety of events and ends it in less compass thnu two months. This 
vehemence of his, I confess, is more suitable to my temper ; and therefore I have translated his first 
book "with greater pleasure than any part of Viigil ; but it was not a pleasure without pains : the con- 
tinual agitations of the spirits must needs be a weakening of any constitution, especially in age ; and 
many pauses are required for refreshment hetwixt the heats ; the Hiad of itself being a third part 
longer than all Virgil’s works together. 

TMs is what I thought needful in tMs place to say of Homer. I proceed to Ovid and Chaucer, con- 
sidering the former only in relation to the latter. With Ovid ended the golden age of the Eoman 
tongue ; from Chaucer the purity of the Englidi tongue began. The inanners of the poets were not 
unlike : both of them were well-bred, well-natured, amorous, and libertine, at least in their writings, 
it may he also in tbeir lives. Their studies were the same, philosophy and philology. Both of them 
were known in astronomy, of which Ovid’s books of the Eoman feasts, and Chaucer’s treatise of the 
Astrolabe, are suf&cient witnesses. But Chaucer was likewise an astrologer, as were Viigil, Horace, 


Persius, and Marulrus. Both writ with wonderful fitcility and clearness : neither were great inventors : 
for Ovid only copied the Grecian fables ; and most of Chaucer’s stories were taken fium liia ItalLm 
contemporaries, or their predecessors. Boccace’s Decameron was first published ; and from thence 
our Englishman has borrowed many of his Canterbury tales ; yet that of Palamon and Arcite was 
written in all probability by some Italian wit in a former age, as I shall proVe hereafter : the tale of 
Grizild was the invention of Petrarch ; by him sent to Boccace ; from whom it came to Cliaucer : 
Troilus and Cressida was also written by a Lomlsird author ; but much amplified by our EngKhh 
translator, as well as beautified ; the genius of our countiymen in general b^g rather to improve an 
invention, than to invent themselves; as is evident not only in our poetry, but in many of our 
manufactures. I find I have anticipated already, and taken up from Boccace before I come to him ; 
but there is so much less behind ; and I am of the temper of most ^ingsj, who love to be in debt, are 
all for present money, no matter how they pay it afterwards : besides, the nature of a preface is 
rambling ; never wholly out of the way, nor in it This I have learned Grom the practice of honest 
Montaigne, and return at my pleasure to Ovid and Chaucer, of whom I have little more to say. B4tli 
of them built on the inventions of other men ; yet since Chaucer had something of his owm, as the 
Wife of Bath’s Tale, the Cock and the Fox, which I have translated, and some others, I may just’y 
give our cotmtiyman the precedence in that part ; since I can remember nothing of Ovid which ^\cs 
wholly his. Both of them understood the manners, under wMch name I comprehend the passions, 
and, in a larger sens^ the descriptions of persons, and their very habits ; for an example, I see Baucis 
and PMlemon as perfectly before me, as if some ancient painter had drawn them ; and all the pilgi-ims 
in the Canterbury tales, their humours, their feature^ and the very dress, as distinctly as if I had 



supped with them at the Tabard in Southwark ; yet even there too the figures in Chaucer are much 
more lively, and set in a better light : which though I have not time to prove, yet I appeal to the 
reader, anfl am sure he will dear me from partiality. The thoughts and words remain to be con- 
sidered in the comparison of the two poets ; and I have saved myself one half of that labour, by 
owning that Ovid lived when the Eoman tongue was in its meridian, Chaucer in the dawning of our 
language ; therefore that part of the comparison stands not on an equal fooi^ any more than the 
diction of Ennius and Ovid, or of Chaucer and our present English. The words are giv^ np as a 
post not to be defended in our poet, because he wanted the modem art of fortifying. The 
thoughts remain to be considered, and they are to be measured only by their propriety; 
that is, as they flow more or less naturally from the persons described, on such and such 
occasions. The vulgar judges, wMch are nine parts in ten of all nations, who call ^nceife and 
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jingles "wit, -wlio see Oyid full of them, and Chaucer altogether without them, will think mo 
little less thn-Ti mad, for preferring the Englishman to the Roman : yet, with their leave, I must pre- 
sume to say, that the things they admire are only glittering trifles, and so far from being witty, that 
in a serious poem they are nauseous, because they are unnaturaL Would any man, who is ready to 
die for love, describe his passion like Narcissus! Would he think of inopeTn nie copia fecit, and a 
dozen more of such expressions, poured on the neck of one another, and signifying all the same thing 
If this were wit, was this a time to be witty, when the poor wretch was in the agony of death ? This 
is just John Xdttlewit in Bartholomew Fair, who had a conceit (as he tells you) left him in his misery ; 
a miserable conceit. On these occasions the poet should endeavour to raise pity ; but, instead of 
this, Ovid is tickling you to laugh. Viigil never made use of such machines, when he was moving 
you to commiserate the death of Dido : he wo\ild not destroy what he was building. Chaucer makes 
Arcite violent in his lov^ and unjust in the pursuit of it : yet when he came to die, he made him 
til ink more reasonably : he repents not of his love, for that had altered his character ,* but acknow- 
ledges the injustice of his proceedings and resigns EmiTia. to PaJamon. What would Ovid have done 
on this occasion 1 He would certainly have made Arcite witty on his death-bed. He had complained 
he was farther off from possession by being so near, and a thousand such boyisms, which Chaucer 
rejected as below the dignity of the subject They who think otherwise would, by the same reason, 
prefer Lucan and Ovid to Homer and Virgil, and Martial to all four of them. As for the turn of 
words, in which Ovid particularly excels all poets ; they are sometimes a fruit, and sometimes a 
beauty, as they are used properly or improperly ; but in strong passions always to be shmmed, because 
passions are serions, and will admit no playing. The French have a high value for them ; and I 
confess, they are often what they call delicate, when they are introduced with judgment; but Chaucer 
writ with more simplicity, and followed nature more closely, than to use them. I have thus far, to 
the best of my knowledge, been an upright judge betwixt the parties in competition, not meddling 
with the desdgn nor the disposition of it; because the design was not their own, and in the disposing 
of it they were equal It remains that I say somewhat of (Chaucer in particular. 

In the first place, ^ he is the frther of English poetry, so I hold him in the same degree of 
veneration as the Grecians held Homer, or the Romans Viigil : he is a perpetual fountain of good sense; 
learned in all sciences ; and therefore speaks properly on all subjects ; as he knew what to say, so he 
knows also when to leave ofl^ a continence which is pmctised by few writers, and scarcely by any of 
the ancients, excepting Virgil and Horace. One of our late great poets is sunk in his reputation, 
because he could never forgive any conceit which came in his way, but swept like a drag-net, great 
and s m a ll . There was plenty enough, but the dishes were ill-sorted ; whole pyramids of sweetmeats 
for boys and women, but little of solid meat for men: all t hi s proceeded not from any want of 
knowledge, but of judgment ; neither did he want that in discerning the beauties and fruits of other 
poets; but only indulged himself in the luxury of writing; and perhaps knew it was a fault, but 
hoped the reader would not find it. For this reason, though he must always be thought a great poet, 
he is no longer deemed a good writer : and for ten impressions, which his works have had in so 
many successive years, yet at present a himdred books are scarcely purchased once a twelvemonth ; 
for, as my last Lord Rochester said, though somewhat profrnely, Not being of God he could not 
stand. 

CImucer followed nature every where ; but was never so bold to go beyond her : and there is a 
great difference of being PoeCa and nvniis Poeta, if we believe Catullus, as much as betwixt a modest 
behaviour and affectation. The verse of Chaucer, I confess is not harmonious to us ; but it is like 
the eloquence of one whom Tacitus commends, it was auribus istius temporia acccmmodata : they who 
lived with him, and sometime after him, thought it musical ; and it continues so even in our judgment, if 
compared with the numbers of Lydgate and Gower, his contemporaries : there is the rude sweetness 
of a Scotch tune in it, which is natural and pleasing, thou^ not perfect. It is true, I cannot go so 
frr as he who published the last edition of him ; frr he would make us believe the fault is in our ear^ 
and that there were really ten ^Babies in a verse where we find hut nine : but this opinion is not 
worth confuting ; it is so gross and obvious an error, lhat common sense (which is a rule in everything 
but matters of faith and revelation) must convince the reader, that equality of numbers in every verse 
which we call Heroic^ was either not known, or not always practised in Chaucer’s age. It were an 
ea^ matter to produce some thousands of his verses, which are lame for want of half a foot, and some- 
times a whole one, and which no pronunciation can make otherwise. We can only say* he lived in 
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tlie infancy of onr j)oetry, and that nothing is brought to perfection at the first. "V^e must be children ! 
before we grow men. There was an Ennius, and in process of time a Lucilius, and a Lucretius, before ' 
Virgil and Horace ; even after Chaucer there was a Spenser, a Harrington, a Fairfax, before Waller and ' 
Denha m were in being : and oui* numbers were in their nonage till these last appeared. I need say 
little of his parentage, life, and fortunes : they are to be found at large in all the editions of his works. ! 
He was employed abroad and favoured by Edward the Third, Eichard the Second, and Henir the 
Fourth, and was poet, as I suppose, to all three of them. In Eichard’s time, I doubt, he was a little 
dipt in the rebellion of the commons; and being brother-in-law to John of Gaunt, it was no wonder if 
he followed the fortunes of that family ; and was well with Henry the Fourth when he had deposed j 
his predecessor. Neither is it to he admired, that Henry, who was a wise as well as a valiant prince, ' 
who claimed by succession, and was sensible that his title was not sound, hut was rightfully in 
Mortimer, who had married the heir of York; it was not to be admired, I say, if tligt r great 
politician should be pleased to have the greatest wit of those times in his interest^ and to be the 
trumpet of his praises. Augustus had given him the example, by the advice of Maecenas who 
recommended Virgil and Horace to him ; whose praises helped to make him popular while he was 
alive, and after his death have made him precious to posterity. As for the religion of our poet, he 
to have some little bias towards the opinions of WicklifQ after John of Gaunt his patron; somewhat 
of which appears in the tale of Piers Plowman : yet I cannot blame him for inveighing so sharply 
against the vices of the clergy in his age : their prid^ their ambition, their pomp, their avarice, their I 
worldly interest, deserved the lashes which he gave them, both in that, and in most of his Canterbury 
tales: neither has his contemporary Boccace spared them. Yet both those poets lived in much 
esteem with good and holy men in orders ; for the scandal which is given by particular priests, reflects I 
not on the sacred function. Chaucers Monk, his Canon, and his Friar, took not from the j 
character of his Good Parson. A satirical poet is the check of the laymen on bad priests. We are ; 
only to take car^ that we involve not the innocent with the guilty in the same condemnation- The \ 
good cannot be too much honoured, nor the bad too coarsely used : for the corruption of the best | 
becomes the worst. When a clergyman is whipped, his gown is first taken by which the dignity 
of his order is secured : if he he wrongfully accused he has his action of slander ; and it is at the poet’s 
peril, if he transgress the law. But they will tell u^ that all kind of satire, though never so well 
deserved by particular priest^ yet brings the whole order into contempt Is then the peerage of 
England any thing dishonoured, when a peer suffers for his treason ? If he be libelled, or any way 
defamed, he has his Scandalum Magnatum to punish the offender. Th^, who use this kind of argument, 
seem to be conscious to themselves of somewhat which has deserved the poet’s lash ; and are less j 
concerned for their public capacity, than for their private ; at least there is pride at the bottom of 
their reasoning. If the faults of men in orders are only to be judged among themselves, they are all j 
in some sort parties : for, since they say the honour of their order is concerned in every member of it, 
how can we be sure, that th^ will he impartial judges? How far I may be allowed to speak my 
opinion in this case, I know not : hut I am sure a dispute of this nature caused mischief in abundance , 
betwixt a of England and an archbishop of Canterbury ; one standing up for the laws of his land, 
and the other for the honour (as he called it) of God’s Church ; which ended in the murther of the 
prelate, and in the whipping of his majesty from post to pillar for his penance. The learned and 
ingenious Dr. Drake has saved me the labour of inquiring into the esteem and reverence which the 
priests have had of old ; and I would rather extend than diminigh any part of it : yet I mtist needs say, 
that when a priest provokes me without any occasion given him, I have no reason, unless it be the 
charity of a Christian, to forgive him. Prior Icmt is justification suffici^t in the Civil Law. If I 
answer him in his own language, self-defence, I am sure, must be allowed me ; and if I carry it farther, 
even to a sharp recrinoinatioii, somewhat may be indulged to hu ma n fi::ailty. Yet my resentment has not 
wrought so fer, but that I have followed Chaucer in his character of a holy man, and have enlarged on 
that subject with some pleasure, reserving to myself the right, if I shall think fit hereafter, to describe 
another sort of priests, such as are more easily to he found than the good parson ; such as have given the 
last blow to Christianity in this age, by a practice so contrary to their doctrine. But this will ke^ 
cold till another time. In the meanwhile, I take up Chaucer where I left him. He must have 
a man of a most wonderful comprehensive nature, because, as it has been truly observed of him, 
he has taken into the compass of his Canterbury tales the various manners and humours (as we now 
9^ th^m) of the whole English nation, in his age. Not a sdugle character has escaped him. AH hia 
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pilgriitts are seyerally distinguMied from each, other; and not only in their inclinations, hut in their 
very physiognoioies and persons. Baptista Porta could not have described their natures better, than by 
the marts which the poet gives them. The matter and manner of their tales, and of their telling, are 
so suited to their different educations, humours, and callings, that each of them would be improper in 
any other mouth. Even the grave and serious characters are distinguished by their several sorts of 
gravity : their discourses are such as belong to their ag^ their calling; and their breeding; such as are 
becoming of them, and of them only. Some of his persons are vicious, and some virtuous; some are 
unlearned, or (as Chaucer calls them) lewd, and some are learned. Even the ribaldry of the low 
characters is different : the Reeve, the Miller, and the Cook, are several men, and distinguished from 
each other, as much as the mincing lady pnoress, and the broad-speaking gap-toothed wife of Bath. 
But enough of this : there is such a variety of game springing up before me, that I am distracted in 
my choice, and know not which to follow. 'Tis sufficient to say, according to the proverb, that here is 
God’s plenty. We have our forefathers and great grand-dames all before us, as they were in Chaucer’s 
days ; their general characters are still remaining in mankind, and even in England, though they are 
called by other names than those of Monks and Friars, and Canons, and lady Abbesses, and Kuns : 
for mankind is ever the same, and nothing lost out of nature, though every thing is altered. May I 
have leave to do myself the ji^tice, (since my enemies will do me none, and are so far from granting 
me to he a good poet, that they will not allow me so much as to be a Christian, or a moral man) may 
I have leave, I say, to inform my reader, that I have confined my choice to such tales of Chaucer as 
savour nothing of immodesty. If I had desired more to please than to instruct, the Reeve, the Miller, 
the Shipman, the Merchant, the Sumner, and, above all, the Wife of Bath, in the prologue to her tale, 
would have procured me as many friends and readers as there are beaux and ladies of pleasure in the 
town. But i win no more offend against good manners : I am sensible, as I ought to be, of the 
scandal I have given by my loose writings ; and make what reparation I am able, by this public 
acknowledgment. If any thing of this nature, or of profeneness, be crept into these poems, I am so 
far from defending it, that I disown it. Toium hoc indictum volo. Chaucer makes another manner 
of apology for his broad speaking, and Boccaee makes the like ; hut I will follow neither of them. 
Our countryman, in the end of his characters, before the Canterbury tales, thus excuses the ribaldry, 
which is very gross in many of his novels . — 

" But first, I pray you of your courtesy, 

That ye ne arrette it nought my villany, 

Though that I plainly ^eak in this roattere 
To tellen you her trords, and eke her cheie . 

Ne though I speak her words properly, 

For this ye knowen as well as I, 

Who shall tellen a tale after a man, 

He mote rehearse as nye, as ever he can : 

Everich word of it been in his chaige, 

All speke he, never so mdely, ue large. 

Or else he mote tellen his tale nntrue, 

Or feine things, or find words new : 

He may not spare, although he were his brother. 

He mote as well say o word as another. 

Christ spake hims^fuU broad in holy writ, 

And well I wote no villany is it, 

Eke Plato saith, who so can him rede, 

• The words mote been cousin to the dede.” 

Yet if a man should have inquired of Boccace or of Chaucer, what need they haci of introducing 
Bucli characters, where obscene words were proper in their mouthy hut very indecent to be heard; I 
know not what answer they could have ma d e : for that reason, such tale shall he left untold by me. 
You have here a specimen of Chaucer’s language, which is so obsolete, that his sense is scarce to be 
understood ; and you have likewise more than one example of his unequal numbers, which were 
mentioned before. — ^Yet many of his verses consist of ten syllables, and the words not much behind 
our present English; as for example these two lines, in the description of the carpenter’s young wife : 

" Wincing she was, as is a jolly colt, 

Long as a mast, and nprigbt as a bolt.” 

I have almost done with Chaucer, when I have answered some objections relating to my present 
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work. I find some people are offended tliat I have turned these tales into modem English ; becanse 
they think them unworthy of my pams, and look on Chaucer as a diy, old-fiishioned wit, not worth 
reviving. I have often heard the late Earl of Leicester say, that !ilr. Cowley himself was of that 
opinion ; who having read him over at my lord’s request, declared he had no taste of him, I dare not 
advance my opinion against the judgment of so great an author; but I think it fiiir, however, to leave 
the decision to the public : Mr. Cowley was too modest to set up for a dictator ; and being shocked 
perhaps with his old style, never examined into the depth of his good sensa Chaucer, I confess, is a 
rough diamond, and must first be polished, ere he shines. I deny not, likewise that, li\*ing in our 
aarly days of poetry, he writes not always of a piece; but sometimes mingles trivial things with those 
of greater moment- Sometimes also, though not often, he runs riot^ like Ovid, and knows not when 
he has said enough. But there are more great vrits besides Chaucer, whose fiiult is their excess of 
conceits, and those ill sorted. An author is not to write all he can, but only all he ought Having 
observed this redundancy in Chaucer (as it is an easy matter for a man of ordinary parts to find a 
fimlt in one of greater), I have not tied myself to a literal translation ; but have often omitted what I 
judged unnecessary, or not of dignity enough to appear in the company of better thoughts. I have 
presumed fiirther, in some places, and added somewhat of my own where I thought my author was 
deficient, and had not given his thoughts their true lustre, for want of words in the beginning of our 
language. And to this I was the more emboldened, because ^ I may be permitted to say it of myself) 
I found I had a soul congenial to his, and that I had been conversant in the same studies. Another 
poet, in another age, may take the same liberty with my writings ; if at least they live long enough to 
deserve correction. It was also necessary sometimes to restore the sense of Chaucer, which was lost 
or mangled in the errors of the press : let this example suffice at present; in the story of Palamon 
and Arcite, where the temple of Diana is described, you find these verses, m all the editions of our 
author *. — 

“There saw I Dand tnrned into a tree, 

I mean not the goddess Diane. 

But Venus daughter, which that hight Dan6 

which, after a little consideration, I knew was to he reformed into this sense, that Daphne the daughter 
of Peneus, was turned into a tree. I durst not make thus bold with Ovid, lest some future Milboum 
should arise, and say, I varied fix>m my author, because I understood him not 

But there are other judges who think I ought not to have translated Chaucer into English, out of a 
quite contrary notion : they suppose there is a certain veneratdon due to his old language; and that it 
is a little less than profanation and sacrilege to alter it. They are ftriiher of opinion, that somewhat 
of his good sense will suffer in this transfusion, and much of the beauty of his thoughts will infidlibly 
be lost, which appear with more grace in their old habit. Of this opinion was that excellent person, 
whom I mentioned, the late Earl of Leicester, who valued Chaucer as much as Mr. Cowley despised 
him. My lord dissuaded me from this attempt, (for I was thinking of it some years before bis death,) 
and his authority prevailed so far with me, as to defer my undertaking while he lived, in deference to 
him : yet my reason was not convinced with what he urged against it. If the first end of a wriiar be 
to be imderstood, then as his language grows obsolete thoughts must grow obscure : . ena- 

scentur quee nunc ceddere ; cadeniquCj ques nunc sunt in Tionore voeahula, si volet usuSy quen x^nes arhitnutn 
est et jus et norma loguendi. ’When an ancient word for its sound and significancy deserves to he 
revived, I have that reasonable veneration for antiquity, to restore iu All beyond this is superstition. 
Words are not like landmarks, so sacred as never to be removed ; customs are changed, and even 
statutes are silently repealed, when the reason ceases for which they were enacted. As for the other 
part of the argument, that his thoughts will lose of their ori^nal beauty, by the innovation of words; 
in the first place, not only their beauty, but their being is lost, where they are no longer understood, 
which is the present case. I grant that something must be lost in all transfusion, that is, in all trans- 
lations; but the sense will remain, which would otherwise be lost, or at least be maimed, when it is 
scarce intelligible ; and that but to a few. How few are there who can read Chancer, so as to under- 
stand liim perfectly ? And if imperfectly, then with less profit and no pleasure. 'Tis not for the use 
of some old Saxon fiiends, that I have taken these pains with him ; let them neglect my version, 
because they have no need of it. I made it for their sakes who understand sense and poetry as well 
as they, when that poetry and sense is put into words which they understand. I will go ferther, and 
dare to add, that what beauties I lose in some places^ I give to others which had them not originally: 
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but in. this I may be partial to myself j let the reader judge, and I submit to his decision. Yet I 
■ hliinTr I hove just occasion to complain of them, who, because they understand Chaucer, would deprive 
the greater part of their countrymen of the same advantage and hoard him up, as misers do their 
grandam gold, only to look on it themselves, and hinder others from ma kin g use *of it. In sum, I 
seriously protest, that no man ever had, or can have, a greater veneration for Chaucer, than myself 
I have translated some part of his works, only that I might perpetuate his memory, or at least refresh 
it, amongst my countrymen. If I have altered him anywhere for the better, I must at the same time 
acknowledge, that I could have done nothing without him : Facile esi inventis addere, is no great 
commendation ; and I am not so vain to think I have deserved a greater. I will conclude what I have 
to say of him singly, with this one remark : a lady of my acquaintance, who keeps a kind of corre- 
spondence with some authors of the fair sex in France, has been informed by them, that Mademoiselle 
de Scudeiy, who is as old as Sibyl, and inspired like her by the same god of poetry, is at this time 
translating Chaucer into modem French. From which I gather, that he has been formerly translated 
into the old Proven 5 al (for how she should come to understand old English I know not). But the 
matter of fact being true, it makes me think that there is something in it like frtality ; that, after 
certain periods of time, the fame and memory of great wits should be renewed, as Chaucer is both in 
France and England- If this be wholly chance, ’tis extraordinary, and I dare not call it more, for 
fear of being taxed with superstition. 

Boccace comes last to be considered, who, living in the same age with Chaucer, had the same genius, 

I and followed the same studies : both writ novels, and each of them cultivated his mother tongue. But 
I the greatest resemblance of our two modem authors being in their familiar style, and pleasing way of 
i relating comical adventures, I may pass it over, because I have translated nothing from Boccace of that 
! nature. In the serious part of poetry, the advantage is wholly on Chaucer’s side ; for though the 
' En glishTnflji has borrowed many tales from the Italian, yet it appears that those of Boccace were not 
I generally of his own making, but taken from authors of former age^ and by him only modelled : 

1 so that what there was of invention in either of them, may be judged equal — But Chaucer has 
; refined on Boccace, and has mended the stories which he has borrowed, in his way of telling ; though 
j prose allows more liberty of thought, and the expression is more easy, when unconfined by numbers. 

, Our countryman carries weight, and yet wins the race at disadvantage. I desire not the reader should 
take my word : and therefore I will set two of their discourses on the same subject, in the same light, 
r fox every man tcJ judge betwixt them. I translated Chaucer first, and, amongst the rest, pitched on 
the Wife of Bath’s Tale ; not daring, as I have said, to adventure on her prologue, because it is too 
Kcentious : there Chaucer introduces an old woman of mean parentage, whom a youthful knight of 
noble blood was forced to many, and consequently loathed her ; the crone being in bed with him on 
the wedding-night, and fin din g his aversion, endeavours to win his affection by reason, and speaks a 
‘ good word for herself (as who could blame her ?) in hope to mollify the sullen bridegroom. She takes 
I her topics from the benefits of poverty, the advantages of old age and ugliness the vanity of youth, 

I and the silly pride of ancestry and titles without inherent virtue which is the true nobility. When I 
had closed Chaucer, I returned to Ovid, and translated some more of his fables ; and by this time had 
so fiu: forgotten the Wife of Bath’s Tale, that, when I took up Boccace, unawares I fell on the same 
j argument of preferring virtue to nobility of blood, and titles, in the story of Sigismunda ; which I had 
] certainly avoided for the resemblance of the two discourses, if my memory had not fidled me. Let 
, the reader weigh them both ; and if he thinks me partial to Chancer, it is in him to right Boccace. 

I I prefer in onr countryman, fitr above all his other stories, the noble poem of Palamon and Arcite 
, which is of the Epic kind, and perhaps not much inferior to the Ilias or the JBlneis : the story is 
' more pleasing than either of them, the manners as perfect, the diction as poetical, the learning as deep 
I and various ; and the disposition full as artful ; only it includes a greater length of time, as taking up 
' seven years at least; but Aristotle has left undecided the duration of the action ; which yet is easily 
I reduced into the compass of a year, by a narration of what preceded the return of Palamon to Athens. 

I I had thought for the honour of our nation, and more particularly for his, whose laurel, though 
unworthy, I have worn after him, that this story was of En glish growth, and Chaucer’s own : but I 
was undeceived by Boccace ; for casually looking on the end of his seventh Giornata, I found Dioneo 
(under which name he shadows himself), and Kametta (who represents his mistress the natural 
daughter of Robert, Hug of IT^aples) of whom these words are spoken, IHoneo e la Fiametta granpezza 
cotitarono iTisieme d*Arc{ta, e di Palamone: by which it appears that this stoiy was written before the 
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time of Boccace ; but tbe name of its autlior being wholly lost,* Chaucer is now become an original ; 
and I question not but the poem has received many beauties by passing through his noble hnr»ig 
Besides this tale, there is another of his own invention, after the maimer of the Provencals, called 
The Flower and the Leaf ; with which I was so particularly pleased, both for the invention and the 
moral, that I cannot hinder myself from recommending it to the reader. 

As a corollary to this preface, in which I have done justice to otheisi, I owe somewhat to myself: 
not that I think it worth my time to enter the lists with one Milboum, and one Blackmor^ but barely 
to take notice that such men there are who have written scurrilously against me^, without any provo- 
cation. Milboum, who is in Orders, pretends amongst the rest this quarrel to me, that I have fallen 
foul on priesthood ; if I have, I am only to ask pardon of good priests, and am afraid his part of the 
reparation will come to little. Let him be satisfied that he Rhall not be able to force himself upon me 
for an adversary. I contemn him too much to enter into competition with hiTn. THr own translations 
of Viigil have answered his criticisms on mine. If (as they say, he has declared in print) he prefers the 
version of Ogilby to mine, the world has made him the same compliment : for it is agreed on all han ds, 
that he writes even below O^lhy : that, you will say, is not easily to be done ; but what cannot Mil- 
boum bring about 1 lam satisfied, however, that while he and I live together, I nTiall not he thought 
the worst poet of the age. It looks as if I had desired him underhand to write so ill against me : but 
upon my honest word I have not bribed him to do me this service, and am wholly guiltless of his 
pamphlet. *Tis tm^ I should he glad, if I could persuade him to continue his good ofiB.c^ and write 
such another critique on any thing of mine : for I find by experience he has a great stroke with the 
reader, when he condemns any of my poein% to make the world have a better opinion of them. He 
has taken some pains with my poetry j but no body will be persuaded to take the same with his. If I 
had taken to the church (as he affirms, but which was never in my thoughts) I tiiould have had more 
sense, if not more grace,‘^than to have tamed myself out of my benefice by writing libels on my 
parishioners. — But his account of my manners and my principles are of a piece with Ids cavils and his 
poetry : and so I have done with him for ever. 

As for the Gty Bard, or Knight Physician, I hear his quarrel to me is, that I was the author of 
Absalom and Achitophel, which he thinks is a little hard on his fenatic patrons in London. 

But I will deal the more civilly with his two poem^ because nothing ill is to be spoken of the dead : 
and therefore peace he to the Planes of his Arthurs. I will only say, that it was not for this noble 
knight that I drew the plan of an Epic poem on king Arthur, in my preiace to the translatian of 
JuvenaL — ^The guardian angels of kingdoms were machines too ponderous for him to msoage; and 
therefore he rejected them, as Dares did the whirlbats of Eryi, when they w^ thrown before him 
by Entellus, Yet from that prefoce he plainly took his hint : for he began immediately upon the 
story ; though he had the baseness not to acknowledge his benefoctor ; but instead of it, to traduce me 
in a libel 

I shall say the less of Mr. Collier, because in many things he has taxed me justly ; and I have 
pleaded guilty to all thoughts and expressions of min^ which can be truly argued of obscenity, 
profaneness, or immorality ,* and retract them. If he be my enemy, let him triumph ; if he be my 
friend, as I have given hiTn no personal occasion to be otherwise, he will be glad of my repentance. 
It becomes me not to draw my pen in the defence of a bad cause, when I have so often drawn it for a 
good one. Yet it were not difficult to prove that in many places he has perverted my me a n i ng by his 
glosses ; and interpreted my words into blasphemy and bawdry, of which they were not guilty ; 
besides that he is too much given to horse-play in his raillery ; and comes to battle like a dictator 
from the plough. I will not say, Tlie zeal of God’s house has eaten him up ; hut I am sure it has 
devoured some part of his good manners and civility. It might also he doubted whether it were 
altogether zeal, which prompted him to this rough manner of proceeding ; perhaps it became not one 
of his function to rake into the rubbish of ancient and modem plays ; a divine might have employed 
his pains to better purpose, than in the nastines of Plautus and Aristophanes ; whose examples;, as 
they excuse not me, so it might he possibly supposed, that he read them not without some pleasure. 
They who have written commentaries on those poets, or on Horp^e, Juvenal, and Martial, have 
explained some vices, which without their interpretation had bee unknown to modem t iTne Sr 
Neither has he judged impartially betwixt the former age and us. 

* • Not so: for, as Mr, Malone has ohserved, Soccace alluded to the Theselda which to Fiitten hy fla* 

Malone’s Life, &c. of Dryden, voL iii. p 641. 
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There is more bawdry in one Play of Fletdier’s, called The Custom of the Country, than in all 
ours together. Yet this has been often acted on the stage in my remembrance. Are the times so 
much, more reformed now, than they were five and twenty years ago ? If they are, I congratulate the 
amendment of our morals. But I am not to prejudice the cause of my fellow-poets, though I abandon 
my own defence : they have some of them answered for themselves, and neither they nor I can think 
Mr. Collier so formidable an enemy, that we should shun him. He has lost ground at the latter end 
of the day, by pursoing his point too far, like the Prmce of Conde at the battle of Senneffe : from 
immoral plays, to no plays ; ah abmu ad usum, nm valet consequential But being a party, I am not 
to erect myself into a judge. As for the rest of those who have written against me, they are such 
scoundrels, that they deserve not the least notice to be taken of them. Blackmore and Milboum aro 
only distinguished from the crowd, by being remembered to their infamy. 

“ Demetri, teque Tigelli 

Discipnloruin inter jubeo plorare cathedras.” 


TALES FEOM CHATFCEB. 


*T0 HER GRACE THE DUCHESS OF ORMOND, 

WITH THE FOLLOWING POEM OP 


PALAMON AUI) AECITE. 


' The bard ■who first adorn’d our native tongue^ 

‘ Tuned to his British lyre this ancient song ; 

W hich Homer might "without a blush rehearse, 

^ And leaves a doubtful palm in Yirgil’s verse : 

' He match’d their beauties, where they most excel ; 

Of love sung better, and of arms as weU. 6 

I Vouchsafe, illustrious Ormond, to behold 
t What power the charms of beauty had of old ; 

1 Nor wonder if such deeds of arms were done,^ 

1 In^ired by two eyes^ that sparkled like your 
own. 10 

If Chaucer by the best idea "wrought, 

I And poets can divine each other’s thought, 

I The fairest nymph before his eyes he set ; 

! And then the fefrest was Plantagenet ; 

- Who three contending princes made her priz^ 
And ruled the rival nations "with her eyes ; 

WTio left immortal trophies of her fiime, 

, And to the noblest order gave the name, 
j Like her, of equal kindred to the throne, 

, You keep her conquests, and extend your own: ^ 
As when the stars, in their ethereal race, 

At length have roll’d around the liquid spac^ 

j At certain penods they resume their place, 


I 

I 


• Dr. Johnson justly censures this Dedication as a 
where ias oririnal fondness of remote conceits seen 
nave revived.” John Waeton. 

Ver. 4. And leaves a doult/ulpeam ^ VirfftPs verse: 

"Dubiam fecientia carmina palmam.”— Jttv, 


John Wakton. 


From the same point of heaven their course 
advance. 

And move in measures of their former dance ; 
Thus, after length of ages, she returns. 

Restored in you, and the same place adorns ; 

Or you perform her of&ce in the sphere. 

Bom of her blood, and make a new Platonic 
year. 

0 true Plantagenet, 0 race diving • ** 

(For beauty still is fiital to the line) 

Had Chaucer hved that angel-&ce "to view, 

Sure he had drawn his Emily from you ; 

Or had you lived to judge the doubtl^ right. 
Your noble Palamon had been the knight ; ® 

And conquering Theseus from his side had sent 
Your generous lord, to guide the Theban 
government. 

Time shall accomplish that; and I shall see 
^ A Palamon in him, in you an Emily. 

Already have the fotes your path prepared, ^ 
And sure presage your futime sway declared : 
When westward, like the sun, you took your, 
way. 

And from benighted Britain bore the day. 

Blue Triton gave the signal from the shore. 

The ready Nereids heard, and swam before 
To smooth the seas ; a soft Etesian gale. 

But just inspired, and gently swell’d the sail; 

Ver. SI. fatal to Hie Zmm,] Destined or given by 

tiie Fates.— A peculiar sense. John Waeton. 


TO HER GRACE THE DUCHESS UF 


Portuniis took his who-e aiiiple hand 
Heaved up his lighten’d keel, and sunk the sand. 
And steer’d the sacred vessel safe to land. “ 
The land, if not reatraui’d, had met yum* way, 
Projected out a neck, and jutted to the sea. 
Hiheinia, prostrate at your feet, adore.l, 

In you, the pledge of her expected lord ; 

Due to her isle , a venerable name ; 

His father and his grandsire known to fame ; 
Awed by that house, accustom’d to command. 
The sturdy kerns in due subjection stand; 

25'or bear the reins in any foreign hand. 

At your approach, they crowd^ to the port ; ® 

And scarcely landed, you create a court ; 

As Ormond’s harbinger, to you they run ; 

For Venus is the promise of the sun. 

The waste of civil wars, their towns destroy’d. 
Pales unhononr’d, Ceres unemploy’d, ® 

Were all forgot ; and one triumphant day 
Wiped all the tears of three campaigns away. 
Blood, rapines, massacres, were cheaply bought, 
So mighiy recompense your beauty brought. 

As when the dove returning besre the mark ^ 
Of earth restored to the long-labouring ark. 

The relics of mankind, secure of rest. 

Oped every window to receive the guest. 

And the fejr bearer of the message bless’d ; 

So, when you came, with loud repeated crie^ 

The nation took an omen from your eyes, 

And God advanced his rainbow in the skies. 

To sign inviolable peace restored ; 

The saints, with solemn shouts, proclaim’d the 
new accord. 

VTien at your second coming you appear, ** 
(For I foretel that millenary year) 

The sharpen’d share shall vex the soil no morQ, 
But earth unbidden shall produce her store ; 

The land shall laugh, the circling ocean smile. 
And Heaven’s indulgence bless fiie holy isla ® 
Heaven from all ages has reserved for you 
That happy clime, which venom never knew; 

Or if it had been there, your eyes alone 
Have power to chase all poison hut their own. 

Now in this interval, which fete has cast ** 
Betwixt your future glories, and your past. 

This pause of power, ’tis Ireland’s hour to mourn ; 
While England celebrates your safe return. 

By which you seem the seasons to command, 

And bring our summers hack to their forsaken land. 

The vanquish’d isle our leisure must attend, 

Tin the fair blessing we vouchsafe to send ; 

Nor can we spare you long, tho’ often we may lend 
The dove was twice employ’d abroad, before 
The world was dried, and she return’d no mor& 
Nor dare we trust so soft a messenger, 

New from her sickness, to that northern air; 

Rest here a while your lustre to restore 
That they may see you, as you shone before ; 

For yet, the eclipse not wholly past, you wade 
Through some remain^ and dimness of a shade; 

A subject in his prince may claim a right, 

Nor suffer him with strength impair’d to fight ; 


t Till force ratums, Lis aidour we restrain, 

And curb h.s warlike ^vish to cross the rna'n nj 
Now pa&t the danger, let the learn’d begin 
The inquiry, where disea&e could enter in ; 

How those malignant atoms forced their way. 
What in the fa^tless frame they fotmd to make 
their prey ? 

Where every element was weigh'd so well, * ’ 
That Heaven alone, who mix'd the mass, could tell 
Which of the four ingredients could rebel ; 

And where, imprison’d in so sweet a cage, 

A soul might well be pleased to pass an age. 

And yet the fine materials made it weak ; 
Porcelain, by being pure, is apt to break : 

EVn to your breast the sickness durst aspire ; 
And, forced from that fiir temple to retire, 
Pronely set the holy place on fire. 

In vain your lord, like young T espasian, mourn’d, 

I WTien the fierce flames the sanctuary bum’d : ^ 
And I prepared to pay in verses rude 
A most detested act of gratitude ; 

Ev’n this had been your el^y, which now 
Is offer’d for your health, the table of my vow. ^ 
Your angel sure our Morley’s mind inspired. 

To find the remedy your ill requu-ed ; 

As once the Macedon, by Jove’s decree, 

Was taught to dream an herb fur Ptolemy; 

Or Heaven, which had such over-cost bestow’d, 

As scarce it could afford to fiesh and blood, 

So liked the frame, he would not work anew*. 

To save the charges of another you. 

Or by his middle science did he steer. 

And saw some great contingent good appear 
Well worth a miracle to keep you here : 

And for that end, preserved the precious mould. 
Which aU the future Ormonds was to hold ; 

And meditated in ids better mind 

An heir from you, which may redeem the failing 

Blest be the power which has at once restored 
The hopes of lost succession to your lord ; 

Joy to the first and last of each degree 
Tirtne to courts and, what I long’d to so^ 

To you the Graces, and the Kuse to m& 

0 daughter of the rose, whose cheeks unite 
The differing titles of the red and white ; 

■Who heaven’s alternate beauty well display, 

The blu^ of morning, and the milky way ; 

Whose face is paradise, but fenced from sin ; 

For (5od in either eye has placed a cherubin. 

All is your lord’s alone ; ev'n absent, he 
Employs fihe care of chaste Penelope. 

For bim you waste in tears your widow’d hours. 
For bi-m your curious needle paints the flowers ; 
Such works of old imperial dames were taught ; 
Such, for Ascanius, fair Elisa wrought. 

The soft recesses of your hours improve 
The three fair pled^ of-your happy love : 

All other parts of pious duty done, 

You owe your Ormond nothing hut a son ; 

To fill in future times Hs father’s place;, 

And wear the garter of his mother’s raceu 


Ver. 4S. Ibriumis tccTe his turnj whose ample hasid] 

“ Et pater ipse manu magna. Eortunus eiiiitem 
Impalit.’’— AEneid. v. L 241, JoBar TV’abtos. 

Ver. 70. As when the doce] He had before used this 
Biniile, in Threnodia Augustalis, I believe. Jonar W astob. 

Ver. 82. TkesharpeiCd share^&c^ He (»>iild not avoid 
an imitation of Virgil^sFollio. Jomr Wxrtos. | 


Ver. 118, And where, impriscyCd in so sweet a eofs, 

A soul might wdl be pleased to pass an age,] 
Pope bas a rfrnilftr expression, and the sazne xhyme. 
Most souls, *tis true, but peep out once an age, 

Dull sullen prisoners in the body’s cage." 

Elegy to the Memory of an Unftrtanate Lndy, 1 17. 

Jonx Wabtux. 
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PALAMON AND ARCITE. 


PALAMON AND AECITE; 


OR, THE KNIGHT’S TALE. 


BOOK L 

lx da^ of old, there lived, of mighty fame, 

A valiant prince, and Theseiis was his name : 

A chief, who more in feats of arms excell’d. 

The rising nor the setting sun beheld. 

Of Athens he was lord ; much land he won, ® 
And added foreign countries to his crown. 

In Scythia with the warrior queen he strove. 
Whom first by force he conquer’d, then by love ; 
He brought in triumph back the beauteous dame. 
With whom her sister, fair Emilia, cama 
With honour to his home let Theseus ride. 

With love to Mend, and fortune for his guid% 
And his victorious anny at his side. 

I pass their warlike pomp, their proud array, 
Their diouts, their song^ their welcome on the 
way; is 

But, were it not too long, I would recite 
The feats of Amazons, the fatal fight 
Betwixt the hardy queen and hero knight ,* 

The town besieg^ and how much blood it cost 
The female army, and the Athenian host ; 20 

The spousals of Hippohta the queen ; 

What tilts and tourneys at the feast were seen; 
The storm at their reimm, the ladies’ fear: 

But these, and other things, I must forbear. 

The field is spacious I design to sow, 25 

With oxen unfit to draw the plough : 

The remnant of my tale is of a length 

To tire your patience, and to waste my strength ; 

And trivial accidents shall he forborne, 

That others may have time to take their turn ; ^ 
As vras at first enjoin’d us by mine host : 

That he whose tale is best, and pleases most. 
Should win his supper at our common cost. 

And therefore where I left, I will pursue 
This ancient story, whether ftlse or true, ^ 
In hope it may he mended with a now. 

The prince I mention’d, full of high renown. 

In this array drew near the Athenian town ; 

When in his pomp and utmost of his pride, 
March i ng , he c^ced to cast his eye aside, ^ 
And saw a choir of mouroing dames;, who lay 
By two and two across the common way ; 

At his approach they raised a rueful cry, * 

And heat their breasts^ and held their hands on 
high, 

» Cliauwr iFfts more Qian 60 years old, and Diyden 70 
1 * hen they vrote Talamon. Sade says in 1359, Boocace sent 
1 copy of Dante, written by his own hand, to Petrarch, who. 

It t,eems, was Jealous of Dante, and in hta answer sneaks 
Dcldly ot him —Sade, p. 607. Dr. J. Wakton. 

Yer. 26. oaren] From Ovid: — 

" X(.»u 1 ndectuTis littora bohna arat.” 

JOHit TTaetox. 


Creeping and crying, tiU they seized at last ® 
His courser’s bndle, and his feet embraced. 

Tell me, said Theseus, what and whence you 
are. 

And why this funeral pageant you prepare? 

Is this the welcome of my worthy deeds, 

To meet my triumph in ill-omen’d weeds ? 

Or envy you my praise, and would destroy 
With grief my pleasures, and pollute my joy ? 

Or are you injured, and demand rehef 2 
Name your request, and I will ease your grief 
The most in yeai'S of all the mourning train 
Began; (but swooned first away for p£un) 

Then scarce recover’d spoke : Nor envy we 
Thy great renown, nor grudge thy victory; 

’Tis ^ne, 0 kmg, the afflicted to redress. 

And fame has fill’d the world with thy success 
We wretched women sue for that alone, 

Which of thy goodness is refused to none ; 

Let fall some drops of pity on our grief. 

If what we beg be just, and we deserve relief : 

For none of ns, who now thy grace implore, 

But held the rank of sovereign queen before ; 

Till thanks to giddy Chance, which never beai's, 
That mortal bliss should last for length of yeai’s, 
She cast us headlong ft’om our high estate, 

And here in hope of thy return we wait : 

And long have waited in the temple nigh, 

Built to the gracious goddess Clemency. 

But reverence thou the power whose name it 
hears. 

Relieve the oppress’d, and wipe the widow’s teai-s. 
I, wretched I, have other fortune seen, 

The wife of Capaneus, and once a queen : 

At Thebes he fell ; cursed be the fatal day ! 

And all the rest thou seest in this array, 

To make their moan, their lords in battle lost 
Before that town besieged by our confederate 
host : so 

But Creon, old and impious, who commands 
The Theban city, and usurps the lands. 

Denies the rites of funeral fires to those 
Whose breathless bodies yet he calls ins foes, 
Unhum’d, unburied, on a heap -they lie ; ss 

Such is their fate, and such is tyranny ; 

No Mend has leave to bear away the dead, 

But with their lifeless limbs his hounds are fed 
At this she shriek’d aloud; the mournful train 
Echo’d her grief, and, grovelling on the plain, ^ 

Ver. 49 . Is this the loelcome, «&c.] 

“Hi nostri redltus expectatique triumphi.” 

John Waeton. 

V er. 88. But with their lifeless Vmhs his Jum nds are fed. \ 

mndsf if tXiiftet — Homer. 

iOHN "WaBTON. 
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With groaiis, aiid h:mds upheld, to move his 

liOlld, 

Besought his pity to their helpless kind ! 

The prince was touch’d, his tears began to flow. 
And, as his tender heart would break m two, 

He sigh’d ; and could not but their fate deploi’e. 
So wi’etched now, so foi-tunate before. 

Then lighlly jBrom his lofty steed he flew, 

And raising one by one the suppliant crew, 

To comfort each, full solemnly he swore. 

That by the faith which knights to knighthood 
boi’8, 

And whate’er else to chivalry belongs. 

He would not cease, till he revenged their wrongs : 
That Greece should see perform’d what he de- 
clared; 

And cruel Creon find his just reward. 

He said no more, but, shunning all delay, 

Rode on , nor enter’d Athens on his way : 

But left his sister and his queen behind. 

And waved his royal banner in the wind : 

Where in an argent field the god of war 
Was drawn triumphant on his iron car ; ^ 

Red was his sword, and shield, and whole attire. 
And all the godhead seem’d to glow vsdth fire ; 
Ev’n the ground glitter’d where the standard flew, 
And the green grass was dyed to sanguiue hue. 
High on his pointed lance his pennon bore 
His Cretan fight, the conquer’d Mmotaur : 

The soldiers shout around with generous rage. 
And in that victory their own presage. 

He praised their ardour ; inly pleased to see 
His host the flower of Grecian chival^. ^ 

All day he march’d, and all the ensuing night. 
And saw the city with returning light 
The process of the war I need not tell. 

How Theseus conquer’d, and how Creon fell : 

Or after, how by storm the walls wore won, 

Or how the victor sack’d and buni’d the town : 
How to the ladies he restored agam 
The bodies of their lords in battle slain : 

And with what ancient rites they were interr’d ; 
AU these to fitter tunes shall be deferifd : ^ 


Ver. 106. the god of war 

Was drawn trvimphant tn his iron car;] 

This passage was in G-ray’s mind, when he wrote the 
P} ogress of Poesy ; and I am surpnsed that the epithet ap- 
plied to car escaped him: 

“ On Thracia’s hills the lord of war, 

Has curhed the firry of his car.” Todd. 
Ver. 113. Ev'n the ground glitUi^d where the standaidjkw^ 

" totaqne circum 

jdSre renidescit tellus.” — Lucret lib ii. 

And again : 

“ Stare videtnr ct in campis consistero fulgur.” 

So Euripides, Phoenissae, verse 110. 

xa7a.x,a,'^360v eLrrefv 

Uihtoy JOHN "WartON. 

Ver. 116. JTigh on his pointed lance his pennon l>nre 
Mis Cretan fight, the congutar'd Muiotaw .] 
Chaucer’s original says, 

“ And by his banner borne is his penon 
Of gold full nche, m which there was ybete stamped) 

The Minotaure which that he slew in Crete.” 

Tins adventure of Theseus and the Minotaur is repre- 
Bentod hy Virgil as being the subject of the sculpture on 
the front of the temple of Apollo at Cumte; which. I con- 
jecture, he 1}nn'owcd, as he uses some of the very expres- 
sions of Catullus, from his description of the embroidered 
hangings or tapestry, John 'Wabton. 


I spare the widows tears theii* woeful cries. 

And howling at their husbands’ obsequies ; 

How Theseus at these funerals did assist, 

And with, w’hat gifts the moummg dames dis- 
miss'd 

Thus when the victor chief had Creon slain, 
And conquer’d Thebes, he pitch’d upon the plain 
His mighty camp, and, when the day return’d, 
The country wasted, and the hamlets bum’d, 

And left the pillagers, to rapine bred, 

Without control to strip and spoil the dead. 

There, in a heap of shun, among the rest 
Two youthful knights they found beneath a load 
oppress’d 

Of slaughter’d foes, w^hom first to death they 
sent. 

The trophies of their strength, a bloody monu- 
ment. 

Both fiur, and both of royal blood they seem’d, 
Whom kinsmen to the crown the liemlds deem’d; 
That day in equal arms they fought for feme ; 
Their swords, their shield^ their surcoats were 
the same. 

Close by each other laid, they press’d the ground, 
Their manly boson.s pierced with many a giisly 
wound , 

Nor well alive, nor wholly dead they were^ 

But some faint signs of feeble life appear : 

Tlie wandering breath was on the wing to pn.vt, 
Weak was the pulse and hardly heaved the lioarl. 
These two were sisters’ sons ; and Areitc one, 
Much famed in fields, with, valiant Palamon. 

From these their costly arms the spoilei-s rent;, 
And softly both convey’d to Theseus’ tent : 
Whom known of Creon’s line, and cured witli 
care. 

He to his city sent as prisoners of tlie war, 
Hopeless of ransom, and condemn’d to lie 
In durance, doom’d a lingering death to die. 

This done, he march’d away with waiiike sound. 
And to his Athens turn’d with laurels crown’d, 
Where happy long he lived, much loved, and 
more renown’d. 

But in a tower, and never to be loosed. 

The woejEul captive kinsmen are enclosed : 

^us year by year they pass, and day by day, 
Till once, ’twas on the mom of cheerful May, 

The young Emilia, Surer to be seen 
Than the fair lily on the flowery green, 

More fi’ebh than May herself in blossoms new. 

For with the rosy colour strove her hue, 

Waked, as her custom was, before the day, 

To do the observance due to sprightly May : 

For sprightly May commands our youth to keep 
The vi^ of her night, and breaks their sluggai’d 
sleep ; 

Each gentle breast with kindly warmth, she 
moves ; 

Inspires new flames, revives extingui^’d loves. 

In this remembrance Emily ere day 
Arose, and dress’d herself m rich array ; 

Fresh as the month, and as the moroing f^r : 
Adown her Moulders fell her length of hair : 

A ribband did the braided tresses bind. 

The rest was loose, and wanton’d in the wind : 
Aurora had hut newly chased the night, ^ 

And purpled o’er the sky with blushing lifiht, 
When to the garden walk she took her way. 

To sport and trip along in cool of day, 

And oficr maiden vows in honour of the May. 
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At every turn, made a little stand. 

And tlinist among the thorns her lily hand 
To draw the rose, and eveiy rose she drew 
She shook the stalk, and hmsh’d away the dew : _ 
Then parfey-colonr’d flowers of white and red 
She wove, to make a garland for her head : 

This done, she sung and carolVd out so clear, 
That men and angels might rejoice to hear ; 

Ev’n wondering Philomel forgot to sing : 

And leam’d from her to welcome in the spring. 200 
The tower, of which before was mention made, 
Within whose keep the captive knights were laid. 
Built of a large extent, and strong withal. 

Was one partition of the palace wall ; 

The garden was enclosed within the square, ^ 
Where yoimg Emilia took the morning air. 

It happen’d Palamon, the prisoner knight^ 
Restless of woe, arose before the light. 

And with his jailor’s leave desired to breathe 
An air more wholesome than the damps be- 
neath. 

This granted, to the tower he took his way, 
Cheer’d with the promise of a glorious day : 

Then cast a languishing regard around. 

And saw, with hateful eyes, the temples crown’d 
With golden spires and all the hostde ground. 

He sigh’d, and turn’d his eyes, because he knew 
*Twas but a larger jail he had in view : 

Then look’d below, and from the castle’s height 
Beheld a nearer and more pleasing sight : 

The garden, which before he had not seen, 220 
In spiingfs new Hvery clad of white and green, 
Fre^ flowers in wide parterre^ and shady walks 
between. 

This view’d, bnt not enjoy’d, with arms across 
Ee stood, reflecting on his countiy’s loss ; 
Himself an object of the public scorn, ^ 

And often wi^’d he never had been bom. 

At last, for so Ms destiny required. 

With walking giddy, and with tMnking tii’ed. 

He through a httle window cast his sight, 

Though thick of bars, that gave a scanty light • ^so 
But ev’n that glimmering served him to descry 
The inevitable charms of Emily. 

Scarce had he seen, bnt seized with sudden 
smart. 

Stung to the quick, he felt it at Hs heart j 
Struck blind with overpowering light he stood, ^ 
Then started back amazed, and cried aloud. 
Young Areite heard; and up he ran with 
haste. 

To help his friend, and in his arms embraced ; 
And ai^’d him why he look’d so deadly wan, 

And whence and how Ms change of cheer be- 
gan! 

Or who had done the offence ^ But said he, 
Your grief alone is hard captivity ; 

For love of heaven with patience undergo 
A cureless ill, since fate will have it so : 

So stood our horoscope in chains to lie, 245 

And Saturn in the dungeon of the sky. 

Or other baleful a^ect, ruled our birth. 

TMien Ml the frien^y stars were imder earth : 
Whate’er betides, by destiny ’tis done ; 

And better bear like men, than vainly seek to 

slmTi. 250 

N'or of my bonds, said Palamon again, 

N'or of unhappy planets I complain ; 

But when my mortal anguish caused my cry, j 

That moment I was hurt through either eye ; | 


Pierced with a random shaft, I faint away, ^ 
And perish with insensible decay : 

A glance of some new goddess gave the wound, 
Whom, like Actaeou, unaware I found. 

Look how she walks along yon shady space, 
l^'ot Juno moves with more majestic grace ; ^ 

And all the Cyprian queen is in her face. 

If thou art Venus, (for thy charms confess 
That face was form’d in heaven, nor art thou less; 
Disguised in habit, undisguised in shape) 

Oh, help us captives from our chains to ’scape ; 
But if our doom be pass’d in bonds to lie 
For life, and in a loathsome dungeon die, 

Then be thy wrath appeased with our disgrace. 
And riiow compassion to the Theban race, 
Oppress’d by tyrant power ! While yet he spok^ 
Areite on Emily had fix’d Ms look ; 271 

The fatal dart a ready pass^e found, 

And deep within Ms heart infix’d the wound : 

So that if Palamon were wounded sore, 

Areite was hurt as much as he, or more : ^ 275 

Then from his inmost soul he sigh’d, and said. 
The beauty I behold has struck me dead : 
Unknowingly she strikes ; and kills by chance ; 
Poison is in her eyes, and death in every glance. 
Oh, I must ask ; nor ask alone, hut move 2«) 
Her mind to mercy, or must die for love. 

Thus Areite : and thus Palamon replies 
(Eager Ms tone, and ardent were Ms eyes). 

Speak’st thou in earnest, or in jesting vein ? 
Jesting, said Areite, suits but ill with pain. 285 
It smts far worse, (said Palamon again, 

And bent Ms brows) with men who honour weigh. 
Their frith to break, their friendsMp to betray; 
But worst with thee, of noble lineage bom. 

My kinsman, and in arms my brother sworn. 290 
Have we not plighted each our holy oath, 

That one shoMd be the common good of both ; 
One soul should both inspire, and neither prove 
His fellow’s hmdrance in pursuit of love ** 

To this before the gods we gave our hands, 295 
And nothing bnt onr death can break the hands. 
TMs binds tiiee, then, to further my design. 

As I am bound by vow to further thme : 

Hor canst, nor dar’st thou, traitor, on the plain 
Appeach my honour, or thine own maintain, ^oo 
Since thou art of my council, and the friend 
WTiose frith I trust, and on whose care depend ; 
i And would’st thou court my lady’s love, which I 
Much rather than release would choose to die ** 

But thou, false Areite, never shalt obtain 306 
Thy bad pretence ; I told thee first my pain : 

For first my love began ere thine was bom ; 

Thou as my council, and my brother sworn, 

Art bound to assist my eldersMp of right, 

Or justly to be deem’d a pequred knight 210 

Ter. 25S. Whom, hLe Actaon, unaware I found.l An 
0 vidian allusion. Johjt Wabton. 

Ver. 261. ATid all the Cypiian queen, <fi:c.] 

“ And Venus is it, sothly as I f^esse. 

And therewithal! on knees adoun he fell. 

And sayde : ** 

Tliis circumstance of his falling on his knees, which is 
striking and dramatic, Dryden has hastily omitted, without 
judgment, as appears by the tenor of Arcite’s argument 
John Waeton. 

Ver. 286. Jesting, scad Areite, suits hut ill with pafn.J 
« Difficile est tristi fingere mente jocum.” 

Tibullus, lib. iii. E. 6, 2. 

John Warton 
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Thus Palamou : but Arcite with disdain 
In haughty language thus replied again : 

Forsworn thyself, the traitor’s odious name 
I first return, and then disprove thy claim. 

If love be passion, and that passion nursed ^la 
With strong desires, I loved the lady first 
Canst thou pretend desire, whom zeal mflanicd 
To worship, and a power celestial named ? 

Thine was devotion to the blest above, 

I saw the woman, and desired her love : 

First own’d my passion, and to thee commend 
The important secret, as my chosen friend. 
Suppose (which yet I grant not) thy desire 
A moment elder than my rival fire ; 

Can chance of seeing first thy title prove ? 

And know’st thou not, no law is made for lo\e? 
Law is to things which to free choice relate ; 

Love is not m our choice, but in our fate ; 

Laws are but positive ; love’s power, we see. 

Is Nature’s sanction, and her tet decree. ^ 
Each day we break the bond of human laws 
For love, and vmdicate the common cause. 

Laws for defence of civil rights are placed. 

Love throws the fences down and makes a 
general waste : 

Maids, widows, wives, without distinction fall ; ^ 
The sweeping deluge, love, comes on and covers 
all. 

If then the laws of friendship I transgress, 

I keep the greater, while I break the less ; 

And both are mad aliko, since neither can possess. 
Both hopeless to be ransom’d, never more 
To see the sun, but as he passes o’er. 

Like jEsop’s hounds contending for the bone. 
Each pleaded right, and would be lord alone : 

The fruitless fight continued all the day, 

A cur came by, and snatch’d the prize away. 

As coui'ticrs therefore justle for a giant. 

And when they break their fnendship, plead their 
want, 

So thou, if fortune will thy suit advance;, 

Love on, nor envy me my equal chance: 

For I must love, and am resolved to try 
My fate, or failing in the adventure die. 

Great was their strife, which hourly was re- 
new’d, 

Tin each with mortal hate his rival view’d : 

Now finends no more, nor walking hand in hand ; 
But when they met, they made a surly stand ; ^ 
And glared like angry lions as they pass’d. 

And wish’d that every look might be their last. 

It chanced at length, Pirithous came to attend 
This worthy Theseus, his familiar friend ,* 

Their love in early iufancy began, ^ 

And rose as childhood ripen’d into man, 
Companions of the war; aud loved so well. 

That when one died, as ancient stones tell. 

His fellow to redeem him went to helL 

Ver. 326. no i/ztp is made for lovef\ 

“ Qais legem dat amantibus ? 

Major ^ amor est sibi.” — Boeth. iii. 12 
John Wakton. 

Ver. 342. Like JE^op^s homds contending foi the done,] 
Dryden seems hero to speak in his own person, which 
breaks the thread of the contest rather inartificially, where- 
a*; the original continues in the first person, 

“ We strive as did the houndes for the hone.” 

John Wabton. 

Ver. 352. Great was their strife^ &c] These six spirited 
lines aie entirely oiir autlioi’s own, and an improvement on 
the simple oiiginal John Wahton. 


But to pursue my tale ; to welcome home ^ 
His warlike brother is Pirithous come : ’ 

Arcite of Thebes was known in arms long since, 
And honour’d by this young Thessalian prince 
Theseus to grat^ his friend and guests 
Who made our Arcite’s fr’eedom Ms request, ^ 
Restored to liberty the captive knight. 

But on these hard conditions I recite. 

That if hereafter Arcite should be found 
Within the compass of Athenian ground. 

By day or night, or on whate’er pretence, ^ 

His head should pay the forfeit of the offence. 

To this Pirithous for his fifiend agreed, 

And on his promise was the prisoner freed. 

Unpleased and pensive hence he takes his uay. 
At his own peril; for his Hfe must pay. 

Who now but Arcite mourns his bitter fate, 

Finds bis dear purchase, and repents too late ? 
What have I gain’d, he said, in prison pent, 

If I but change my bonds for banishment ? 

And banish’d from her sight, I suffer more 
In freedom, than I felt in bonds before ; 

Forced from her presence, and condemn’d to live ; 
Unwelcome freedom, and unthank’d reprieve ; 
Heaven is not, but where Enuly abides. 

And where she ’s absent, all is heU besides. ^oo 
Next to my day of birth, was that accursed. 

Which bound my fnendship to Pirithous fiist : 
Had I not known that prince, I stfil had been 
In bondage, and had siSl Emilia seen : 

For though I never can her grace deserve, 

’Tis recompence enough to see and serve. 

0 Palamon, my kmsman and my friend. 

How much more happy fates thy love attend I 
Thine is the adventure ; thine the victory : 

Well has thy fortune turn’d the dice for thee : ^ 
Thou on that angel’s free may’st feed thine eyes. 
In prison, no ; but blissful paradise ! 

Thou daily seest that sun of beauty shine. 

And lov’st at least in love’s extremest line. 

1 mourn in absence, love’s eternal night ; ^ 

And who can tell but since thou hast her sight. 
And art a comely, young, and valiant knight. 
Fortune (a various power) may cease to fro>vn, 

I And by some ways unknown riiy wishes crown ] 
But I, the most forlorn of human kind, 

Nor help can hope, nor remedy can find ; 

But doom’d to drag my loathsome life in care, 

For my reward, must end it in despair. 

Fire, water, air, and earth, and force of fates. 

That governs all, and Heaven that all creates, 

Nor art, nor nature’s hand can ease my ^ief; 
Nothing but death, the wretch’s last relief : 

Then farewell youth, and all the joys that dwell, 
With youth and life, and life itself farewell 
But why, alas ! do mortal men in vain 
Of fortune, frte, or Providence complain? 

Ver. 379. Unpleased and pensive hence he takes his way,] 
The original exceeds the imitation here in the picture of 
Arcite’s distress: 

“ How great a sorwe suffereth now Arcite ? 

The deth he feleth thurgh his herte smite ; 

He weepeth, waileth, crieth pitously ; 

To sleen himself he waiteth hourly.” 

An admirable picture of despair I John Wabton. 
Ver. 383.] So Ferdinand in the Tempest, Act the first 

Might I but through my prison once a day 
Behold this maid : all comers else of the earth 
Let liberty make use of, shall enough 
Hava I in such a prison." John Wabton 
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God gives us Tvliat he knoTvs our wants require, 
And better things than those which we desire : 
Some pray for riches ; nches they obtain ; 

But, watch’d by robbersj, for theor wealth are 
slain : 

Some pray from prison to be freed ; and come, 
^\^len guilty of their vow^ to fall at home ; 
Murder’d by those they trusted with their life, 

A favour’d servant, or a bosom wife. 

Such dear-bought blessings happen every day, 
Because we know not for what things to pray. 
Like drunken sots about the street we roam : 
■VYell knows the sot he has a certain home : 

Yet knows not how to find the uncertain place, 
And blunders on, and staggers every pace. 

Thus all seek happiness ; but few can find. 

For far the greater part of men are blind. 

This is my cas^ who thought our utmost good 
"Was in one word of freedom understood : 

The fiital blessing came : from prison free, ^ 
I starve abroad, and lose the sight of Emily. 

Thus Arcite ; hut if Arcite thus deplore 
His sufferings, Palamon yet suffers more. 

For when he knew his rival fi:eed and gone, 

He swells with wrath; he -makes outrageous 
moan : 

He frets, he fumes, he stares, he stamps the 
ground; 

The hollow tower with clamours rings around: 
With briny tears he hathed his fetter’d feet. 

And droop’d all o’er with agony of sweat, 

Alas 1 he cried ! I, wretch, in prison pine, 

I Too happy rival, while the fruit is thme : 

I Thou liv’st at large, thou draw’st thy native air, 

; Pleased with thy freedom, proud of my despair : 
Thou may’st, since thou hast youth and courage 
join'd, 

A sweet behaviour and a solid mind, ^ 

Assemble ours, and all the Theban race. 

To vindicate on Athens thy disgrace; 

And after, by some treaty made, possess 
Fair Emily, the pledge of lastmg peace. 

So thine ^all be the beauteous prize, while I 
Must languish in despair, m prison die. 

Thus all the advantage of the strife is thine, 

Thy portion double joys, and double soitows 
mine. 

The rage of jealousy then fired his soul, 

And his &ce tmdled like a burning coal : ^ 

Xow cold despair, succeeding in her stead, 

To livid paleness turns the Rowing red. 

His blood, scarce hquid, creeps within his veins, 
Like watCT which the freezing wind constrains. 
Then thus he said : Eternal Deities, ^ 

TVlio rule the world with absolute decree^ 


Ver, 427. ffuHtif of their A Ladnism used 

i by Yirgil:— *^0011311 tnam ante aras, voti reus ” 

I JcnirWASToy. 

^ V er. 432. Li&e ilntnlen sots about, &c.l Sed ad homiuntn 

j sendia revertor, quorum animus, etsi caligante memoriO, 
tamen summum bonum repetit; sed veluti ebrius, domum 
q!io tramite revertatur, ignorat— Boethius de Cons. 1. 3. 
I Jolly WAEToy. 

Ter. 446. JSe frets, Aefifmes,] Why should I tell the 
reader to admire these seven lines? Dr. J. W'Asroy. 

Vur. 4-17. hotloiD An improvement: in 

Chaucer, ‘‘the giete tower.” Jony WABToy. 

T er. 448. h s fetter'd feet^ I take occasion here 

to observe, once f jr all, the beauty and simplicity of Dry- 
(ie u's epithets. J ohn W aetov. 

Ter, 470. Eternal EtitztSjl We think we are 


And write whatever time shiill bring to pass^ 
With pens of adamant, on plates of brass ; 

AVhat, is the race of human kind your care 
Beyond what all his fellow creatures are 1 
He with the rest is liable to pam, 

And like the sheep, his brother-beasb, is slain. 
Cold, hunger, prisons, ills without a cure, 

AU these he must, and guiltless oft endure ; ^ 

Or does your justice, power, or prescience fail, 

, When the good suffer, and the bad prevail ^ 

What worse to wretched virtue could befid, 

If fitte or giddy foitune govern’d all ? 

Hay, worse tbau other beasts is our estate ; 

Them, to pursue their pleasures, you create ; ^ 
We, bound by harder laws, must curb our will. 
And your commands, not our desires, fulfil ; 
Then, when the creature is unjustly slam, 

Yet after death at least he feels no pain ; 

But in life surcharged with woe before, ^ 
Hot freed when dead, is doom’d to suffer more. 

A serpent shoots his sting at unaware; 

An ambush’d thief forelays a traveller; 

The man lies murder’d, while the thief and snak^ 
One gains the thickets, and one thrids the brake. 
This let divines decide , but well I know, 

Just, or unjust, I have my share of wo^ 

Though Saturn, seated in a luckless place, 

.^d Juno’s wrath, that persecutes my race ; 

Or Mars and Venus, in a quarfcile, move 
My pangs of jealousy for ^cite’s love. 

Let Palamon oppress’d in bondage mourn, 
While to his exiled rival we return. 

By this, the sun, declining from his height. 

The day had shorten’d to prolong the mghfc : 

The lengthen’d night gave length of miseiy 
Both to the captive lover and the frea 
For Palamon in endless prison mourns, 

And Arcite forfeits life if he returns : 

The banish’d never hopes his love to se^ 

Xor hopes the captive lord his liberty : 

’Tis ha]^ to say who suffers greater pains : 

One sees his lov^ but cannot break his chains : 
One free, and all his motions uncontroll’d. 
Beholds whate’er he would, but what he would 
behold. 

Judge as you pleas^ for I will haste to tell 
What foiirune to the banish’d kmght befel. 

When Arcite was to Thebes return’d again. 

The loss of her he loved renew’d his pain; 

What could be worse, than never more to see ^ 
TTii? lifi^ soul, hip fihp.rming r Emily ? 


reading a chapter in Bayle, in defence of the Manichaean 
doctrines, instead of a passage in a romantic poem, con- 
cerning the lives of two unfortunate cavaliers. It is strange 
our author should introduce a metaphysical discourse in 
the midst of such a story. But Johnson says his delight 
was m ratiocination. The same may be said of a passage 
below, at verse 830. Dr. J. Waeton. 

Yen 473, With pens of adamant, on pledes of brass 
XaX?ein Sg-af i» hsKvau From Chaucer, 

Milton has adopted this expression: 

* indsas leges adamants perenni.” 

See Todd’s Milton, voL vii. p.333. 

John Waeton. 

I Ter. 512.^ ’2^ hard to saj/] In the original is an apo- 
I strophe, which In my hmnble opinion greatly heightens the 
^ pathos: 

“You lovers axe I now tliis question, 

Who hath the werse, Arcite or Palamon ? ’ 

! John Waeton 
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He raved with all the madness of despair, 

He roar’d, he beat his breast, he tore his hair. 
Dry sorrow m his stupid eyes appears, 

For, wanting nourishment, he wanted teal’s : 

His eye-balls in their hollow sockets sink. 

Bereft of sleep he loathes his meat and dnnk. 

He withers at his heart, and looks as wan 
As the pale spectre of a murder’d man . 

That pale tuins yellow, and his face receives 
The faded hue of sapless boxen leaves : 

In solitary groves he makes his moan. 

Walks early out, and ever is alone : 

Nor, mix’d in mirth, in youthful pleasures shares. 
But sighs when songs and instruments he heara ^ 
His spirits are so low, his voice is drown’d. 

He hears as from afar, or in a swound. 

Like the deaf mm-murs of a distant sound : 
Uncomb’d his locks, and squalid his attire, 

Unlike the trim of love and gay desire ; ‘ 

But full of museful mopings, which presage 
The loss of reason, and conclude in rage. 

This when he had endured a year and more, 

Nor whoUy changed from what he was before. 

It happen'd once, that, slumbering as he lay, ^ 
He dream’d, (his dream began at break of day) 
That Hermes o’er his head in air appear’d, 

And with soft words his drooping spirits cheer’d ; 
His hat, adorn’d with wings, disclosed the god. 
And in his hand he bore the sleep-compelUng 

Such as he seem’d when, at his sii'e’s command. 
On Argus’ head he laid the snaky wand. 

Arise, he said, to conquering Athens go, 

There fate appoints an end to all thy woe. 

The fright awaken’d Arcite with a start, 

Against his bosom bounced his heaving heart ; 

But soon he said, with scarce recover’d breath. 
And thither will I go, to meet my death. 

Sure to be slain ; but death is my desire, 

Since in Emilia’s sight I shall expire. 

By chance he spied a mirror while he spoke, 

And gazing there beheld his alter’d look ; 
Wondering, he saw his features and his hue 
So much were changed, that scarce himself he 
knew. 

A sudden thought then starting in his mind, 

Since I in Arcite cannot Arcite find. 

The world may search in vain with all their eyes. 
But never penetrate through this disguise. 

Thanks to the change which grief and sickness 
give. 

In low estate I may securely live, 


Ver. 524. D/ y sorrow in his stupid eyes appears, 1 
Aax^u» Ss y 0? ^ayivTcs, 

^IcrrotTou, ay^urvev 

Juliani jEgyptii in imaginem Pliilnctetib. 

Antliolog 11. Steph. p 313. 
John Warton. 

Ver. 535. Jtut sighs when songs and insti uments Tm hears."] 
“ Qui tristis audis musicum citharaj snnum. 

Quern tibianma macerat jucnnditas.” — Phtedins. 

John Warton. 


And see unknown my mistress day by day. 

He said ; and clothed himself in coarse arrav : 

A labouring hind in show ,■ then forth he went. 
And to the Athenian towers his journey bent . 
One squire attended in the same disguise, 

Made conscious of his master’s enterprise. 
Arrived at Athene soon he came to court. 
Unknown, unquestion’d in that thick resort; 
Proffering for hire his service at the gate, 

To drudge, draw water, and to run or wait ^ 
So fair befel him, that for little gain 
He served at first Emilia’s chamberlain ; 

And, watchful all advantages to spy. 

Was still at hand, and in his master’s eye ; 

And as his bones were big and sinews strong, ^ 
Refused no toil that could to slaves belong; 

But from deep wells with engines water drew. 
And used his noble hands the wood to hew. 

He pass’d a year at least attending thus 
On Emily, and call’d Philostratus. 

But never was there man of his degree 
So much esteem’d, so well beloved as he. 

So gentle of condition was he known. 

That through the court his courtesy was blown : 
All think him worthy of a greater place, ^ 
And recommend him to the royal grace ; 

That exercised within a highei* sphere. 

His virtues more conspicuous might appeal*. 

Thus by the general voice was Arcite pi*aised, 
Amd by great Theseus to high fe.vour raised ; 
Among his menial servants first enroll’d, 

And Imgely entertain’d with sums of gold • 
Besides what secretly from Thebes was sent, 

Of his own income, and his annual rent : 

This well employ'd, he purchased friends and 
fame, 

But cautiously conceal’d from whence it came. 
Thus for three years he lived with large ino-ease, 
In arms of honour, and esteem in peace; 

To Theseus’ person he was ever near; 

And Theseus for his virtues held him dear. 


BOOK II. 

While Aircite lives in bliss, the story turns 
Where hopeless Palanion in prison mourns. 

For six long years immured, the captive knight 
Had dragg’d his chains, and scarcely seen the 
hght : 

Lost liberty and love at once he bore : 

His prison pain’d him much, his passion more : 
Nor dares he hope his fetters to remove. 

Nor ever wishes to be free from love. 

But when the sixth revolving year was run, 
And May within the Twms received the sun, ^ 
Were it by chance, or forceful destiny, 

Which foimB in causes first whate’er shall 
Assisted by a friend, one moonless night, 

This Palamon from prison took his flight : 


Ver 561. JSy chance he spied a mirror while he spohe^ 
This is not accoiding to the original, wMch, I think, con- 
tains a very natural incident: “And with that word he 
caught a gret mirrour.” In the sudden thought of revisit- 
ing Athens, he wished to see what appearance he made. 
John Wabton. 

Ver 666 Sinee I in Arcite, &c] Chaucer continues his 
narrative, which is more judicious. John Wabton. 


Ver 610. And Theseus, &c] “ Palamon and An^," a 
comedy, was acted before queen Elizabeth in, Christ Church 
Hall at Oxford, 1566, with which the queen appeared to be 
much delighted, and promised to reward the author, Kichard 
Edwards, for his pains. His poems are printed in the Pa- 
radise of Dainty Devises. London, quarto, 1578. Dr. J . 
Wabton 
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A pleasant beverage he prepared before, ^ 
Of wine and honey mix’d with added store 
Of opinm ; to his keeper this he brought, 

Who swallow’d unaware the sleepy draught, 

And snored secure till mom, his senses bound 
In slumber, and in long oblivion drown’d ®o 
Short was the night, and careful Palamon 
Sought the next covert ere the rising sun. 

A thick-spread forest near the city lay. 

To this with lengthen’d strides he took his way, 
(For far he could not fly, and fear’d the day.) ^ 
Safe from pursuit, he meant to shun the hght, 
Till the brown shadows of the friendly night 
To Thehes might favour his intended flight. 

When to his country come, his next design 
Was all the Theban race in arms to join, 

And war on Theseus, till he lost his life. 

Or won the beauteous Emily to wife. 

Thus while his thoughts the lingering day h^uile. 
To gentle Arcite let us turn our style ; 

Who httle dreamt how nigh he was to care, 

Tin treacherous fortune caught him in Hie snare. 
The morning lark^ the messenger of day. 

Saluted in her song the morning gray ; 

And soon the sun arose with beams so bright. 


Uncautious Arcite thought himself alone, 

And less than all suspected Palamon ; 

Who listening heard him, while he search’d the 
grove, 

And loudly sung his roundelay of love : 

But on the sudden stopp’d, and silent stood. 

As lovers often muse, and change their mood ; 
Now high as heaven, and then as low as hell ; 
Now up, now down, as buckets in a well ; 

For Venus, like her day, will change her cheer 
And seldom shall we see a Friday clear. 

Thus Arcite having sung, with alter’d hue ^ 
Sunk on the ground, and from his bosom drew 
A desperate sigh, accusing heaven and fate^ 

And angry Juno’s unrelenting hate. 

Cursed he the day when first I did appear ; 

Let it be blotted from the calendar, 7oe 

Lest it pollute the month, and poison all the year. 
Still will the jealous Queen pursue our race 'i 
Cadmus is dead, the Theban city was : 

Yet ceases not her hate : for all who come 
From Cadmus are involved in Cadmus’ doom. ^ 
I suffer for my blood : unjust decree I 
That punishes another’s crime on me. 

In mean estate I serve my mortal foe. 


That all the horizon laugh’d to see the joyous The man who caused my coimtry’s overthrow. 

. j . This is not all ; for Jirno, to my shame, 7 ih 

He wi^ his tepid rays the rose renewsi, Has forced me to forsake my former name ; 

And licks the drooping leaver and dries the dews ; Arcite I wa^ Philostratus I am. 

W hen Arcite left his bed, resolved to pay That side of heaven is all my enemy j 

Observance to the month of meny May : Mars ruin’d Thehes : his mother rmn’d me. 

l^rth on his fieiy steed betimes ne rode, Qf gji pace remains but one 

^piat scarcely prints the turf on which he trod : Besides myself, the unhappy Palamon, 

At ease he seem’d, and, pricing o’er the plains. Whom Theseus holds in hond% and will not free; 
Turn d only to the grove his horse’s rein^ Without a crim^ except his kin to me. 

The grove I named before ; and, Hghted ther^ Yet these, and all the rest, I could endure ; 

A woodfame garland sought to crown his hair; eeo pop a malady without a cure • ^ 

pen t^’d his flme against the i^g day. Fierce Love has pierced me with his fiery dart. 

Aim raism ms voice to welcome in the May. He fires within, and hisses at my heart, 

h or thee, sweet month, the groves green Your eyes, fair Emily, my fate pursue • 

^ I suffer for the rest, I die for yol 

of the year : Of such a goddess no time leaves record, 725 

pr thee the Graces lead dancing hours, ew ^,Yh.o bum’d the temple where she was adored • 
^d N^es ready pencil paints the flowers : And let it bum, I never will complain, 

u ^ ^ ^7 sufferings, if you know my pain 

pe suli^tropicfe^ and moves more slowly on. At this a sicldy qualm his hoajrt as^l’d,^ ^ ' 

ring inward, and his senses fail’d. 7J0 


o— iu.Y’vcu.u, aoiu juis sBUBes laiia 

N or Mats v^om d teeth thy tendrils bite, ^ No word miss’d Palamon of all he spoke 

ns tllOll ShAlT. mnnp mtr -won/liamTio. J ty—j. n 


As thou Shalt guide my wandering feet to find 
The fragrant greens I seek, my brows to bmd. 


But soon to deadly pale he changed his look : 
He trembled every limb, and felt a smart, 


TT^cnrTx... jj • 17 '. f-, , “^“*'** uiwiiiwj-cu. overv uniu, ana leit a smart, 

t® lie stray'd, ^ if cold steel had ghded through his heart ; 
rate or fortune near the place convey’d Nor loncrAr Rfnn/i t,,.. 


m fete or fortune near the place convey’d 
Bps steps where secret Palamon was laid. ®7S 
F^ little thought him of the gentle knighi^ 

Who, flying death, had there conceal’d his flight. 
In brakes and brambles hid, and shuTming moital 
sight 

Md less he knew him for his hated foe. 

But fear’d him as a man he did not know. rao 
^t as it has been said of ancient years, 
pe fields are full of eyes, and woods have ears : 
pr this the wise are ever on their guard. 

For, unforeseen, they say, is unprepared. 

TW woods naoe ears :1 

1 Here is an old Monkish verse to this effect: ** 

« Campus habet lumen, et hahet nemns antis acnmen.” 

* an Hebrew proverb much to the 

fijeat matters in a field that £ SlH)^ 
little lulls. —Kay s Proveibs. John Wjlbtou 


Nor longer stood, but starting from his place, 735 
Discover’d stood, and show’d his hostile face ; 

Ver. 699, Cursed ie the day tsTien first 1 did empmr: 

Let it he blotted from the ealendar, 

Lest it pollute the mmth, aud poison aU the ymr^ 
day perish wherein I was hom, and let it not 
days of the year. Let it not come into 
the number of the months. Let them curse it that curse 
the day.”— J ob iii. 8, et seq. John Warton. 

Ver. 703, the Theian city was:'] 

“ fiiit IHum.” Jomi 'Waeton. 

Di^J^ ■^AETON — ^ 3 Inexcusably vulgar, 

Ver. 726 gf such a goddess no time leaves record, 

Who hurrid the tem^e where she was adored:] 


wno bum d the temple where she was adored ;] 
This wnceh is not in the original of Chaucer, hut may 
MisceUanies, being the concluding 
T cirew Mistress,” bv 

hero '“sort them 

nere, we cannot readily conceive. John Waeton 
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False traitor Arcite, traitor to thy blood, 

Bound by thy sacred oath to seek my good, 

Now art thou found forsworn, for EmUy ; 

And dar’st attempt her love, for whom I die. 

So hast thou cheated Theseus with a wile. 

Against thy vow, returning to beguile 
Under a borrow’d name : as false to me, 

So false thou art to him who set thee free : 

But rest assured, that either thou shalt die, 745 
Or else renounce thy claim in Emily; 

For though unarm’d I am, and (freed by chance) 
Am here without my sword, or pointed lance : 
Hope not, base man, unquestion’d hence to go. 
For I am Palamon, thy mortal foe. 7®® 

Arcite, who heard his tale, and knew the man. 
His sword unsheathed, and fiercely thus began : 
Now, by the gods, who govern heaven above, 
Wert thou not weak with hunger, mad -with love. 
That word had been thy last, or in this gi’ove 7^5 
This hand should force thee to renounce thy lo^ e. 
The surety which I gave thee, I de^fy : 

Fool, not to know that love endures no tie, 

And Jove but laughs at lovers’ peijury. 

Know I will serve the fair in thy despite ; 7 b 0 

But since thou art my kinsman, and a knight, 
Here, have my faith, to-moirow in this grove 
Our arms shall plead the titles of our love : 

And Heaven so help my right, as I alone 
Will come, and keep the cause and quarrel both 
unknown, 765 

With arms of proof both for myself and thee ; 
Choose thou the best, and leave ihe worst to me. 
And, that at better ease thou may’st abide. 
Bedding and clothes I will this night provide. 
And needful sustenance, that thou may’st be 770 
A conquest better won, and worthy me. 

His promise Palamon accepts ; but pray’d. 

To keep it better than the first he made. 

Thus fair they parted till the morrow’s dawn. 

For each had laid his plighted faith to pawn. 775 
Oh Love I thou sternly dost thy power mamtain. 
And -wilt not bear a rival in thy reign, 

Tyrants and thou all fellowship disdain. 

This was in Ai’cite proved, and Palamon, 

Both in despair, yet each would love alone. Tso 
Arcite return’d, and, as in honour tied. 

His foe with bedding, and with food supplied; 
Then, ere the day, two suits of armour soughi^ 
Which borne before him on his steed he brought : 
Both wei e of shining steel, and wrought so pure, 7s» 
As might the strokes of two such arms endure. 
Now, at the tune, and in the appointed place. 

The challenger and challenged, face to face, 
Approach ,* each other from a& they knew. 

And from afar their hatred changed their hue. Tw 
So stands the Thracian herdsman with his spear, 
Full in the gap, and hopes the hunted bear, 


Yer. 760. Fw X am Palam(m^'\ That profound philoso- 
pher, who of all others penetrated most deeply into the 
human heart, has observed, that a discoviry is, of aU events, 
most likely to interest a reader. Dr. J Wabton. 

Ver, 777. And wilt not bear a rival in thy reigrij 

Tyrants and thou aU fellowship di^ain^ 

“ Nec regna socium ferre nec tsodce sciunt.” 

Sen. Agam. 269. 

So also Spenser: 

“ For love and lordship bide no paragone.” 

Mother llnhb. Tale. 

John Warton. 

■\ er. 791. So stnnds the Thracuxn\ Our language scaice 


And bears bim rustling in the wood, and sees 
His course at distance by the bending trees 
And thinks, Here comes my mortal enemy, "95 
And either he must fall m fight, or I : 

This while he thinks, he lifts aloft his dart ; 

A generous chilness seizes every part : 

The veins pour back tbe blood, and fortify the , 
heart. 

Thus pale they meet; their eyes with fuiy 
bum ; 

None greets ; for none the greeting will retmn : 
But in dumb surliness;, each arm’d with care 
His foe profess’d, as brother of the war: 

Then both, no moment lost, at once advance 
Against each other, arm’d with sword and lance : 
They laj^b^ they fom, rhey pass, they strive to bore 
Their corslets, and the thinned parts explore. 
Thus two long hours in equal arms they stood. 
And, wounded, wound ; till both were bathed in 
blood ; 

And not a foot of ground had either got, 

As if the world depended on the spot. 

Fell Arcite like an angry tiger f^ed, 

And like a hon Palamon appear’d : 

Or, as two boars, whom love to battle draws, 

With rising bristles, and with frothy jaws, 

Their adverse breasts with tusks oblique they 
wound; 

With grunts and groans the forest rings around. 

So fought the knights, and fighting must abide. 
Till fate an umpire sends their difference to 
decide. 

The power that ministers to God’s decrees, 

And executes on earth what Heaven foresee^ 
Call’d Providence, or Chance, or Fatal Sway, 
Comes with resistless force, and finds or makes 
her way, 

Nor kings, nor nation^ nor united power. 

One moment can retard the appointed hour, 

And some one day, some wondrous chance ap- 
pears, ^ , 

Which happen’d not in centuries of years : 

For sure, whate’er we mortals hate, or love, 

Or hope, or fear, depends on powers above ; 

They move our appetites to good or ill, ®® 

And by foresagbt necessitate the wilL 
in Theseus this appears; whose youthful joy 
Was beasts of cbace in forests to destroy ; 

This gentle knight, inspired by joUy May, 

Forsook his easy couch at early day, 

And to the wood and wilds pursued his way. 

can produce nine more heautifully-fiiiished lines. Dr. J. 
Wabton. 

I think the original fully equal to the imitation: 

“ Eight as the hunter in the regne of Trace 
That stondeth at a gappe with a spere, 

■Whan hunted is the lion or the here, 

AT.d hereth him come rushing in the greves, 

And hreking hothe the houghes and the leves, 

And thinketh, here cometh my mortal enemy, 
Y7ithouten faille, he must be ded or I ; 

For eyther I mote slen bim at the gappe 
Or he mote slen me, if that me mishappe, 

John Wabton. 

Ver. 826. And some one day, some wondrous chance apptat s, 
II hick happen'd not in centurws of years:} 

« The extreme parts of time extremely form 
AU causes to the purpose of his speed ; 

And otten, at his very loose, decides 
That whi(m long process could not arbitrate 

Shakspeare’s Love’s Lab. Lost, Act. v. 

John Wabton 
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reside him rode Hippolita the queen, 

And Emily attired in lively green, 

With horns, and hounds, and all the tuneful cry. 
To hunt a royal hart within the covert nigh . 

And as he follow’d 3 fclars before, so now 
He seiwes the goddess of the silver bow. 

The way that Theseus took was to the wood 
Where the two knights in cruel battle stood : 

The lawn on which they fought, the appomted 
place ^ ^ 

In which the uncoupled hounds began the chace. 
Thither forth-right he rode to rouse the prey. 
That shaded by the fern in harbour lay ; 

And thence dModged, was wont to leave the 
wood. 

For open fields, and cross the crystal flood. ^ 
Approach’d, and looking underneath the sun, 

He saw proud Ardte, and fierce Palamon, 

In moitd battle doubling blow on blow ; 

Like lightning flamed their fauchions to and fro. 
And shot a dreadfulgleam; so sti-ongthey strook,^ 
There seem’d less force required to fell an oak : 
He gazed -vnth wonder on their equal might. 
Look’d eager on, but knew not either knight : 
Pesolved to learn, he spurr’d his fiery steed 
With goring rowels to provoke his speed. ^ 
The minute ended that be^m the race. 

So soon he was betwixt ’em on the place ; 

And with his sword unsheathed, on pain of hfe 
Commands both combatants to cease their strife : 
Then with imperious tone pursues his threat ; ^ 
What are you ^ why in arms together met ? 

How dares your pride presume against my laws, 
As in a listed field to fight your cause ? 

UuasVd the royal grant; no marshal by. 

As knightly rites require; nor judge to tiyl 
Tiicn Palamon, with scarce recover’d breath, 

TL;is hasty spoke : We both deserve the death, 
And both would die ; for look the world around, 
\ p.ili* so \vi'e:chel is not to be foimd. 

Dur hfe ’s a load , encumber’d with the chai'ge,®^ 
\Ve long to set the imprison’d soul at large. 

Xow, as thou art a sovereign judge, decree 
The rightfril doom of death to him and me ; 

Let neither find thy grace ; for giuce is ciuelty. 

Me first, oh, kill me first ; and cure my woe ; ^ 
Then sheathe the sword of justice on my foe : 

Or kill him first ; for when his name is heard. 

He foremost will receive his due reward. 

Arcite of Thebes is he ; thy mortal foe : 

On whom thy grace did liberty bestow, 

But first contracted, that if ever found 
By day or night upon the Athenian gi’ound, 

His head should pay the forfeit ; see return’d 
Tlie poijured knight, his oath and honour scorn’d. 
For this is he, who, with a borrow’d name 
And proffer’d service, to thy palace came, 

Xow call’d Philostrafeus : retain’d by thee, 

A traitor trusted, and in high degree, 

A<pirmg to the bed of beauteous Emily. 

My part remains r*fi:om Thebes my birth I own. 
And call myself ihe unhappy Palamon. sse 

Think me not like that man ; since no disgrace 
Can force me to renounce the honour of my race. 

"S'er, SSO. Me first, nh, hll me first ;j For the passionate 
rci>etitiun of Me he h* indebted to h& old master, Virgd. 
Join? Wartos. 

Ver. 89". Thinly me not Jile iJiot man ;3 It does not often 
Iia|il»en tlmt the additions m.uit' hj ttur poet are really im- 
i ruvements. I rather thcik that these words aie not in 


Know me for what I am * I broke my chain, 

Kor promised I thy prisoner to remain : 

The love of liberty with hfe is given. 

And life itself the inferior gift of Heaven. 

Thus without crime I fled ; but farther know, 

I, with this Arcite, am thy mortal foe : 

Then give me death, since I thy hfe pursue ; ^ 

For safeguard of thyself, death is my due. 

More would’st thou know ^ I love bright Emily, 
And, for her sake, and in her sight, will die : 

But kill my rival too ; for he no less 
Deserves ; and I thy righteous doom will bless, 
Assured that what I lose, he never shall possess. 
To this replied the stem Athenian prince, 

And sourly smiled : In owning your offence 
Ton judge yourself; and I but keep record 
in place of law, while you pronounce the word.^^® 
Take your desert^ the death you have decreed; 

I seal your doom, and ratify the deed ; 

By Mars, the patron of my arms, you die. 

He said ; dumb sorrow seized the standers-by. 
The queen above the rest, by nature good, 

(The pattern form’d of perfect womaifiiood) 

For tender pity wept : when she began. 

Through the bnght quire the infectious viiine ran. 
All dropp’d their teal’s, even the contended maid . 
And thus among themselves they softly said : 
Mliat eyes can suffer this unworthy sight ! 

Two youths of royal blood, renown’d in fight. 

The mastership of heaven in face and mind, 

And lovers, ftr beyond their faithless kind : 

See their wide-streaming wounds: they neither 
came 

For pride of empire, nor desire of feme : 

Kings fight for togdoms, madmen for applause : 
But love for love idone ; that crowns the lover’s 
cause. 

This thought, which ever bribes the beauteous 
kind, 

Such pity wrought in every lady’s mind, 

They left their steeds, and prostrate on the place, 
From the fierce king implored the offendeiu’ 
grace. 

He paused a while, stood silent in his mood, 
(For yet his rage was boiling in his blood ,) 

But soon his tender mind the impression felt, 

(As softest metals are not slow to melt, 

And pity soonest mus in softest minds .) 

Then reasons with himself; and first he finds 
His passion cast a mist before his sense. 

And either made, or magnified the offence. 

Offence 1 of what ? to whom ^ who judged the 
cause? 

The pi-Lsoner freed himself by nature’s laws • 

Bom free, he sought his right : the man ho freed 
IrVas peijured, hut his love excused the deed : 
Thus pondering, he look’d under with his eyes, 
And saw the women’s tears, and heard their 
cries; 

TVhich moved compassion more; he shook his 
head. 

And softly sighing to himself he said : 

001*86 on tile unpardoning prince, whom tears 
can draw 

To no remorse; who rules by lions’ law ; 


character with the nohle-minded ingenuous Palamon. 
John Warton. 

Yer. 913. Ayid soutly smUnd^ The aspramente sorrise 
and svi j lie aniaramente of Anosto and Tasso. Todd 
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And deaf to prayers, by no submission bow’d, 
Rends all alike ; tbe penitent, and proud ! 

At tbis, with look serene, he raised his head; 
Reason resumed her place, and passion fled ; 

Then thus aloud he spoke : The power of love,®^*® 
In earth, and seas, and air, and heaven above. 
Rules, unresisted, with an awful nod ; 

By daily miracles declared a god : 

He blinds the wise, gives eye-sight to the blind ; 
And moulds and stomps anew the lover’s mind.®^ 
Behold that Arcite, and this Palamon, 

Fi’eed from my fetters, and in safety gonei, 

What hinder’d either m their native soil 
At ease to reap the harvest of their toil ? 

But Love, their lord, did otherwise ordain, 

And brought ’em in their own despite again, 

To suffer death deseived ; for well they know, 
’Tis m my power, and I their deadly foe. 

The proverb holds, that to be wise and love, 

Is hardly granted to the gods above. 

See how the madmen bleed : behold the gains 
With which their master, Love, reward their 
pains. 

.For seven long years, on duty every day, 

Lo their obedience, and theii* monarch’s pay : 

Yet, as in duty bound, they serve him on ; ^ 

And, ask the fools, they think it wisely done ; 
Nor ease, nor wealth, nor life itself, regard. 

For ’tis their maxim. Love is love’s reward 
This is not all ; the fair, for whom they strove, 
Nor knew before, nor could suspect their love, 
Nor thought, when she beheld the fight from far, 
Her beauty was the occasion of the war. 

But sure a general doom on man is pass’d, 

And all are fools and lovers, first or last : 

This, both by others and myself, I know, 

For I have served their sovereign long ago ; 

Oft have been caught within the winding train 
Of female snares, and felt the lover’s pain, 

And leam’d how far the god can human hearts 
constrain. 

To this remembrance, and the prayers of those, 
Who for the offendmg warriors interpose, 

I give their forfeit lives ; on this accord. 

To do me homage as their sovereign lord ; 

And as my vassals, to their utmost might, 

Assist my person, and assert my nght- 
This freely sworn, the knights their grace obtain’d. 
Then thus the king his secret thoughts explain’d ; 
If wealth, or honour, or a royal race. 

Or each, or all may wm a lady’s grace, 

Then either of you knights may weU. deserve 
A princess bom ; and such is she you serve ; 

For Emily is sister to the crown. 

And but too weU to both her beauty known : 

But should you combat tiU you both were dead, 
Two lovers cannot share a smgle bed : 

As therefore both are eqnal in degree. 

The lot of both be left to destiny, 

Ver 974. The •proverb Tiolds^ &c.] 

" A.iiare et sapere viz Deo conceditur.” — ^Publ. Sy. 

To be wise and eke to love, 

Is granted scarce to gods above.”— Spenser. 

John Wabton. 

Ver 997. on this accord^ 

To do mA homage as their sovereign lord, "I 

So the magnanimous Scipio to Allucins ; “ Ilanc merce- 
dem unam pro eo mimcie paciscor, amicus Populo Romano 
sis.” — Liv. 1. 26, c. 50. J ohn W ahton. 


Now hear the a^vTird, and happy may it prove 
To her, and him who best deserves her love. 

Depart from hence m peace, and, free as air, 

Search the wide world, and where you pleahe 
repair; 

But on the day when this returning sun 
To the same point through every agn. has run, 
Then each of you his hundred knights shall bring, 
In royal lists, to fight before the ^g ; i**-® 

And then the knight, whom fate or happy chance 
Shall with his friends to victory advance, 

And grace his arms so fer in equal fighi^ 

From out the bars to force his opposite, 

Or Trillj or make him recreant on the plain, 

The prize of valour and of love shall gain ; 

The vanquish’d party shall their claim release, 

And the long jars conclude in lasting peace. 

The charge be mine to adorn the chosen ground. 
The theatre of war, for champions so renown’d ; 
And take the patron’s place, of either knight, 

With eyes impartial to behold the fight; 

And Heaven of me so judge as I shall judge aright. 

If both are satisfied with this accord, 

Swear by the laws of knighthood on my sword. 

Who now but Palamon exults with joy ? 

And ravish’d Arcite seems to touch the sky : 

The whole assembled troop was pleased as well. 
Extol the award, and on their knees they feU 
To bless the gracious king. The kmghts with 
leave ^ I 

Departing from the place, his last commands 
receive ; 

On Emily with equal ardour look. 

And from her eyes their inspiration took. 

From thence to Thebes’ old walls pursue their way, 
Each to provide his champions for the day. 

It might be deem’d, on our historian’s part. 

Or too much negligence, or want of art. 

If he foi^got the vast magnificence 
Of royal Theseus, and his large expence. 

He first inclosed for Hsts a level ground, 

The whole circumference a mile around ; 

The form was circular ; and aU without 
A trench was sunk, to moat the place about 
Within an amphitheatre appear’d. 

Raised in degrees, to sixty paces rear’d : 

That when a man was placed in one degree, 

Height was allow’d for him above to see. 

Eastward was built a gate of marble white ; 

The like adorn’d the western opposite. 

A nobler object than this fiibric was, 

Rome never saw ; nor of so vast a space. 

For rich with spoils of many a conquer’d land. 

All arts and artists Theseus could command ; 

Who sold for hire, or wrought for better fame , 

The master-painters, and the carvers, came. 

So rose within the compass of the year 
An age’s work, a glorious theatre. 

Then o’er its eastern gate was raised above 
A temple, sacred to the Queen of Love ; 

Au altar stood below : on either hand 
A piiest with roses crown’d, who held a myrtle 
wand- 

The domo of IVIars was on the gate opposed. 

And on the north a turret was inclosed, 

Ter. 1070. 

.fin altar stood below: on either hand 
A piiest loith roses crovirid^ who held a myrtle wand.} 

Ovr author has adorned this passage with appropriate 
imagery. John Wanton. 
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Within the walls of alabaster white, 

And crimson coral for the queen of night, 

Who takes in sylvan sports her chaste delight. 

Within these oratories might you see 
Eich carvings, portraitures, and imageiy : 

Where every figure to the life e3q>ress’d 
The godhead’s power to whom it was address’d. 
In Yenus’ temple on the sides were seen 
The broken slumbers of enamour’d men. 

Prayers that ev’n spoke, and pity seem’d to call. 
And issuing sighs ^t smoked dong the wall 
Complaints, and hot desires, the lover’s hell, 

And scalding tears that wore a ch an n el where 
they ^ : 

And all around were nuptial bonds, the tie% 

Of love’s assurance, and a train of lies, 

That, made in lust, conclude in pequiies. 

Beauty, and Toutt and Wealth, and Luxury, 
And sprightly Hope, and short-enduring Joy; 
And ^rceries to raise the infernal powers 
And Sigils &amed in planetary hours : 

Expence, and After-thought, and idle Care, 

And Doubts of motley hue, and dark Despair; 
Suspicions, and fenta^cal Surmise, 

And Jealousy sufiused, with jaundice in her eyes. 
Discolouring all she view’d, in tawny dress’d ; 
Down-look’4 and with a cuckoo on her fist. 
Opposed to her, on t* other ade advance 
The costly feast, the carol, and Ihe dance, 
Minstrels, and music, poeiiy, and play, 

And balls by night, and tournaments by day. 

All these were painted on the walls, and more ; 
With acts and monuments of times before : 

And others added by prophetic doom, 

And lovers yet unborn, and loves to come : 

For there tfie Idalian moxmt, and Cfitheron, 

The court of Yenus, was in colours drawn : 

Before the palace-gate^, in careless dress, 

And loose array, sat portress Idleness ; 

There, by the fount, Narcissus pined alone ; 

There Sjunson was; with wiser Solomon, 

And all the mighty names by love undone. 
Medea’s charms were there, Circean feasts, 

With bowls that turn’d enamour’d youths to 
beasts : 

Here might be seen, that beauty, wealth, and wit, 
And piwe^ to the power of love submit : 

The spreading snare for all mankind is laid ; 

And lovers aH betray, and are betray’d. 1^20 
The goddess’ self some noble hand had wrought; 
Smiling she seem’d, and full of pleasing thought : 

Ver. IH^ And aU fAe mighty nameSy &c.] Our poet 
omits, in his haste, several of the most apposite examples 
As for instaztee, Chanoer says : 

** Ne yet the grete strength of Hercules, 

Ke of Tunms the hardy fiers corage, 

The riche Cresus, caitff in servage.” 

For Hercules he has suhstituted Samson. Jobk Wab- 

Tojr. 

\ er. 112L The goddess^ My reader perhaps may 
not be displeased with the fallowing lines, v^ch contain 
some of the leading features of this anlTTmt^ d description. : 

AfTtrar^eu "Stiatnar, 

Tetf araSvtiutzD irei /uertfo^ St^rt 

^ ’A-rtWiiW fA»xBn Cftt yieUSStatf 

iri Tkvcotfjtvf. 

Aurm 9VV Afhi»atiii rt ateu Hra 

Oix in rot o’s ifiv igz»fi^9<x,^ 

Anthol. H. Steph. p. 336. 

John Wabtos. 


Prom ocean as she first began to rise, 

And smooth’d the ruffled seas, and clear’d the 
skies; 

She trod the brine all bare below the breast, 

And the green waves but iU conceal’d the rest. 

A lute she held ; and on her head was seen 
A wreath of roses red, and myrtles green ; 

Her turtles fann’d the buxom air above ; 

And, by his mother, stood an infant Love, 

With wings unfledged ; his eyes were banded o’er; 
His hands a bow, his back a quiver bore, 

Supplied with arrows bright and keen, a deadly 
store. 

But in the dome of mighty Mars the red 
With different figures all the sides were spread ; 
This temple, less in form, with equal grace, 

Was imitative of the first in Thrace : 

: For that cold region was the loved abode, 

And sovereign mansion of the warrior god. 

The landscape was a forest wide and bare ; 

Where neither beast, nor human kind repair; 

The fowl, that scent afiir, the borders fly, 

And shun the bitter bl^t, and wheel about the 
sky. 

A cake of scurf lies baking on the groimd, 

And prickly stubs, instead of trees, are found ; 

Or woods with Imots and knares deform’d and 
old; 

Headless the most, and hideous to behold : 

A rattling tempest through the branches went, 
That stripp’d ’em bare, and one sole way they 
bent 

Heaven froze above, severe, the clouds congeal, 
And through the crystal vault appear'd the 
standing hail. I’si 

Such was the face without • a mountain stood 
Threatening from high, and overlook’d the wood : 
Beneath the lowering brow, and on a bent, 

Tlie temple stood of Mai’s aimipotent : 

The frame of burnish’d steel, that cast a glare 
From fai’, and seem’d to thaw the freezing air. 

A strait long entiy to the temple led, 

Blind with high walls, and horror over head ; 


Ver. 1126. ATid the green wni,es\ Drvden, as in tins 
most elegant passage, scarce ever uses above one epithet 
to its substantive. Many of our lace wiiters, with a nau- 
seous affectation, accumulate three or foni* epithets on the 
same subject Lucretius, the most nervous of all poets, 
has some lines of great energy, without one single epithet 
in them : 

“Nubila, ros, imbres, nix, venti, fulmina, grando.” 
“Yulneribus, clamore, fugil, clangore, tnmuM.” 
“Prata, lacus, rivos, segetes, vinetaqiie Iffita.” 

Horace has a few : 

“ Viribus, ingenio, specie, virtute, loco, re.” 

I remember no one line without epithet in Virgil. One 
of Milton has great force : 

“Rocks, caves, lakes, dens, hogs, fens, and shades of death.” 

Dr. J. Wabton. 

Ver. 1140. The landscape was a forest wide and lare;'] 
Our author has here added circumstances that highly im- 
prove the original, and has set before us a picture full of 
the wild imagery of Salvator Rosa. That my reader may 
judge, I have here cited the original passage : 

“ First on the wall was peinted a forest, 

In which ther wonneth neyther man ne best, 

With knotty knarry barrein trees old. 

Of stuhhes sharps and hidous to behold; 

In which ther ran a romble and a swough, 

As though a storme shuld bresten every bough.” 

John Wabton. 
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Thence issued such a blast, and hollow roar, 

As threaten’d from the hinge to heave the door ; 
In through that door, a northern light there 
shone , 

Twas all it had, for windows there were none. 

The gate was adamant , eternal frame * 

"Which, hew’d by Mars himself, from Indian 
quarries came, 

The labour of a god ; and all along 
Tough iron plates were clench’d to mate it 
strong. 

A tun about was every pillar there; 

A polish’d miiTor shone not half so clear. 

There saw I how the secret felon wrought, 

And treason labouring in the traitor's thought. 
And midwife Time the ripen’d plot to mm*der 
brought 

There the red Anger dared the palhd Fear ; 

Next stood Hypocrisy, with holy leer ; 

Soft smiling, and demurely lookmg down, 

But hid the dagger underneath the gown • 

The assassinating wife, the household fiend. 

And fiir the blaxiest Ihere, the traitor-fidend. 

On t’ other side there stood Destruction bare ; 
TJnpunish’d Rapine, and a waste of war 
Contest, with sharpen’d knives in cloisters drawn. 
And aU with blood bespread the holy lawn. 

Loud menaces were heard, and foul disgrace. 

And bawlmg infamy, in language base, 

Till sense was lost m sound, and silence fled the 
place. 

The slayer of himself yet saw I there. 

The gore congeal’d was clotted in his hair : 

With eyes half closed, and gaping mouth he lay, 
And grim, as when he breathed bis sullen soul 
away. 

In midst of all the dome, Misfortune sat, 

And gloomy Discontent, and fell Debate, 

And Madness laughmg in Ins ireful mood ; 

And arm’d complaint on theft ; and cnes of blood. 
There was the murder’d corpse, m covert laid. 
And violent death in thousand shapes display'd : 
The city to the soldier’s rage resid’d : 

Successless wars, and poverty behmd : 

Ships burnt in fight, or forced on rocky shores, 
And the rash hunter strangled by the boars : 

The new-bom babe by nurses overlaid; ^ ; 

And the cook caught within the raging fili’e he ' 
made. 

AH ills of Mars his nature, flame, and steel ; 

The gasping charioteer, beneath the wheel 
Of his own car; the ruin’d house that falls 
And intercepts her lord betwixt the walls : ^ 

The whole division that to Mai’s pertains. 

All trades of death that deal m steel for gains, 
Were there ; the butcher, armourer, and smith, 
"Who forges sharpen’d fauchionsi, or the scythe. 

The scarlet Conquest on a tower was placed, 

With shouts, and soldiers’ acclamations graced ; 

A pointed sword hung threatening o’er Ms hea4 
Sustam’d but by a slender twine of thread. 

There saw I Mars his ides, the Capitol, 

The seer m vain foretellmg Caesar’s fell ; 

Ver. 1161. As threatnCd from the hinge to heave door f\ 
Ail happy instance of alliteration. Johit WAavoy 
Ver, 1212. A pointed award hung ihreatefning o'er his head^ 
Distnctus ensis cm super impiS 
Cervice pendet.” — Ilor lit. m Od. 1. 

Jomi Wabtok. 


The last tnum-vni’s, and the wars they move. 

And Antony, who lost the world for*love. 

These, and a thousand more, the fene adorn ; 
Their fates were painted ere the men wore born, 
All copied from the heavens, and ruling force ^ 
Of the red star, in Ms revolving course. 

The form of Mars high on a chariot stood. 

All sheathed m arms, and gruffly look’d the god * 
Two geomantic figui*es were display’d 
Above Ms head, a warrior and a maid,* i-s 

One when direct, and one when retrograde. 

Tired with deformities of death, I haste 
To the third temple of Diana cha^e. 

A sylvan scene with various greens was drawn, 
Shades on the sides, and in the midst a larni ; 

The silver Cynthia, with her nymphs around 
Pursued the flying deer, the woods with boms 
resound : 

Calisto there stood mamfest of shame, 

And, turn’d a bear, the northern star became: 
Her son was next, and, by peculiar grace, 

In the cold circle held the second place : 

The stag Actseon in the stream had qiied 
The naked huntress, and, for seeing, died : 

Eds hounds, unknowing of Ms change, pursue 
The chace, and their mistaken master slew. 
Peneian Daphne too was there to see, 

Apollo’s love before, and now his tree : 

The adjoining fene the assembled Greeks ex- 


And hunting of the Caledonian beast. 

(Enides’ valour, and his envied prize : is* 

The fatal power of Atalanta’s eyes ; 

Diana’s vengeance on the victor Miown, 

The mnrd’ress mother, and consuming son; 

The Volsdan queen eadmded on the plain ; 

The treason puniah’d, and the traitor slain. 

The rest were various huntings, well design’d, 
And savage beasts desti’oy’d, of every kind. 

The graceful goddess was array’d m green; 

About her feet were little beagles seen, 

That watch’d with upward eyes the motions of 
their queen. ^ 

Her legs were buskin’d, and the left before 
In act to shoot ; a silver bow she bore. 

And at her back a painted quiver wore. 

She trod a wexing moon, that soon would wane, 
And, drinking borrow’d light, be fill’d again : 
"With downcast eyes, as seeming to survey 
The dark domimons, her alternate sway. 

Before her stood a woman in her throes,^ 

And call’d Lucina’s aid her burthen to disclose. 

Ver. 1223. grufUg lodVd the god ] Original : 

“ The statue of Mars upon a carte stood, 

Armed and looked gnm, as he weie wood.” 

John Wabton. 

♦ Ruhens and Puella Onginal edition. 

Ver 1226. One when, direct, and one when retrograde 1 Our 
author has here omitted one of the most lively images . 

“ A wolfe ther stode befoi e hun at hia feet^ 

With eyen red, and of a man he ete.” 

John Waston. 

Ver. 1253. The graceful goddess was array'd in green;] 
He has here also omitted a picturesque circumstance . 

“ The goddess on an hart fill heye sete ” 

But our author chose to represent the goddess in a standr* 
mg attitude, as about to shoot : 

Her legs were buskin’ d, and the left before 
la act to shoot. John Wabton 
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All these the painter drew with such command, 
That Nature snatch’d the pencil from his hand. 
Ashamed and angry that Ms art could feign 
And mend the tortures of a mother’s pain. 
Theseus beheld the fanes of every god, 

1 And thought his mighty cost was well bestow’d. 

I So princes now their poets should regai-d ; 
j But few can write, and fewer can reword. 

! The theatre thus raised, the lists enclosed, 

I And all with vast magnificence disposed, 

; We leave the monarch pletised, and haste to bring 
! The knights to combat, and their arms to smg. 


BOOK IIX 

I The day approach’d when fortime should decide 
; The important enterprize. and give the bride ; 
j For now, the rivals round the world had sought, 

I And each his number, well appointed, brought. 

I The nations, far and near, contend in choice, 

And send the flower of war by public voice ; 

That after, or before, were never known 
Such chiefe, as each an army seem’d alone : 

Beside the champions, all of Mgh degree, ^ 

Who knighthood loved, and deeds of cMvahy, 
Throng’d to the lists, and envied to behold 
The names of others, not their own, enroll’d. 

Nor seems it strange ; for eveiy noble knight 
Who loves the fiiir, and is endued with might, ^ 
In such a quarrel would be proud to fight. 

There breathes not scai'ce a man on British gi-omid 
(An isle for love, and arms, of old renoi^’u’d) 

But would have sold his life to purchase fame. 

To Polamon or Ai'dte sent his name ; 

And had the land selected of the best, 

Half had come hence, and let the world provide 
the rest- 

A hundred knights with Palamou there came, 
Approved in fight, and men of mighty name ; 

1 Their arms were several, as their nations were, 
j But furnish’d all alike with sword and spear, ^^oi 
I Some wore coat-armour, imitating scale ; 

; And next their skins were stubborn shirts of mail 
{ Some wore a breast-plate and a light jupon, 
j Their horses clothed with rich caparison : ^305 

I Some for defence would leathern bucklers use. 

Of folded hides ; and others shields of Pruce. 

I One hung a pole-axe at Ms saddle-bow, 
j And one a heavy mace to shun the foe ; 

! One for his legs and knees provided well, 
j With jambeanx arm’d, and double plates of steel : 

, y er. 1265. AH the painter drew wWi such ctmmmd, 
j TAa* nature snatcKd the pencil from hie haivQ 

1 This adtlition is not perfectlv in unison -HritU the sim- 
pi icity of the original. JOHsr Wajrton. 

I Ver. 1271. So princes] Poets of every age and nation 
I are fund ot* making this complaint ; not alvrays well founded, 
j Dr. J. yAKTON'. 

I H id. So p: inees n/nc] This reflection is his own ; no 
I trace of it in the original. Jokji Waeton. 

1 Ver. 1206. 

And hod t^ie land seheted of the IfsU 
TTny had come hence, an l let the world promde the rest ] 
Tlrs conplet is written with the genuine spirit of a true- 
born Englishman. Jobs Waetos 


This on Ins helmet wore a lady’s glove, 

And that a sleeve embroider’d by Ms love. 

With Palamon above the rest in place, 
Lycurgus came, the surly king of Thrace ; 

Black was his beard and manly was his face ; 

The balls of Ms broad eyes roll’d m Ms head, 

And gloi-ed betwixt a yellow and a red : 

He look’d a lion with a gloomy stare, 

And o’er Ms eye-brows hung Ms matted hair : 
Big-boned, and large of limbs, with smews strong, 
Broad-shoulder d, and his arms were roimd and 
long. 

Ponr milk-wMte bulls (the Thracian use of old) 
Were yoked to draw his car of burnish’d gold. 
Upright he stood, and bore aloft his shield, ^^25 
Conspicuous from afar, and overlook’d the field. 
His surcoat was a bear-skin on Ms back ; 

His hair hung long beliind, and glossy raven 
I black. 

His ample forehead bore a coronet 
With sparkling diamonds, and with rubies set : 
Ten brace, and more, of greyhounds, snowy fair, 
And tall as stags, ran loose, and coursed ai’omid 
his chair, 

A match for pards in flight, in grappling for the 
bear: 

With golden muzzles all their mouths w'oro 
bound, 

And collars of the same their necks surround. 
Thus through the fields Lycui^us took his way ; 
His hundred knights attend in pomp and proud 
array. 

To match this monarch, with strong Arcito came 
Emetrius, king of Inde, a mighty name, 

On a bay courser, goodly to behold, 

The trappings of Ms horse adorn’d with barbarous 
gold. 

Not Mars bestrode a steed with greater gi*ace ; 

His surcoat o’er his aims was cloth of Thrace, 
Adorn’d with pearls, all orient, round, and gi'csd , 
His saddle was of gold, with emeralds set, ^ 
His shoulders large a mantle did attire, 

With rubies tMck, and sparkhng as the fire 
His amber-ooloiu’’d locks in nnglets run, 

With graceful neghgence, and shone against tlie 
sun. 

His nose was aquiline, his eyes w.ere blue, 

Buddy Mb lips, and fresh and fair Ms hue : 

Some sprinkled freckles on Ms face were seen, 
Whose dusk set off the wMteness of the skin : 

His awful presence did the crowd surprise, 

Nor durst the rash spectator meet his eyes : 

Eyes that confess’d him bom for kingly sway, 

So fierce, they flash’d intolerable day. 

His age in nature’s youthful prime appear’d, 

And just began to bloom Ms yellow beai’d. 
Whene’er he spoke, his voice was heard ai'ound, 
Loud as a trumpet, with a silver sound : 

Ver. 1320. And o’er his eyedyrows hung his matted hair . | 
A strange misconstruction of tlie original : 

“With temped heres on his browes stout.” 

John WAEroN 

Ver. 1343. ffia surcoat o'er Ms arms was cloth of Th) aiv, j 
“ His cote-annonr tras of a cloth of Tars ” 

John Waeton. 

Vei 1055. rash spectator meet his eyes : 

Eyes that confes^d Mm horn fur hingly sway^ 

“ ardentia Inmina frustra, 

Lumina.” — Virgil. 

John Waeton. 
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A laurel wreath’d his temples, fresh, and green , 
And myrtle sprigs, the marks of love, were mix’d 
between. 

Upon his fist he bore, for his delight. 

An eagle well reclaim’d, and lily white. " 

His hundred knights attend Hm to the war. 

All arm’d for battle ; save their heads were bare. 
Words and devices blazed on every shield, 

And pleasing was the terror of the field. 

For longs, and dukes, and barons, you might see, 
Like sparklmg stars, though different in degi*eo,*''’i 
All for the increase of arms, and love of chivahy. 
Before the king tame leopards led the way. 

And troops of hons innocently play. 

So Bacchus through the conquer’d Indies rode,^^^ 
And beasts in gambols frisk’d before then* honest 
god. 

In this array the war of either side 
Through Athens pass’d with military pride. 

At prime, they enter’d on the Sunday morn ; 

Bich tapestry spread the streets, and flowers the 
posts adorn. 

The town was aU a jubilee of feasts ; 

So Theseus will’d, m honour of his guests ; 
Himself with open arms the kings embraced, 

Then all the rest in their degrees were graced. 

No harbinger was needful for the night, 

For every house was proud to lodge a knight. 

I pass the royal treat, nor must relate 
The gifts bestow’d, nor how the champions sate : 
Who first, who last, or how the knights address’d 
Their vows, or who was faii'est at the feast ,* 
■V^Tiose voice, whose graceful dance did most 
surprise ; 

Soft amorous sighs, and silent love of eyes. 

The rivals call my Muse another way. 

To siQg their vigils for the ensuing day. 

’Twas ebbing darkness, past the noon of night : 
And Phosphor, on the confines of the light, ^ 
Promised the sun ; ere day began to spring, 

The tuneful lark already stretch’d her wing. 

And flickering on her nest made shoii; essays to 
sing. 

When wakeful Palamon, preventing day, 

Took to the royal lists his early way, 

To Venus at her fane, in her own house, to pray. 
There, falling on his knees before her shrine. 

He thus implored with prayers her power divine ; 
Creator Venus, genial power of love, 

The bliss of men below, and gods above ! 

Beneath the slidmg sun thou runn’st thy race, 
Dost fairest shine, and best become thy place, 

Ver. 1376. 

So Bacchus through the cmtauei^d Indies rode., 

And heasts in gambols fiislsd before their honest godl^ 

A simOe not to be found in the original. By the epithet 
honest, Dryden means to express the youthful grace of the 
god agreeably to the expression of Virgil : 

“ Et quocunq,ue Ecus circnm caput egit honesiumP 
Georg, lib. ii, Johx Waetox. 

Ver. 1391. 

Whose voice, wMse graceful dance did moat surprise ;J 

What hawkes Bitten on the perche above, 

What boundes hggen on the flore adown, 

Of aU this now I make no mention.”— Original. 

These images our poet has omitted as trifling, but I must 
be excused for saying that they have their propriety, and 
are founded in nature, and aie strongly expressive oi the 
manners and customs of the age. Jonx Wartox. 


1 For thee the winds their eastern blasts forbear. 
Thy month reveals the spring, and opens all the 
year. wio 

Thee, goddess, thee the storms of winter fly, 
Earth smiles with flowers renewing, laughs the 
sky, 

And liirds to lays of love their tuneful notes 
apply. 

For thee the lion loathes the taste of blood, 

And roaring hunts his female through the wood ; 
For thee the bulls rebellow through the groves, 
And tempt the stream, and snuff their absent 
loves. 

’Tis thine, whate’er is pleasant, good, or fair : 

AU nature is thy province, life Siy care : 

Thou madest &e world, and dok the world re- 
pair. 

Thou gladder of the mount of Cytheron, 

Increase of Jove, companion of the sun ; 

If e’er Adonis touch’d thy tender heart, 

Have pity, goddess for thou knoVst the smart 
Alas ! I have not words to teU my grief; 

To vent my sorrow would be some relief; 

Light sufferings give us leisure to complain; 

We groan, but cannot speak, in greater pain. 

0 goddess, teU thyself what I would say, 

Thou knoVst it, and I feel too much to pray. ^ 
So grant my suit, as I enforce my might, 

In love to be thy champion, and thy knight ; 

A servant to thy sex, a slave to thee, 

A foe profess’d to barren chastity. 

Nor a^ I fame or honour of the field, 

Nor choose I more to vanquish than to yield : 

In my divine Emilia make me hlest, ^ 

Let Fate, or partial Chance, dispose the rest: 
51nd thou the manner, and the meaais prepare : 
Possession, more than conquest, is my cara 

Ver. 1409. For thee the winds their eastern Hosts forbear,] 
" Te, dea, te fagimt venti, te nnhila coeli, 

Adventumqne tuiun ; tibi saaves dsedala tellns 
Sammittit flores, tibi rident sequora ponti, 
Placatamque nitet diflaso Inmine coalum.” 

Lucx. lib. L ver. & John Wabtox- 
Ter. 1411. Thee, goddess, thee the storms of winter fig, &c.J 
It has been well observed by Mr. Upton, that Dryden, in 
this address of Palamon to Venus, had certainly eye on 
Spenser as well as Lucretius. 1 am inclined to think, that 
j to our elder poet the palm of superior elegance must be 
! awarded, at least in the opening of this poetical orison.— 
See Faer. Qu. iv. i. 44. 

“Great Venus I qneene of Beautie and of Grace, 

The joy of gods and men, that under skie 
Dost fayrest shine, and most adome thy place ; 

That with thy smyling looke dost pacifie 
The raging seas, and mak'st the stormes to flie; 

Thee, goddesse, thee the winds, the clouds do feare* 
And, when thou spredst thy mantle forth on hie, 

The waters play, and pleasant lands appears. 

And. heavens laugh, and aU the world shews joyous 
cheare.” 

The conclusion of Spenser’s address is also more pleasing 
than Diyden’s : 

gladder of the mount of Cytheron, 

Increase of Jove, companion of the sun I 

Thus smoothly and naturally the elder hard : 

“ Mother of laughter, and well-spring of hlisse, ^ 

O graxmt that of my lo\ e at last I may not misse.’ 

Todd. 

Ter. 1427. Light svfftj inga give us leisure to complain 

We groan, but cannot sptah, tn greater pain,\ 

“ Cur« leves loquuntiir, ingentes stupent” 

JOHX Waetox. 
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Mars is the warrior’s god ; in him it lies, 

On whom he favours to confer the prize ; 

"With smiliTig aspect you serenely move 
Tn your fifth orb, and rule the realm of love. 

The Fates but o^y spin the coarber clue, 

The finest of the wool is left for you , 

Spare me but one small portion of the twine. 

And let the sisters cut below your Ime : 

The rest among the rubbish may they sweep, 

I Or add it to the yam of some old miser’s heap. 

I But, if you this ambitious prayer deny, 

1 <A wish, I giunt, beyond morhility,) 
i Then let me smk beneath proud Arcite’s arms, 
i And I once dead, let him possess her charms, 
i Thus ended he ; then with observance due 
I Tlie sacred incense on her altar threw : 

I The curling smoke mounts heavy from the fires ; 

At length it catches flame, and in a blaze expires ; 
j At once the gracious goddess gave the sig^ 

I Her statue shook, and trembled all the slmne : 
j Pleased Palamon the tardy omen took ; 

I For, since the flames pursued the trailing smoke, 

! He knew his boon was grmited ; but tbe day 
I To distance driven, and joy adjourn’d with long 
delay. 

Now mom with rosy light had streak’d the 
! sky, 

1 Fp rose sun, and up rose Emily ; 

I Address’d her early steps to Cynthia’s fane, 
j In state attended % her maiden train, 

Who bore the vests that holy rites require, 
Incense, and odorous gums, and cover’d fire. 

The plenteous horns with pleasant mead they 
crown. 

Nor wanted aught besides in honour of the Moon. 
Now while the temple smoked with hallow’d 
steam, 

They wash the viigin in a living stream ; 

The secret ceremonies I coucesd, 

TJneonth, perhaps unlawful, to reveal : 

But such ^ey were as pagan use required. 
Perform’d by women when the men retired, 
"Whose eyes profane their chaste mysterious ntes 
Might turn to scandal, or obscene delights. 
Well-meanors think no harm ; but for the rest, 
Things sacred they pervert, and silence is the 
best 

Her shining hair, uncomb’d, was loosely spread, 

A crown of mastless oak adorn’d her head ; 

When to the shrine approach’d, the spotless 
maid 

Had kindling fires on either altar laid : 

(The rites were such as were observed of old. 

By Statius in his Theban stoiy told.) 

Tlien kneeliag with her hands across her breast, 
Thus lowly she preferr’d her chaste request 
0 goddess, haunter of the woodland green, 

To whom both heaven and «irth and seas are seen ; 


Ter. 1445, 7^ Fates hit only spin the coarser due,] These 
six lines must strike the reader with disgust, and even as- 
tonishment. Jonx Wastox. 

Ter. 1478. Perform'd ty women] Those of Bona Dea, at 
Rome, to w hich Clodius intruded. Dr. J. Wabtox. 

Ver. 1483. Mer diinina hair, uncomb'd, was loosdy spread,] 
The original describes her only with dishevelled hair: 

“ Her bright here kemhed was, untressed alL” 

Tn this respect he has altered the figure of Emily, though 
he has placed her in so graceful an attitude as a suppliant, 
that an artist of elegance (Angelica Kauffman) has thought 
proper to adopt it. Johx Wabtox, 


Queen of the nether skies, where half the year 
Thy silver hearos descend, and light the gloomy 
sphere ; 

Goddess of maids, and conscious of our hearts, 

So keep me from the vengeance of thy dailiB, 
(Which Niobe’s devoted issue felt, 

When hissing through the skies the feather'd 
deaths were dealt,) 

As I desire to live a vngin life, 

Nor know the name of mother or of wife. 

Thy vot’ress from my tender years I am, 

And love, like thee, the woods and sylvan game. 
Like death, thou know’st, I loathe the nuptial 
state, 

Amd man, the tyrant of our sex, I hate, 

A lowly servant, but a lofty mate ; 

WTiere love is duty on the fenaale side ; 
j On their’s mere sensual gust, and sought with 
I surly pride. 

Now by tby triple shape, as thou art seen 
' In heaven, earth, hell, and everywhere a queen, 
Grant this my fib^ desire ,* let ^scord cease, 

And make betwixt the rivals lasting peace : 
Quench their hot fire, or far from me remove 
The flame, and turn it on some other love ; 

Or, if my frowning stars have so decreed, 
j That one must he rejected, one succeed, 

Make him my lord, within whose faithful breast 
j Is fix’d my image, and who loves me best. 

I But, oh * eVn Ihat avert ; I choose it not, 

' But take it as the least unhappy lot 
. A maid I am, and of thy virgin ti-ain ; 

' Oh, let me still that spotless name retain 1 
Frequent the forests, thy chaste will obey, 

I And only make the beasts of chace my prey I 
The flames ascend on either altar clear, 

While thus the blameless maid address’d her 
prayer. ^535 

When lo 1 the burning fire that shone so bright, 
Flew off all sudden, with extinguish’d light. 

And left one altar dark, a bttle space ; 

Which turn’d self-kindled, and renewed the blaze ; 
That other victoi^flame a moment stood, 

Then fell, and lifeless left the extinguish’d wood ; 


Ver. 1497. Which Niobe's devoted issue felt,] He lias 
snhstituted Niche’s issue tor Aetjeon, without any visible 
reason. John ‘Waeton. 

Ver. 1499. As 1 desire to live a virgin lifef] So Spenser, 
speaking of a nymph pursued by Paunus, says : 

“ She set her down to weep for sore constrain!^ 

And, to Diana calling loud for aid, 

Her dear besought to let her die a maid.” 

“ Da mihi, perpetua, genitor charissime, dixlf, 
Virginitate frui.”— Ovid Met. lib. i. 

John Wartox. 

Ver. 1604. ^^And man, the tyrant of our sex, I hate, 

A lowly servant, but a lofty mate ; 

Where Ime is duty on the female side ; 

On their' 8, mere sensual gust, and sought with 
surly piide^ 

These four lines are not in the original, nor indeed are 
they in character with the speaker. He forgets the Hora- 
tian precept : 

"Eeddere personss scit convenientia cuiqne.” 

Johx Wahton. 

Ver. 1523 And only make the beasts of chace my prey 1] 
An ill-timed conceit. The reader must he chagrined at 
meeting with such a line on such an occasion Our poet 
purely forgot the Horatian precept ; 

** Effiitire leves indigna tragoedia versus ” 

John Wartox. 
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For ever lost, the irrevocable hght 

Forsook the blackening coals, and sunk to night : 

At either end it whistled as it dew, 

And as the brands were green, so di’opp’d the 
dew , ^ 

Infected as it fell with sweat of sanguine hue. 

The maid from that ill omen turn’d her eyes, 
And with loud shrieks and clamours rent the*skies, 
Nor knew what signified the bodmg sign, 

But found the powers displeased, and fear’d the 
wrath divine. 

Then shook the sacred shrine, and sudden light 
Sprung through the vaulted roo:^ and made the 
temple bright. 

The power, behold ! the power in gloiy shone. 
By her bent bow, and her keen arrows known ; 
The rest, a huntress issuing from the wood, ^ 
Reclining on her cornel spear she stood. 

Then gracious thus began : Dismiss thy fear. 

And Heaven’s unchanged decrees attentive hear: 
More powerM gods have tom thee from my side. 
Unwilling to resign, and doom’d a bnde : 

The two contending knights are weigh’d above ; 
One Mars protects, and one the Queen of Love . 
But which the man, is in the Thundereris breast; 
This he pronounced, ’tis he who loves thee best. 
The fire that, once estmct, revived agam, ^ 
Foreshows the love allotted to remain : 

Farewell I she said, and vanish’d from the place ; 
The sheaf of arrows shook, and rattled m the case. 
Aghast at this, the royal virgin stood, 

Disclaim’d, and now no more a sister of the wood: 
But to the parting goddess thus she pray’d ; 
Propitious still be present to my aid. 

Nor q[uite abandon your once favour’d maid. 
Then sighing she return’d ; but smiled betwixt, 
With hopes, and feai’S, and joys with sorrows mikt. 

The next returning planetary hour ^ 

Of Mars, who shared the heptarchy of power. 

His steps bold Arcite to the temple bent, 

To adore with pagan rites the power armipotent : 
Then prostrate, low before his altar lay, 

And raised his manly voice, and thus began to 
pray: 

Strong god of arms, whose iron sceptre sways 
The freeziug North, and Hyperborean seas, 

And Scythian cold^ and Thracia’s wintiy coast, 
Where stand thy steeds, and thou art honourid 
• most; 

There most; but everywhere ihy power is known. 
The fortune of the fight is all thy own : 

Terror is thine, and wild amazement, flung 
From out thy chariot^ withers eVn the strong : 
And disarray and shameful rout ensue, 

And force is added to the fainting crew. 
Acknowledged as thou art, accept my prayer. 

If aught I have achieved deserve thy care : 


Ver. 1643. pomer, 1)611013,! the power tn glory shone, \ 

^ Deus, ecce, Dens ” 

JoHET Wabton. 

Ver. 1664.—— Inti smiled betwixt, 

Withhopes, and fears, (mdjoysvnihsorrowsmixil^ 

3’ tLfJUb &Xyos ^ Se el Srat 

Aetx^vepJf irXijfdtr SvtXtfn bt « le-xtr-e 

This is the Aetz^aStf ytXxa^a of Homer somevhat di- 
lated. Our author, however, seems rather to have had in 
his eye an elegant passage of Carew’s, a poet from whom, 
as before observed, he has condescended to boi'row a coup- 
let. JoKK Wabtoh* 


If to my utmost power with sword and shield 
I dared the death, unknowing how to yield, ^ 
And felling in my rank, still kept the field : 

Then let my arms prevail, by thee sustain'd. 

That Emily by conquest may be gain’d. 

Have pity on my pains ; nor those unknown 
To Mars, which, when a lover, were his own. ^ 
Venus, the public care of aU above. 

Thy stubborn heart has soften’d into love : 

Now, by her blandishments and powerful charm a, 
When yielded she lay curling iu thy arms, 

Ev^n by thy shame, if shame it may be eaU’d, ^ 
When Vulcan had thee in his net inthrall’d ; 

(Oh envied ignominy, sweet disgrace. 

When every god that saw thee wish’d thy place *) 
By those dear pleasures, aid my arms in fight, 
And make me conquer in my patron’s right ; 

For I am young, a novice in the trade. 

The fool of love, unpractised to peisuade : 

And want the soothing arts that catch the feir, 
But, caught myself lie stnigghng iu the snare : 
And she I love, or laughs at all my pain, 

Or knows her worth too well ; and pays me with 


For sure I am, unless I win in arm^ 

To stand excluded from Emilia’s charms : 

Nor can my strength avail, unless, by thee 
Endued with force, I gain the victory : 

Then for the fire which warm’d thy generous 
heart. 

Pity thy subject’s pains, and equal smart. 

So be the morrow’s sweat and labour mine, 

The palm and honour of the conquest thine : 
Then shall the war, and stem debate and strife 
Immortal, be the business of my life ; 

And in thy fene, the dusty spoils among, 

High on the burnish’d rood^ my banner diall be 
hung : 

Rank’d with my champions’ bucklers, and below, 
With arms reversed, the atchievements of my foe : 
And while these limbs the vital spirit feeds, 
While day to night, and night to day succeed^ 
Thy smoking altar shall be fat with food 
Of incense, and the grateful steam of blood ; 
Bumtofferings mom and evening shall be thine 
And fires eternal in thy temple shine. 

This bush of yeUow beard, this length of hair. 
Which from my birth inviolate I bear. 

Guiltless of steel, and from the razor free, 

Shall fen a plenteous crop, reserved for thee, 

So may my arms with victory be blest, 

I ask no more; let fate dispose the rest. 

Ihe champion ceased; there follow’d iu the 
dose 

A hollow groan ; a murmuring wind arose ; 

The rings of iron, that on the doors were hung. 
Sent out a jarring sound, and harshly rung : 

OPhe bolted gates flew open at the bl^ 

The Btcami ix^’d in, and Arcite stood aghast : 
The flames were blown aside, yet shone they 
bright, 

Fann’d by the wind, and gave a rufaed light. ^ 


Ver. 1685. Idaredthedea(k,wdmotoingho»totf{ell3,'] 

" cedere nescii.”— Horace. 

JoHjr 'Waetom'. 

Ver. 1621. Jnd while these Umbs the vital spirit feeds,’] 

u dmn spiritus hos regit artns.”— ViigiL 

JoHBT Wabtoit. 
Jt 
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Then from the ground a scent began to rise, 
Sweet smelling as accepted sacrifice : 

This omen pleased, and as the flames aspire 
With odorous incense Arcite heaps the fire : 

Nor wanted hymns to Mars, or heathen charms : 
At length the nodding statue clash’d his arms, 

And with a sullen sound and feeble cry, 

PTaif Buhk, and half pronounced the word of 
Victory. 

For this, with soul devout, he thank’d the god, 
And, of success secure, return’d to his abode. 

These vows thus granted, raised a strife above. 
Betwixt the god of War, and Queen of Love. 

She, granting first, had right of time to plead; 

But he had grant^ too, nor would recede. 

Jove was for Venus ; but he fear’d his wife, 

And seem’d unwilling to decide the strife; 

Till Saturn from ids leaden throne ai’ose. 

And found a way the difference to compose : 
Though sparing of his grace, to mischief bent. 

He seldom does a good with good intent. 
Wayward, but wise ; by long experience taught. 
To please both parties, for ill ends, he sought : 

For this advantage age from youth has won, 

As not to be outndden though outrun. 

By fortune he has now to Venus trined, 

And with stem Mars in Capricorn was join’d : 

Of him disposing in his own abode. 

He soothed the goddess while he gull’d the god : 
Cease, daughter, to complain, and stint the sfrife : 
Thy Palamon shall have his promised wife : 

And Mais, the lord of conquest, in the fight 
With palm and laurel shall adorn his knight. 

Wide is my course, nor turn I to my place, 

Till length of time, and move with tardy pace.^®?® 
Man feels me, when I press the ethereal plains, 

ATy hand is hea^’y, and the woimd remains. 

Mme is the shipwi*eek, in a watery sign ; 

And in an earthy, the dark dungeon mine. 

Cold shivering agues^ melancholy care, 

And bitter bitting winds, and poison’d air, 

Are mine, and wfiful death, resulting from de- 
spair. 

The throtling quinsey ’tis my star appoint^ 

And rheumatisms ascend to rack the jomts ; 

Ver.1647. 

Aitd triih a sullen sound and feeble cry^ 

Half sunk, ctnd half pronounced the word of Yictory^ 

The originiil is f ne : 

“ And with that sonn he herd a mnrninring 
Fall low and dim, that said thus, Victorie.” 

In my htnnhle opinion Dryden has weakened the passage 
by the insertion “ the word ot” The passage is more ani- 
mated thus: 

“ Half simk and half pronouncM, Victory.” 

John Wabton. 

Ter. 1650. And, of success secure, returned to hts a&xfe.] • 
Dryden has here omitted a simile, which, though short is ! 
natural, and highly expressive of Arcite’s condition. 

" As fayn as foul is of the brighte soune i. e. as much I 
rejoiced at his reverse of fortune, as a bird is at the return 
of sunshine after a storm. So Nicholaus Aretius 

" nti Bolet volncrls 

Hamo, vere novo, ad nows tepores 
Post solem accipere setheris liqnores 
Gestixe et pluvim ore blandiendo.” 

John Wastojt. 

Ver. 1664. Fbr this advantaye age from youth has won, 

As not to be outndden, though outrun.] 

The original word is “ontrede,” i e. “ outwit, surpass in 
counsel. The sense of this woril has been most ridiculously 
mistaken by Dryden.”— TyrwbitL John Wabton. 


■When churls rebel against their native prince, 

I arm their hands, and furnish the pretence , 

And bousing in the lion’s hateful sign, 

Bought senates, and deserting troops are mine. 
Mine is the privy poisoning ; I command 
Unkindly seasons, and ungrateful land. 

By me king^s palaces are push’d to ground, 

And miners crush’d beneath their mmes are found. 
’Twas I slew Samson, when the pill^’ d hall 
Fell down, and crush’d the many with the fall. 

My looking is the sire of pestilence, ^ 

That sweeps at once the people and the prince. 
Now weep no more, but trust thy grandsire’s art, 
M[ars shall be pleased, and thou perform thy part 
*Tis ill, tliough different your complexions are. 
The family of heaven for men should war. 

The expedient pleased, where neither lost his 
nght ; ^ 

Mars had the day, and Venus had the night. 

The management they left to Chronos’ care ; 

Now turn we to the effect, and smg the war. 

In Athens all was pleasure, mirth, and play, 

All proper to the spring, and sprightly May : 
Wbich every soul inspired with such delight, 
’Twas jesting all the day, and love at night. 
Heaven smiled, and gladded was the heai-t of man ; 
And Venus had the world as when it first began. 
At length in sleep their bodies they compose, 

And dreamt the future fight, and early rose. 

Now scarce the dawning day began to spring, 
As at a signal given, the streets with clamours 
ring: 

At once the crowd arose ; confused and high, 
Even from the heaven, was heard a shouting 
cry; 

For Mars was early up, and roused the sky. 

The gods came downward to behold the wars, 
Shajpening their sights, and leaning from their 
stars. 

The neighing of the generous horse was heard, 
For battle by the busy groom prepared : *720 

Rustling of harness, ratthng of the shield, 
Clattering of armour, fiirbiSi’d for the field. 
Crowds to the castle mounted up the street, 
Battering the pavement with their couraers’ feet : 
The greedy sight might there devour the gold *7<25 
Of glittering arms, too dazzlmg to behold : 

And polish’d steel, that cast the view aside. 

And crested morions, with their plumy pride. 
Knights, with a long retinue of their squires. 

In gaudy liveries march, and quaint attires. *730 
One laced the helm, another held the lance ; 

A third the shining buckler did advance. 

The coui’ser paw’d the ground with restless feet. 
And snorting foam’d, and champ’d the golden 
bit. 

The smiths and armourers on palfreys ride, *7S3 
Files in their hands, and hammers at their side, 
And nails for loosen’d spear^ and thongs for 
shields provide. 

The yeomen guard the streets, in seemly hands ; 
And clowns come crowding on, with cudgels in 
their hands. 


Ver. 1701. Mars had the day, and Venus had the night'] 
An epigrammatic turn not to be found in Chaucer. John 

W ASTON. 

Ver. 1716. For Mars was early up, and roused the skyJ 
Mars is here improperly introduced, as are the figures ot 
the gods descending to behold the toomament. John 
Waston. 
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The trumpets, next the gate, in order placed. 
Attend the sign to sound the martial bla^j 

The palace-yai'd is fill’d with fl.oating tides, 

And the last comers bear the former to the sides. 
The ihrong is in the midst : the common crew 
Shut out, the hall admits the better few ; ^745 

In knots they stand, or m a rank they walk, 
Serious in aspect, earnest in their talk : 

Factious, and favouring this or t’other side, 

As their strong fency or weak reason guide : ^7-19 

Their wagers back their wishes ; numbers hold 
With the fair freckled king, and beard of gold : 

So vigorous are his eyes, such rays they c^. 

So prominent his eagle’s heak is placed. 

But most their looks on the black monarch bend, 
His rising muscles, and his brawn commend ; 

His double-biting axe, and beamy spear. 

Each asking a gigantic force to rear. 

All spoke as partial favour moved the mind ; 

And, safe themselves, at others’ cost divinedl 
Waked by the cries, the Athenian chief arose. 
The knightly forms of combat to dispose ,* ^761 

And passing through the obsequious guaivis, he sate 
Conspicuous on a throne, sublime in state ; 

There, for the two contending knights he sent : 
Arm’d cap-a;-pie, with reverence low they bent ; 

He smiled on both, and with superior look ^766 

Alike their offer d adomtion took. 

The people press on every side to see 

Their awful prince, and hear his high decree. 

Then signiug to their heralds with his hand, ^ 77 o 
They gave his orders from their lofty stand. 
Silence is thrice enjoin’d ; then thus aloud 

The king at arms bespeaks the knights and listen- 
ing crowd- 

Our sovereign lord has ponder’d in his mind 

The means to spare the blood of gentle kind ; *775 
And of his grace, and inborn clemency, 

He modifies his first severe decree ^ 

The keener edge of battle to rebate, 

The troops for honour fighting, not for hate, 

He wills, not death should terminate their strife ; 

' And woimds, if wounds ensue, he ’Short of life: *78i 
But issues, ere the fight, his dread command. 

That slings afiir, and poniards hand to hand, 

Be banish’d from the field ; that none shall dai'e 
Wiih shorten’d sword to steb in closer war ; * 78 s 

But in fiur combat fight with manly strength, 

Nor push with biting point, but strike at length ; 
The tourney is allow’d but one career. 

Of the tough ash, with the sharp-grinded spear. 

But knights unhorsed may rise from off the plain, 
And fight on foot their honour to regain ; *79i 

Nor, if at mischief taken, on the ground 

Be slain, but prisoners to the pillar bound, 

At either barrier placed,* nor (captives made), 

Be freed, or arm’d anew the fight invade. *795 

The chief of either side, bereft of life. 

Or yielded to his foe, concludes the rtiife. 

Thus dooms the lord: now valiant knights and 
young, 

Sight each his fill with swords and maces long. 

The herald ends : the vaulted firmament 

With loud acclaims and vast applause is rent : 
Heaven guard a prince so gracious and so good. 

So just, and yet so provident of blood 1 

Ver. 1742. palace-yard is filPd with floating tides, \ 

k Virgilian expression : 

“Mane salutantum totis vomit ©dibus undam.” 

JoHir Wahtos'. 

This was the general ciy. The trumpets sound, 
And warlike symphony is heard around. ^ 

The marching troops through Athens take their 
way, 

The great earl-marshal orders their array. 

The fair from high the passing pomp behold; 

A rain of flowers is from the windows roll’d. 

The casements are with golden tissue spread, 

And horses’ hoofe, for earth, on o^en tapestry 
tread. 

The king goes midmost, and the rivals ride 

In equal rank, and close his either ade. 

Next after these, there rode the royal wife, 

With Emily, the causo, and the reward of strife. 
The following cavalcade, by three and three, 
Proceed by titles marshall’d in degree. 

Thus through the southern gate they take their 
way, _ 

And at the list arrived ere prime of day. 

There, partii^ from the king, Ihe chiefs divide^ 
And wheeling east and west, before their many 
ride.^ ^ laa 

The Athenian monarch mounts his throne on 
high, 

And after him the queen and Emily : 

Next these, the kindred of the crown are graced 
With nearer Seats, and lords by ladies placed- 
Scarce were they seated, when with clamours 
loud 

In rush’d at once a rude promiscuous crowd : 

The guards, and then each other overbear. 

And in a moment throng the spacious theatre. 

Now changed the jarring noise to whispers low, 

As winds forsaking seas more softly blow ; 

When at the western gate, on whicn the car 

Is placed aloft, that hears the god of war. 

Proud Ardte, entering arm’d before his train. 

Stops at the barrier, and divides the plain. 

Red was his banner, and display’d abroad 

The bloody colours of his patron god. 

At that self moment enters Palamon 

The gate of Venu^ and the rising Sun ; 

Waved by the wanton winds, his banner flies, **** 
All maiden whit^ and shares the people’s eyes. 
From east to west, look all the world around. 

Two troops so match’d were never to be found; 
Such bodies built for strength, of equal age. 

In stature sized ; so proud an equipage : 

The nicest eye could no distinction make, 

Where lay the advantage, or what side to take. 

Thus ranged, the hei^d for the last proclaims 

A alence, while they answer’d to their names : 

For so the king decreed, to shun with care 
' The feud of musters ^se, the commou bane of 
war. 

The tale was just, and then the gates were 
closed ; 

And chief to chief, and troop to troop opposed. 

The heralds last retired, and loudly cried. 

The fortune of the field he feirly fried. 

At the challenger with fierce defy 

His trumpet sounds ; the challenged makes reply: 
With clangour rings the field, resounds the vault^ 
ds:y. 

Their visors closed, their lances in the rest. 

Or at the helmet pointed, or the crest, 

They vanish from the barrier, speed the race^ 

And spurring see decrease the middle space. 

A doud of smoke envelops either host, 

And all at once the combatants are lost : 

s3 
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Darkling they join adverse, and shock unseen, 
Ooureers with coursers jnstling, men with men : 
As laboming in eclipse, a while they stay. 

Till the next blast of wmd restores the oay. 

They look anew : the beauteous form of fight 
ts changed,. and war appears a grisly sight. 

Two troops in fair airay one moment shoved. 

The next, a field with fallen bodies strow’d : 

Not half the number in theii' seats are found ; 
But men and steeds lie grovellmg on the gi*oimd. 
The points of spears are stuck within the shield, 
The steeds without their ridel's scour the field. 
The knights, unhorsed, on foot renew the fight ; 
The gUtteiing fauchions cast a gleaming light : 
Hauberks and helms are hew’d with many a 
wound, 

Out spins the streaming blood and dyes the 
ground. 

The mighty maces with such haste descend. 

They break the bones, and make the solid armonr 
bend. 

This thrusts amid the throng with furious force ; 

I Doum goes, at once, the horseman and the horse : 
That courser stumbles on the fiiTen steed, 

And fioundei-ing throws the rider o’er his head. 
One rolls along, a foot-ball to bis foes; 

One with a broken truncheon deals his blows. 
This halting, this disabled with his wound, 

In triumph led, is to the pillar hound, 

Where by the king’s award he must abide : 

There goes a captive led on t’other side. 

By tits they cease ; and leaning on the lanc^ 

Take breath a while, and to new fight advance. 

Full oft the rivals met, and neither spared 
His utmost force, and each forgot to ward. 

The head of this was to Uie saddle bent. 

That other backward to the crupper sent : 

Both were by turns unhorsed; the jealous blows 
Ptill thick and heavy, when on foot they close. 

So deep their i^uchions bite, that eveiy stroke 
Pierced to the quick ; and equal wounds they gave 
and too£ 

Borne far asunder by the tides of men. 

Like adamant and steel they meet again. 

So when a tiger sucks the bullock’s blood, 

A femish’d lion issuing from the wood 
Boars lordly fierce, and challenges the food. 

Each claims possession, neither will obey, 

But both their paws are fasten’d on the prey; 

They bite, they tear; and while in vain they strive. 
The swains come arm’d between, and both to 
distance drive. laii 

At length, as fete foredoom’d, and all things 
tend ® 

By course of time to their appointed end ; 

^ when the sun to west was fer declined, 

And both afre^ in mortal battle join’d, isis 
Tie strong Emetrius came in Ardte’s aid, 

4.nd Palamon with odds was overlaid : 

iiffa^sucks the buOoek^s Uood,] This 
simile falls short of theongioal as to q>irit and^priety. 

^ of Galaphey, 

WTian that hire whelpe is stole, whim it is liie. 

So cruel on the hunt, as is Arcite ^ 

For jalous herte upon this Palamon ; 

Ap in Belmarie ther n’is so fell lion 
That hunted is, or for his hunger wood, 

Ne of his prey desireth so the blood. 

As Palamon to sleen his foo Aicite.” 

JOHK WabTOJI, 


' For turning short, he stiuck vnth all his miglit 
Full on the helmet of the unwaiy knight. 

Deep was the wound , he stagger’d with the blow, 
And turn’d him to his unexpected foe ; 

Whom with such force he struck, he fell’d him 
down. 

And cleft the circle of his golden crown. 

But Arcite’s men, who now prevail’d in fight, 
Twice ten a,t once surround the single knight* 
O’erpower’d, at length, they force him to the 
gi'ound, 

Unyielded as he was, and to the pillai* bound ; 
And king Lycurgus, while he fought in vain 
His friend to free, was tumbled on the plain. 

Who now laments but Palamon, compell’d 
No more to try the foiimne of the field ! 

And, worse th^ death, to view with hateful eyes 
His rival’s conquest, and renounce the prize J 
The royal judge on his tribunal placed, 

Who had beheld the fight from .first to last, 

Bade cease the ■war; pronoimcing from on high, 
Arcite of Thebes bad won the beauteous Emily, 
The sound of trumpets to the voice replied, 

And round the royal hsts the heralds cried, 

Arcite of Thebes has won the beauteous bride. 

The people rend the skies with vast applause ; 
All own the chief, when Fortune owns the cause. 
Arcite is ewn’d ev’n by the gods above. 

And conquering Mars msults the Queen of Lo^'e. 
So laugh’d he, when the rightful Titan fell’d, 

And Jove’s usurping arms m heaven prevail’d. 
Laugh’d all the powers who favour tyranny ; 

And all the standing army of the sky. 

But Venus with dejected eyos appears, 

Aind weeping on the lists (hstiU’d her tears ; 

Her will refused, which grieves a woman most. 
And, in her champion foil'd, the cause of Love is 
lost. 

Till Saturn said. Fair daughter, now be still, 

The blustering fool has satisfied his will ; 

His boon is given ; his knight has gain’d the day, 
But lost the prize, the arrears are yet to pay. 

Thy hour is come, and mme the care shall be 
To please thy knight, and set thy promise free. 

Now wlule the heralds run the lists around, 

And Arcite, Arcite, heaven and earth resound;^®®® 
A miracle (nor less it could be caH’d) 

! Their joy -with unexpected sorrow pall’d. 

The victor knight had laid his helm aside. 

Part for his ease, the greater part for pride ; 
Bare-headed, popularly low ho bow’d, 

And paid the salutations of the crowd. 

Then spurrmg at full speed, ran endlong on 
Where Theseus sate on his imperial throne ; 
Furious he drove, and upward cast his eye. 

Where next the queen was placed his Emily; i®7® 
Then passing, to the saddle-bow he bent : 

A sweet regard the gracious ■virgin lent* 

(For women, to the brave an ea^ proy^ 

Still follow Fortune where she leads the way 
Just then, from earth sprung out a flashing fire, 

By Pluto sent, at Saturn’s bad desire : ^^®7B 

startling steed was seized with sudden fright. 
And, bounding, o’er the pommel cast the knight : 
Forwa^ he flew, and pitching on his head. 

He quiver’d with his feet, and lay for dead. w* 

A ??? people rend the skies with vast applause ;\ 

An imitation of himself: Ode on Alexander's feast, st. 6. 

The many rend the skies with loud applause, Todd. 
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Black was his countenance in a little space, 

For aU the blood was gather’d in his face. 

Help was at hand: Siey rear’d him from the 
ground, isss 

And from his cumbrous arms his limbs unbound ; 
Then lanced a vem, and watch’d returning breath,* 
It came, but clogg’d with symptoms of his death. 
The saddle-bow the noble parts had press’d, 

AU bruised and mortified his manly breast. 

Him stiU entranced, and in a litter laid, 

They bore from field, and to his bed convey’d. 

At length he waked, and with a feeble cry. 

The word he first pronounced was Enuly. 

Mean time the king, though inwardly he 
mourn’d, 

In pomp triumphant to the town return’d, 
Attended by the chiefs, who fought the field ; 

(Now friendly mix’d, and m one troop compell’d) : 
Composed his looks to counterfeited cheer, 

And bade them not for Arcite’s life to fear. 

But that which gladded all the warrior tram. 
Though most were sorely wounded, none were 
slain. 

The surgeons soon despoil’d ’em of their arms, 
And some with salves they cure, and some with 
chaims; 

Foment the braises, and the pains assuage. 

And heal their inward hm*ts with sovereign 
draughts of sage. 

The king in person visits all around, 

Comfoi'ts the sick, congratulates the sound ; 
Honours the prmcely chiefs, rewards the rest, 

And holds for thrice three days a royal feast. 

None was disginced ; for falling is no shame ; 

And cowai’dice alone is loss of fame. 

The vent’rous kmght is from the saddle thrown, 
But ’tis the fault of fortune, not his own; 

If crowds and palms the conquering side adorn. 
The victor under bettor stai's was bom : 

The brave man seeks not popular applause, 

Nor overpower’d with arms deserts his cause ; 

^ Unshamed, though foil’d, he does the best he can; 
Force is of brutes, but honour is of man. 

Thus Theseus smiled on all with equal grace. 
And each was set according to his place ; ^ 

With ease were reconciled the diffenng parts, 

For envy never dwells in noble hearts. 

At length they took their leave, the time expired ; 
Well pleased, and to their several homes retired. 

Meanwhile the health of Arcite still impairs ; 
From bad proceeds to worse, and mocks the 
leeches’ cares ; 

Swoll’n is his breast ; his inward pains increase. 
All means are used, and all without success. 

The clotted blood hes heavy on his heart, 

Corrupts, and there remains in spite of art ; ^ 

Nor breathing veins, nor cuppmg will prevail; 

All outward remedies and inward fait : 

The mould of nature’s fabric is destroy’d, , 

Her vessels discomposed, her virtue void : 

The bellows of his lungs begin to swell ; ^oss 

All out of frame is every secret ceU, 

Nor can the good receive, nor bad expeL 

Those breathing organs, ^us within oppress’d. 
With venom soon distend the sinews of his breast. 
Nought profits him to save abandon’d life, 

Nor vomit’s upward aid, nor downward laxative. 
The midmost region batter’d and destroy’d, 

When nature cannot work, the effect of art is 
void. 

For physic can but mend our crazy state. 

Patch an old building, not a new create. ^ 

Arcite is doom’d to die in all his pride. 

Must leave his youth, and yield his beauteous 
bride. 

Gain’d hardly, against right, and unenjoy’d. 

When ’twas declared all hope of life was pasl^ 
Conscience (that of all physic works the last) ^ 
Caused him to send for Emily in haste. 

With her, at his desire, came Palamon; 

Then on his pillow raised, he thus begun^ 

No language can express the smallest part 

Of what I feel, and suffer in my heari^ sees 

For you, whom best I love and value most ; 

But to your service I bequeath my ghost ; 

Which from this mortal body when imtied. 
Unseen, unheard, shall hover at your side ; 

Nor firight you waking, nor your sleep offend, ^ 
But wait officious, and your steps attend : 

How I have loved, excuse my faltering tongu^ 

My spirits feeble, and my pains are strong : 

This I may say, I only grieve to die. 

Because I lose my charming Emily : ^oes 

To die, when Heaven had put you in my power. 
Fate could not choose a more malicious hour I 
What greater curse could envious Fortune give, 
Than just to die, when I began to live ! 

Vain men, how vanishing a bliss we crave, 

Now warm in love, now withering in the giave I 
Never, oh, never more to see the sun 1 

Still dark, in a damp vault, and still alone I 

This fate is common ; but I lose my breath 

Near bliss, and yet not bless’d before my deaths 
Farewell ; but t^e me dying in your arms, 

’Tis all I can enjoy of all your charms : 

This hand I cannot but in death resign ; 

Ah 1 could I live 1 but while I live ’tis mine. 

I feel my end approach, and thus embraced, ^ 
Am pleased to die; but hear me speak my last ; 
Ah i my sweet foe, for you, and you alone, 

I broke my fiiith with injured Palamon. 

But love the sense of right and wrong confounds. 
Strong love and proud ambition have no 
bounds. ^ 

And much I doubt, should Heaven my life prolong;, 

I should return to justify my wrong : 

For while my former flames remain within. 
Repentance is but want of poi\er to sin. 

With mortal hatred I pursued Ms life, ^ 

Nor he, nor you, were guilty of the stiife ; 

Nor If but as I loved ; yet all combined, 

Your beauty, and my impotence of mind ; 

And his concurrent flame, that blew my fire ; 

For still our kindi*ed souls had one desire. 

He had a moment’s right in point of time ; 

Had I seen first, then his had been the crime. 

Fate made it mine, and justified his right; 

Nor holds thia earth a more deserving knight. 

For virtue, valour, and for noble blood, 

Truth, honour, all that is Comprised m good; 

So help me Heaven, in aU the world is none 

So worthy to be loved as Palamon. 

Ver. 20S4. But love (he sense of right and wrong confounds, 1 
This speech is -witiioTit doubt te'dious and uusmted to such 
an occasion: yet the next fourteen lines are not in tlie 
original, and therefore for them our author is answerable ; 
and I fear we cannot make any sufficient apology for so 
glaring an impropriety, but must attribute its undue length 
! to our author’s perpetual indulgence of his talent tor ratio* 

1 cination Joint Wahtox. 
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He loves you too, vrith such an holy &e. 

As will not, cannot, but with life expire : 

Our voVd affections both have often tried, 

Hor any love but yours could ours divide. 

Then, by my love’s inviolable band, 

By my long suffering, and my short command. 

If er e you plight your vows when I am gone, 2 ’^® 
Have pity on the Mthfiil Palamon. 

This was his last; for Death came on amain. 
And exercised below his iron reign ; 

Then upward to the seat of life he goes : 

Sense fled before him, what he touch’d he froze: 
Yet could he not his closing eyes withdraw, 
Though less and less of Ermly he saw; 

So, speechless, for a little space he lay ; 

Then grasp’d the hand he held, and sigh’d his 
soul away. 

But whither went his soul, let such rdate ^ 
WTio search the secrets of the future state : 
Divines can say but what themselves believe ; 
Strong proofe they have, but not demonstrative : 
For, were all plain, then all sides must agree, 

And frith itself be lost in certainty. 

To live upri^tly then is sure the best, 

To save ourselves, and not to damn the rest. 

The soul of Arcite went where heathens go, 

"Who better live than we, though less they know. 

In Palamon a manly grief appears ; 2130 

Silent, he wept, ashamed to show his tears : 
Emilia shriek’d but once, and then, oppress’d 
"With sorrow, sunk upon her lover’s breast : 

'KU Theseus in his arms convey’d with car^ 

Far fiom so sad a sight, the swooning frir. 

’Twere loss of time her sorrow to relate ; 

111 bears the sex a youthful lover’s frte, 

When just approaching to the nuptial state. 

But like a low-hung cloud, it rains so fast, 

That all at once it falls, and cannot last. 2^^ 
The free of thmgs is changed, and Athens now. 
That laugh’d so late, becomes the scene of woe : 
Matrons and niaids^ both sexes, every state. 

With tears lament the knight’s untimely flite. 
iNTor greater giief in falling Troy was seen 2145 
For Hector’s death ; but Hector was not then. 

Old men with dust deform’d their hoary hair. 

The women beat their breasts, their cheeks they 
tare. 

Why would’st thou go, with one consent they 

When thou hadst gold enough, and Emily ** 2150 

Theseus himself who diould have cheer’d the 
grief 

Of others, wanted now the same relief ; 

Old Egeus only could revive his son. 

Who various < 3 ianges of the world had known, 
And strange vicissitudos of human 21 b 5 

Still alterij^, never in a steady state ; 

Good after iU, and, after pain, delight ; 

Alternate like the of day and night : 

Ver. 2U2. This teas his last Homer empliatioallT 

s^s an two woMs only, tturou ileev^txXof, is fiar beyond the 
.^verses of Quintus Calaber in describing the death of 
Achilles m his 4th book. In truth, this speech of the dying 
Arcite, consi^g of sixty lines, is too long, and the minute 
departure rather tedious. But the lines 
2108 to 2120 are exquisitely pathetic. Though the 
death of Pa^lus above-mentioned to not intended as a 
desenphon, but merely to announce the event with brevity, 
IS ^ description of the death of Arcite too prolix. 
:nie lines f^^owing 2120. relating to a future state, are 
trangely introduced and improper. Dr. J.WaEToy 


Since every man, who lives, is horn to die, 

And none can boast sincere felicity, 

With equal mind, what happens, let m bear, 

Her joy, nor grieve, too much for things beyond 
our care. 

Like pilgrims to the appointed place we tend ; 
The world ’s an inn, and death -file journey’s end. 
EVn kings but play ; and when their part is done, 
Some other, worse or better, mount the throne. 
With words like these the crowd was satisfied. 
And so they would have been, had Theseus died. 
But he;, their king, was labouring in his mind, 

A fitting place for funeral pomps to find, 2170 
Which were in honour of the dead design’d. 

And after long debate, at last he found 
(As love itself had mark’d the spot of grotmd) 
That grove for ever green, that conscious lauiid, 
Where he with Palamon fought hand to hand : 
That where he fed his amorous desires 2176 

With soft complaints, and felt his hottest fires, 
There other flames might waste his earthly part. 
And hum his limbs, where love had bum’d hist 
heart. 

This once resolved, the peasante were enjoin’d 
Sere-wood, and firs, and dodder’d oaks to find. 21S1 
Wiih sounding axes to the grove they go, 

Fell, split, and lay the fuel on a row, 

Vulcanian food . a bier is next prepared. 

On which the lifeless body should be rear’d, 2135 
Cover’d with doih. of goli on which was laid 
The corpse of Arcite, in like robes array’d. 

White gloves were on Ms hands, and on his head 
A wreath of laui’el, mix’d with myrtle, spread. 

A sword keen-edged within his nght he held, 2100 
The warlike emblem of the conquer’d field ; 

Bare was his manly visage on the bier : 

Menaced his countenance ; ev’n in death severe. 
Then to the palace-hall they bore the knight, 

To lie m solemn state, a public sight 2195 

Groans, cries, and bowlings fill the crowded places 
And -unaffected sorrow sat on every fiice. 

Sad Palamon above the rest appears, 

In sable gannents, dew’d -with gushing tears : 

His auburn locks on either shoulder flow’d, 2200 
Which to the funeral of his friend he vow’d : 

But Emily, as chief, was next his side, 

A virgia-widow, and a mourning bride. 

And -Slat the prmcely obsequies might be 
Perform’d according to his high degree, 2205 
The steed, that bore him hving to file fight. 

Was trapp’d with polish’d steel, aH shining bright, 


Ver. 2163. Like pilgrims to the appointed place we tend 

Ex ipsa -vita. diBcedimns, tanqxiam ex hospitio, non tanquam 
ex domo , commoraiidi enim nobis natura diversoilum non 
habitandi dedit” — Cicero. John Warton. 

Ver. 2193.] So Sallust, though of a quite different cha- 
racter. 

“ ferociamque animi quam hahuerat vivus, in -vultu 

retinens.” John Waeton. 

T er. 2206.] I hope my reader -will not think the assertion 
trifling, that Dryden here -with his usual haste has rendered 
Chaucer unfaithfully. 

The steed, that bore him living to the fight 

The onginal says, 

“ Duke Theseus let forth three stedes being 
That trapped -were in stele all glittering, 

And cover’d -with the arms of Dan Arcit^ 

And eke upon these stedes, grei and whitSf 
Their satten folk,” &c. 

Chancer abounds in minute and circumstantial painting. 
The observation of Quintilian is undoubtedly just, when 
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And cover’d with, the atchievements of the knight. 
The riders rode abreast, and one his shield, 

His lance of cornel-wood another held ; 

The third his bow, and, glorious to behold, 

The costly quiver, all of burnish’d gold. 

The noblest of the Grecians next appear. 

And, weeping, on their shoulders bore the bier; 
With sober pace they inarch’d, and often staid, 
And through the inastei>Btreet the corpse convey'd. 
The houses to their tops with black were spread, 
And ev’n the pavements were with mourning hid. 
The right dde of the pah old Egeus kept. 

And on the left the royal Theseus wept ; 

Each bore a golden bowl, of work divine. 

With honey fill’d, and milk, and mix’d with ruddy 
wme. 

Then Palamon. the kinsman of the slain, 

And after him appear’d the ihustrious train. 

To grace the pomp, came Emily the bright, ^235 
With cover’d fire, tiie funeral pile to light. 

With high devotion was the service made, 

And aU the rites of pagan honour paid : 

So lofty was the pile, a Parthian bow, 

With vigour drawn, must send the below. ^ 
The bottom was full twenty fathom broad, 

With crackling straw beneath in due proportion 
strow’d. 

The fabric seem’d a wood of rising green, 

With sulphur and bitumen cast between, 

To feed the flames : the trees were unctuous fir. 
And mountain-ash, the mother of the spear ; ^ 

The mourner yew, and builder oak were there : 
The beech, the swimmmg alder, and the plane, 
Hard box, and linden of a softer grain, 

And laurels, which the gods for conquering chiefs 
ordain. 

How they were rank’d, shall rest untold by me, 
With nameless Nymphs that lived in every tree ; 
Nor how the Dryads, or the woodland tram, 
Disherited, ran howling o’er the plain: ^ 

Nor how the birds to foreign seats repair’d, ^ 
Or beasts, that bolted out, and saw the forest hared : 
Nor how the ground, now clear’d, with ghastly 
fright 

Beheld the sudden sun, a stranger to the light 


after giving an accurate and particular account of a Tje- 
Bieged city, he says, “ Minus est tamen totuin dicere quam 
omnia.” John Waeton. 

Ver. 2229. So lofty was the 

« uti aera vincere summuni 

Arhoris haud uU® jactu potuere sagittse.” 

Virg. Georgic. John Waetok. 

Ver. 2235,] I cannot resist the please of transcrihing 
here a passage from Cowper descriptive of trees whose 
peculiar beauties and prop^es have scarcely been noticed 
by other poets: 

“ No tree in all the grove hnt has its charms, 

Though each its hue peculiar; paler some 
And of a wannish grey ; the willow such, 

And poplar, that with silver lines his leaf. 

And ash far-stretching his nmbrageons arm; 

Of deeper green the elm ; and deeper still, 

Lord of the woods, the long surviving oat ; i 
Some glossy-leaved, and shining in the sun, 

The maple, and tiie beech, of oily nuts 
Prolific, and the lime at dewy eve 
Diffcsing odours; nor unnoted pass 
The sycamore, capricious in attire, 

Now green, now tawny, and ere autumn yet 
Have changed the woods, in scarlet honours bright. 

Cowper’s Task. John "VVaeton. 


The straw, as first I said, was laid below ; 

Of chips and sere-wood was the second row ; ^ 
The tfcd of greens, and timber newly fell’d ; 

The fourth high stage the ftagrant odours held. 
And pearls, and preciota stones, and rich array. 
In midst of which, embalm’d, the body lay. ^ 
The service sung, the maid with mourning eyes 
The stubble fired ; the smouldering- flames arise : 
This oflice done, she sunk upon the ground; 

But what she spoke, recover’d from her swound, 

I want the wit in moving words to dress; 

But by themselves the tender sex may guess* ^ 
While the devouring fire was bummg fast»« 

Rich jewels in the fi^e the wealthy cast ; 

And some their shields, and some their lances 
threw, 

And gave their warrior’s ghost a warrior’s due. 
Pull bowls of wine, of honey, milk, and blood, ^265 
Were i^our’d upon the pile of burning wood, 

And Inssing dines receive, and hungry lick the 
food. 

Then thnee the mounted squadrons ride around 
The fire, and Arcite’s name they thrice resound: 
Hah, and farewell, they shouted thrice amain, 
Thrice facing to the left- and thrice they turn’d 
again: 

Stfll as they turn’d, they beat their clattering 
shields ; 

The women mix their cries; and clamour fills, 
the fields. 

The warlike wakes continued all the night, 

And funeral games were play’d at new returning 
light ; ^ 

Who naked wrestled best, besmear’d with oil, 

Or who with gauntlets gave or took the foil, 

I will not tell you, nor would you attend ; 

But briefly haste to my long story’s end. 

I pass the rest ; the year was folly mourn’d, ^ 
And Palamon long since to Thebes return’d ; 
When by the Grecians* general consent. 

At Athens Theseus held his parliament ; 

Among the laws that pass’d, it was decreed. 

That conquer’d Thebes firom bondage should be 
freed ; ^ ^ 

Reserving homage to the Athenian throne. 

To which the sovereign summon’d Palamon. 
Unknowing of the cause, he took his way, 
Moumfol in mind, and still in black array. 

The monarch mounts the thronei, and, placed 
on high, , ^ 

Commands into the court the beauteous Emily ; 


Ver. 2263. And sorae their shields^ and some th&ir lances 

tJireWf^ 

“ Hinc alii spolia occisis dtrepta Latims 
Corgiciunt igni, galeas, ensesque decoros, 

Frenaqne, ferventesque rotas, pars mirnem nota, _ 
Ipsorum dypeos, et non felicia tela.” — Virg. jEn .n. 

John Wanton. 

Ver. 2267. andhimgry lick thefood.'\ Anexprea- 

sion borroved from the Scripture. 

« Then the fire of the lord fell, aud consumed the bnnrt 
sacrifice, and the wood, and the stones, and Jbe du^ and 
licked up the water that was in the trench. —1 Kings, 
chap, xviti^ V. 88. John Waeton. 

Ver. 2268. Tfm thruxl^ mounted sguadrons ride artnmdj 

“ Ter cirenm. accensos, dneti fulgentibns aimis, 
Decurrere logos ; ter moestum funerii. ignem 
Lustravere in eqnia, nlulatui.que ore dedeie. 

Virg. iEn. xi. John Warton 
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So call’d, die came ; the senate rose, and paid 
Becoming reverence to the royal maid. 

And fir^ soft -whispers through the assembly 
■went: 

*With silent wonder then they watch’d the event : 
All hush’d, the hing arose -with awful grace, ^ 

Deep thought was in his breast, and counsel in 
his &e. 

At length he sigh’d ; and having first prepared 
The attentive audience, -thus his will declared. 

The Cause and Spring of motion, from above, 
Hung down on earth the golden chain of Love : 
Great was the effect, and high was his intent, 
"When peace among the jarring seeds he sent. 

Kre, flood, and earth, and air by this were bound. 
And Love, the common link, the new creation 
crown’d, 

The chain still holds; for -though -the forms 


decay. 

Eternal matter never wears away : 

The same first Mover certain bounds has placed. 
How long those perishable forms shall last : 

Hor can they last beyond the time assign’d ^sio 
By that all-seeing, and all-making mind : 

Shorten their hours they may ; for will is free ; 
But never pass the appointed destiny. 

So men oppress’d, when weary of -their breath, 
Throw off the burden, and suborn their death, 
Then since those forms begin, and have their 
end. 

On some unalter’d cause they sure depend : 

Parts of the whole are we ; but God the whole : 
Who gives us life, and animating souL 
For nature cannot from a part derive ^ 

That being, which the whole can only give : 

He perfect, stable; but imperfect we, 

Subject to change, and different in degree ; 

Plants^ beasts, and man ; and, as our oigans are, 
We more or less of his perfection share. 

But by a long descent, the ethereal fire 
Corrupts ; and forms, the mortal part, expire : 

As he -withdraws his -rirtuei, so they pass, 

And the same matter makes another mass : 

This law the Omniscient Power was pleased to 
give, 2330 

That every kind should by succession live : 

That individuals die, his -will ordains; 

The propagated species still remains. 

The monarch oak, the patriarch of the trees, 
Shoots riang up, and spreads by riow degrees ; ^ 
Three ceiitories he grows, and three he stays, 
Supreme in state, and in three more decays; 

So wears the paving pebble in the street, 

And towns and towers their fatal periods meet : 


Ver. 2W1. Statg dovm on earth the golden eham of Love/] 
Ow author’s philosophy is borrowed, as it is usually, 
ftom Boethius. L. 2. Met 8. ’ 


"Hauc remm seriem liga^ 
Terras ac pel^s regens, 
Et csdu imperitans, amor. 


Tyrwhitt John Wjuiton. 
Ver. 2310. 2?br can tneg out Uyond the time 

** Bid he not all create 

To die again ? all ends tliat was begun, 

Their tunes in his eternal book of fete 
Are -written sure, and have their certain date.” 


Spens, 1. 9, 4T. John Wabton. 
Ver. 2338. So wears the pavmg pebUe m ike rtree*,] Ptmu 


So rivers, rapid once, now naked lie, ^ ^ 

Forsaken of their springs ; and leave their chan- 
nels dry. 

So man, at first a drop, dilates -with heat, 

Then, form’d, -tie httle heart begins to beat ; 
Secret he feeds, unknowing in the cell ; 

At length, for hatching ripe, he breaks the dbLcll,®-^ 
And struggles into breath, and cries for aid ; 
Then, helpless, in his mother’s lap is laid. 

He creeps, he walks, and issuing into man, 
Grudges their life, from whence his cwn began : 
Eetebless of laws^ affects to rule alone, ^ 

Anxious to reign, and restless on the throne : 

First vegetive, then feels, and reasons last ; 

Bich of three souls, and hves all three to waste. 
Some thus; but thousands more in flower of age : 
For few arrive to run the latter stage. ^ 

Sunk in the first, in battle some are slain. 

And others whelm’d beneath the stormy main. 
What makes all this, but Jupiter the king,^ 

At whose command we peri&h, and we spring? 
Then ’tis our best, since thus ordain’d to die, 

To make a -rirtue of necessity ; 

Take what he gives, since to rebel is vain ; 

The bad grows better, which we well sustain ; 
And could we choose the time, and choose aright^ 
’Tis best to die, our honour at the height 
When we have done our ancestors no shame, 

But served our friends, and well secured our 
fame; 

Then should we -wish our happy life to close. 

And leave no more for fortune to dispose : 

So should we make our death a glad relief ^ 
From future shame, from sickness, and from grief 
Enjoying while we live the present hour. 

And dying in our excellence and flower. 

Then round our death-bed eveiy friend shonl. 


run, 

And joyous of our conquest early won • ^ 

While the malicious -world -with ou-rious tears 
Should grudge our happy end, and -wish it then’s. 
Since then our Arcite is with honour dead, 

MTiy should we mourn, that he so soon is freed, 

Or call untimely, what the gods decreed *2 
With gnef as just, a friend maj" be deplored. 
From a foul prison to free ah’ restored. 

Ought he to thank his kinsman or his wife, 

Co-uld tears recall him into wretched life ? 

Their sorrow hurts themselves ; on him is lost ; 
And worse than both, offends his happy ghost. 
What then remains, but, after past annoy, 

To take the good vicissitude of joy? 

To thank the gracious gods for what they give. 
Possess our souls, and while we live, to live ^ ^soo 
Ordain we then two sorrows to combine, 

And in one point the extremes of grief to join ; 
That thence resulting joy may be renew’d. 

As jarring notes in baxmony conclude. 


Lucretius ; but possibly my reader will not be displeased 
with the whole context : 

" Quin etiam, multis solis redeuntibus aunis, 

Annulus m digito subtertenuatur habendo ; 

Stillicidi casus lapidem cavat : uncus araixi 
Perreus occulte decrescit vomer in arvis ; 

Strataque jam vnlgi pedibus detrita viarum 
Saxea conspicimns ; turn, portas propter, ahena 
Signa manus dextras ostendunt attenuari 
Ssepe salutantum tactu, prseterque meantom,” 

Lib. i. 1. 812. John Wabtok 
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Then I propose that PaJamon shall be 
In marriage join’d vrith beauteous Emily; 

For which ah'eady I have gain’d the assent 
Of my free people in full parliament. 

Long love to her has borne the faithful knight. 
And well deserved, had Fortune done him nght : 
’Tis time to mend her fault ; smce Emily 
By Arcite’s death from former vows is free ; 

If you, fair sister, ratify the accord. 

And take him for your husband, and your lord, 
’Tis no dishonour to confer your grace ^ 

On one descended from a royal race : 

And were he less, yet years of service past 
From grateful souls exact reward at last ; 

Pity is Heaven’s and your’s; nor can she find 
A throne so soft as m a woman’s mind. 2410 

He said ; she blush’d , and as o’eraVd by might. 
Seem’d to give Theseus what she gave the knight. 
Then turning to the Theban thus he said; 

Small arguments are needful to persuade 
Your temper to comply with my command ; 

And speaking thus, he gave Emilia’s hand. 

Smiled Venus, to behold her own true knight 
Obtain the conquest, though he lost the fight ; 
And bless’d with nuptial bliss the sweet laborious 
night. 

Eros, and Anteros, on either side, 

One fired the bridegroom, and one warm’d the 
bride; 


And long-attending H3rmen, from above, 

Shower’d on the bed the whole Idalian grove. 

AU of a tenor was their after-life. 

No day discolour’d with domestic strife; 

No je^ousy, but mutual truth believed. 

Secure repose, and kindness undeceivei 
Thus Heaven, beyond the compass of his thought, 
Sent him the blessing he so dearly bought. 

So may the Queen of love long duty bless, 

And all true lovers find the same success. 


Yer. 2430. 80 may £he Qveen] 

" Such was old Chaucer, such the placid mien 
Of him who fiist with harmony inform’d 
The language of our fathers. Here he dwelt 
For many a cheerful day. These ancient walla 
Have often heard him, while his legends blithe 
He sang; of love, or knighthood, or tlie wiles 
Of homely bfe; through each estate and age 
The fashions and the tollies of the world 
With cunning hand pourtraying. Though perchance 
From Blenheim’s towers, 0 stranger, thou art come 
Glowing with Churchill’s trophiee ; yet in vain 
Dost thou applaud them, if thy breast be cold 
To him, this othei hero ; who, in tunes 
Dark and untaught, heg^ with charming verse 
To tame the rudeuess 01 his native land.” 

Dr. Akenside wrote these lines to be placed under a statue 
of Chaucer, at Woodstock, and they are lu the tiue simple 
taste of ancient inscriptions. Dr. J Wastoh. 


THE COCK AND THE FOX; 

01^ THE TALE OF THE HTJKPS FEIEST. 


There lived, as authors tell, in days of yore, 

A widow somewhat old, and very poor ; 

Deep in a cell her cottage lonely stood, 

WeU thatch’d, and under covert of a wood. 

This dowager, on whom my tale I found, ® 

Since last she laid her husband in the ground, 

A simple sober life, in patience, led, 

And had but just enough to buy her bread ; 

But huswifing the little Heaven had lent, 

She duly paid a groat for quarter rent ; 

And pmch’d her belly, wi-^ her daughters two. 
To bring the year about with much ado. 

The cattle in her homestead were three sows. 
An ewe call’d Mally, and three brinded cows. 

Her parlour-window stuck with herbs around, ^ 

Ver. 16, and three following verses, a deviation j&om the 
original. 

“ Ful sooty was hire houre, and eke hire halle,” 

This image Dryden has omitted, which is taken firom 
VirgiL 

“ assidua postes fiiligine nigri.”— Eel. vii. 5. 60 

But which contains a lively picture of the homely fiirniture 
of the widow’s cottage. 

Goldsmith has added many natural strokes: 

“ Imagination fondly stoops to trace—” 

And an author who deserves to be better known, Cun- 


Of savouiy smell ; and rushes strew’d the ground. 
A maple-dresser in her hall she had, 

On which full many a slender meal she made ; 
For no delicious morsel pass’d her throat ; 
According to her cloth ^e cut her coat ; “ 

No poignant sauce she knew, nor costly treat, ^ 
Her hunger gave a relish to her meat ; 

A sparing diet did her health assure ; 

Or sick, a pepper posset was her cure. 

Before the day was done, her w-ork she sped, * 
And never went by candle-hght to bed : 

With exercise she sweat ill humours out, 

Her dano-in g was not hinder’d by the gout. 

Her poverty was glad ; her heart content, 

Nor knew she what the spleen or vapours meant. 

Of wine she never tasted through the year, 

But white and black was all her homely cheer ; ^ 
Brown bread, and milk, (but first she skimm’d 
her bowls) 

And rashers of singed bacon on the coals. 

ningham, has adopted one of these images in a little pleas 
ing song, C8dled“ Content;” 

“ Yellow sheaves fi:om rich Ceres her cottage had crown’d, 
Green rushes were strew’d on the floor, 

Her casement sweet woodbines crept modestly round, 
And deck’d the sod seats at her door.” 

JOITJI Warto» 
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On lioly days an egg, or two at most ; 35 

But her ambition never reach’d to roast. 

A yard she had with pales enclosed about. 
Some high, some low, and a dry ditch without. 
Within xihis homestead lived, without a peer. 

For crowing loud, the noble Chanticleer ; ^ 

So bight her cock, whose singing did surpass 
The meny notes of organs at the mass. 

More certain was the crowing of the cock 
To number hours, than is an abbey-clock ; 

And sooner than the matin-bell was iTing^ *** 
He clapp’d his wings upon his roost, and sung : 
For when degrees fifteen ascended right, 

By sure instinct he knew ’twas one at night. 

E&gh was his comb, and coral-red wnthal, 

In dents embattled hke a castle wall ; so 

His bill was raven-black, and shone like jet ,* 

Blue were his legs, and orient were his feet : 
White were his nails like silver to behold. 

His body glittering like the burnish’d gold 
This gentle cock, for solace of his He, ^ 

Six misses had, besides hia lawful wife ; 

Scandal that sp<rres no king, though ne’er so 
good. 

Says, they were all of his own flesh and blood. 

His sisters both by sire and mother’s side ; 

And sure their likeness show’d them near allied.® 
But make the woi-st, the monarch did no mor^ 
Than all the Ptolemys had done before : 

When incest is for interest of a nation, 

’Tis made no sin by holy dispensation. 

Some lines have been maintam’d by this alone, ^ 
Which by their common ugliness are knowii. 

But passmg this as from our tale apart. 

Dame Partlet was the sovereign of hk heart : 
Ardent in love, outrageous in his play. 

He feather’d her a hundred times a day : ^ 

And she, that was not only passmg fair. 

But was withal disci’eet, and debonair. 

Resolved the passive doctrine to fulfil. 

Though loth, and let him work his wicked will : 
At board and bed was aflhble and kmd, 75 

According as their marriage-vow did bind. 

And as the Church’s precept had enjoin’d. 

Ev’n since she was a se’nmght old, they say. 

Was chaste and humble to her dying day. 

Nor chick nor hen was known to disobey. 30 
By this her husband’s heart she did obtain ; 
What cannot beamy, join’d with virtue, gain ! 

She was his only joy, and he her pride ; 

She, when he walk’^ went pecking by bis side ; 

spurning up the ground, he sprung a com, ^ 
The tribute in his bill to her was borne. 

But oh 1 what joy it was to hear him sing 
In summer, when the day b^an to spring, 
Stretching his neck, and warbling in his mroat. 
Solus cum sola, then was aB his note. ® 

For in the days of yore, the birds of parts 
Were bred to speak, and sing and learn the 
liberal arts. 

It happ’d that perching on the parlouivbeam 
Amidst his wives, he had a deadly dream. 

Just at the dawn; and sigh’d, and groan’d so fest, 
As every breath he drew would be his last, 9® 
Dame Partlet, ever nearest to his side, 

Hoard all his piteous moan, and how he cried 
For help from gods and men ; and sore aghast 
She peck’d and pull’d, and waken’d him at last 
Dear he^, said she, for love of Heaven declare 
Your pain, and make me partner of your care. 


You groan, Sir, ever since the morning-light, 

As something had disturb’d your noble spiigbt 
.And, Madam, well I might, said Chanticleer, 
Never was Shrove-tide cock in such a fear. 

Ev’n still I run all over in a sweat, 

My princely senses not recover’d yei 
For such a dream I had of dire portent, 

That much I fear my body will be shent : 

It bodes I shall have wars and wofol stnfe. 

Or in a loathsome dungeon end my He. 

, Know, dame, I dreamt within my troubled breast, 
That in onr yard I saw a murderous beast, 

That on my body would have made arrest, 

With wakmg eyes I ne’er beheld his fellow ; 

His colour was betwixt a red and yellow : 

Tipp’d was his tail, and both his prickmg ears 
Were black ; and much unlike his other hairs : 
The rest, in shape a beagle’s whelp throughout, 
With broader forehead, and a sharper snom; : 
Deep in his front were sunk his glowmg eye^ 
That yet methmks I see him with surprise. 

Reach out your hand, I drop with clammy sweat, 
And lay it to my heart, and feel it beak 
Now fie for shame, quoth she, by Heaven above, 
Thon hast for ever lost thy lady’s love ; 

• No woman can endure a recreant knight. 

He must be bold by day, and free by ni^t : 

Onr sox desires a husband or a fiiend, ^ 

Who can our honour and his own defend ; 

Wise, hardy, secret, liberal of his purse : 

A fool is nauseous, but a coward worse : 

No bragghlg coxcomb, yet no baffled kni^t. 

How dar’st thou talk of love, and dar’st not 
fight? ^35 

How dar’st thou tell thy dome thou art affear’d ? 
Hast thou no manly heart, and hast a beard ? 

If aught from fearful dreams may be divined, 
They signify a cock of dunghill kind. 

All dreams, as in old Galen I have read, 

Are from repletion and complexion bred ; 

From rising fumes of indigested food. 

And noxious humours that infect the blood : 

And sure, my lord, if I can read anght, 

These foohsh fancies you have had to-mght, ^**3 
Are certaia symptoms (in the canting style) 

Of boiling choler, and abotmding bile; 

This yellow gall that in your stomach floats. 
Engenders all these visionary thoughts. 

When choler overflows, then dreams are bred ^ 
Of flames, and aU the family of red ; 

Red dragons, and red beasts, in sleep we view. 

For humours are distinguish’d by their hue. 

From hence we dream of wars and warlike things. 
And wasps and hornets with their double wings. 

Choler adust congeals our blood with fear, 

Then black bulls toss ns, and black devils tear. 

In sanguine aiiy dreams aloft we bound, 

With rheums oppress’d, we sink in rivers drown’d. 

More I could say, but thus conclude my theme. 
The dominating humour makes the dream. 

Cato was in his time accounted wise, 

And he condemns them all for empty hes. 

Take my advice, and when we fl.y to ground 
With laxatives preserve your body sound, 

And purge the peccant humours that abound. 

Ver. 140. — • — as in old Galen] Even Euripides has 
Deen hlamed for making Lis Hecuha talk much too pJiiU>- 
soplncdUy. What shall we say of the knowledge our Chan- 
ticleer displays in physics and metaphysics? Dr. J. Wabt 

TOW. 


THE COCK AND THE FOX. 


251 


I dioTild be lotb to lay you on a bier ; 

And though there hves no ’pothecaiy near, 

I dare for once prescribe for your disease, 

And save long biUs, and a damn’d doctor’s fees. 

Two sovereign herbs, which I by practice know, 
And both at hand (for in our yard they grow) 

On peril of my soul shah rid you whoUy 
Of yellow choler, and of melancholy : 

You must both purge and vomit ; but obey, 

And for the love of Heaven make no delay. 

Since hot and dry in your complexion join^ 
Beware the sun when in a vernal sign ; 

For when he mounts exalted in the Ram, 

If then he finds your body in a fiame, ^ 

Replete with choler, I dare lay a groat, 

A tertian ague is at least your lot. 

Perhaps a fever (which the gods forefend) 

May bring your youth to some untimely end : 
And therefore. Sir, as you desire to live, 

A day or two before your laxative. 

Take just three worms, nor under nor above. 
Because the gods unequal numbers love. 

These digestives prepare you for your purge ; 

Of fuToatory, centaury, and spurge, 

And of ground-ivy add a leaf or two, . 

Ah. which within our yard or garden grow. 

Eat these, and be, my lord, of better cheer : 

Your father’s son was never bom to fear. 

Madam, quoih he, gramercy for your care, 

But Cato, whom you quoted, you may spare : 

’Tis true, a wise and worthy man he seems. 

And (as you say) gave no belief to dreams : 

But other men of more authority. 

And, by the immortal powers, as wise as he, ^ 
Maintain, with sounder sense, that dreams fore- 
bode ,* 

For Homer plainly says they come from Ghid. 

Nor Cato said it : but some modem fool 
Imposed in Cato’s name on boys at school 
Believe me. Madam, morning dreams foreshow 
The events of things, and future weal or woe : ^ 
Some truths are not by reason to be tried. 

But we have sure experience for our guide. 

An ancient author, equal with the best, 

Relates this tale of dreams among the rest. 

Two friends or brothers, with devout intent, 

On some far pilgrimage together went. 

It happen’d so that, when the sun was down. 
They just arrived by twilight at a town : 

That day had been the baiting of a bull, ^ 

’Twas at a fetist, and every inn so full, 

That no void room in chamber, or on ground. 
And but one sorry bed was to be found ; 

And that so little it would hold but one. 

Though till this hour they never lay alone. ^ 
So were they forced to part; one stay’d behind. 
His fellow sought what lodging he could find : 

At last he found a stall where oxen stood, 

And that he rather chose than lie abroad. 

’Twas in a fiirther yard without a door ; ssa 

But, for his ease, well litter’d was the floor. 

His fellow, who the narrow bed had kept, 

Was weary, and without a rocker slept : 

Supine he snored ; but, in the dead of night. 

He dreamt his friend appear’d before his sight, ^ 

Ver. 188. Because the gods imeguar\ One of Ms many 
undesigned and involuntaiy imitations of Virgil. 

« munero Dens impare gaudet.’ — Virg. Ed. viii. 
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Who, with a ghastly look and doleful cry, 

Said, Help me, brother, or this night I die : 

Arise, and help, before all help he vain, 

Or in an ox’s st^ I shall be Rlain. 

Roused from his rest he waken’d in a start, 235 
Shivering with horror, and with aching heart; 

At length to cure himself by reason tries ; 

’Tis but a dream, and what are dreams but lies 'i 
So thinking changed his side, and closed his eyes. 
His dream returns ; his friend appears again : ^ 
The murderers come, now help, or I am slain ; 
’Twas but a vision still, and visions are but vain. 
He dreamt the third ; but now his friend appear’d 
Pale, naked, pierced with wounds, with blood 
besmear’d : 

Thrice warn’d, awake, said he ; relief is late, 245 
The deed is done ; but thou revenge my fete ; 
Tardy of aid, unseal thy heavy eyes, 

Awake, and with the dawning day arise : 

Take to the western gate thy ready way. 

For by that passage -^ey my corpse convey : ^ 

My corpse is in a tumbril laid, among 
The filth and ordure, and enclosed with dung. 
That cart arrest, and raise a common cry ; 

For sacred hunger of my gold I die : 

Then show’d his gnsly wounds : and last he 
drew 365 

A piteous sigh; and took a long adieu. 

The frighted friend arose by break of day. 

And found the stall where late his fellow lay. 
Then of his impious host mquiring more, 

Was answer’d tiiat his guest was gone before : 36o 
Muttering he went, said he, by morning-light, 

And mudi complain’d of Ms ill rest by night 
This raised suspicion in the pilgrm’s mind ; 
Because all hosts are of an evil Mnd, 

And oft to share the spoil with robbers join’d. 3® 
His dream confirm’d Ms thought ; with troubled 
look 

Straight to the western gate his way he took ; 
There, as Ms dream foretold, a cart he found. 
That carried compost forih to dung the ground. 
This when the pilgrim saw, he stretch’d his 
throat, 37 c 

And cried out murder with a yelling note. 

My murder’d fellow in tMs cart hes dead. 
Vengeance and justice on the villain’s head ; 

You, magistrates, who sacred laws dispense, 

On you I call to punish this offence. 275 

The word thus given ; within a little space. 

The mob came roaring out, and throng’d the 
place. 

All in a trice they cast the cart to ground. 

And in the dung the murder’d body found ; 
Though breathless, warm, and reeking from the 
wound. 380 

Good Heaven, whose darling attribute we find 
Is boundless grace, and mercy to mankind. 
Abhors the cruel ; and the deeds of night 
By wondrous ways reveals in open light : 

Murder may pass unpunish’d for a imae, 385 

But tardy ju^ee will o’ertake the crime. 

And oft a speedier pain the guilty feels, 

The hue and cry of Heaven puisnes Mm at the 
heels. 

Fresh from the fact ; as in the present case. 

The criminals are seized upon ttie place ; 390 

; Carter and host confronted face to face, 
j Stiff in denial, as the law appoints, 

I On engines they distend their tortured joints i 
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So was confesaon forced, tlie offence was known. 
And public justice on the offendei’S done- ^ 
Here may you see that visions are to dread ; 

[ And in the page that follows this, I read 
Of two young merchants, whom ihe hope of gain 
Induced in partnership to cross the main : 

Waiting till willing winds their sails supplied, 
Within a trading-town they long ahid^ 

Full feirly situate on a haven’s side. 

One evening it befel, that looking out, 

The wind they long had wish’d was come about : 
Well pleased they went to rest ; and if the gale ^ 
Till mom continued, both resolved to saiL 
But as together in a bed they lay. 

The younger ]^d a dream at hr^ of day. 

A man he thought stood frowning at his side : 
Who warn’d him for his safety to provide, 

Xor put to sea» but safe on shore abide. 

I come, thy genius, to command thy stay ; 

Trust not the winds, for fatal is the day. 

And death unhoped attends the wateiy way. 

The vision said . and vanish’d from his sight : 
The dreamer waken’d in a mortal fright : 

Tlien pull’d his drowsy neighbour, and declared 
What in his slumber he had seen and heard. 

His friend smiled scornful, and with proud con- 
tempt 

Rejects as idle what his fellow dreamt. ^ ^ 

Stay, who will stay : for me no fears restrain, 

Who follow Mercury the god of gain ; 

Let each man do as to his fancy seem^ 

I wait, not I, till you have better dreams. 

Dreams are but interludes which fancy makes ; ^25 
When monarch reason sleeps, this mimic wakes : 
Compounds a medley of disjointed things, 

A mob of cobblers, and a couit of kings : 

Light fumes ai'e meny, grosser fumes are sad : 
Both are the reasonable soul run mad : ^so 

And many monstrous forms in sleep we see. 

That neither were, nor are, nor e’er can be. j 

Sometimes forgotten thmgs long cast behind 
Rush forward m the bram, and come to mind. I 
The nurse’s legends are for truths received, ^ 
And the man di’eams but what the boy believed. 

Sometimes we but rehearse a former play. 

The night restores our actions done by day ; 

As hounds in sleep will open for their prey. 

Ver. 325—839. These lines are not in the original. It 
is probable that our author had been reading, perhaps 
translating, Lncretins. 

“ Et qnoi qni^ne fer& studio devinctus adhffiret, 

Ant qnibus in rebus mnltum sumus anttj morati ; 

Atqne in qua ratione fait contenta magis mens; 

In somnis eadem plemmqne videxnur obire. 

♦ • • • 

Et qnicnnqne dies miiltos ex ordine ludis 
Assidnas dederint operas : plennnqne videmns, 

Qnnm jam destitennt ea sensibus usurpare, 

Beliqnas tamen esse vias in mente patentee, 

Qua po^sint eadem remm simulachra venire 
Permultos itaque ilia dies eadem obversantor 
Ante oculos, etiam vigilantes nt videantur 
Cemere saltantes, et mollia membra moventes; 
Etcith-^rfB liqnidum carmen, chordasque loqnentes, 
Aunbus aceipere, et consessum cemere enudem 
Scenaique simnl varios splendere decores. 

Usque adeo magni refert stndinm atqne voluntas ; 

Et qnibus in rebus consnerint esse operati 
Non homines solnm, sed vero ammitUA. cuncta. 

V * • • 

Venanttunqne canes in moUi smpe qniete 
Jactant cmra tamen snbito, vocesqne repente 
Mittunt, et crebras reducnnt naribns auras, 

Ut vestigia si teneant inventa ferarum ” 

JoHiff Wabton. 


In short the farce of dreams is of a piece, 
Chimeras all ; and more absurd, or less : 

You, who believe in tales, abide alone ; 

"UTiate’er I get this voyage is my own. 

Thus while he spok^ he heard the shouting 
crew 

That call’d aboard, and took his last adieu. 

The vessel went before a merry gale. 

And for quick passage put on every sail : 

But when least fear’d, and ev’n in open day, 

The mischief overtook her in the way : 

Whether she sprung a leak, I cannot &ad, 

Or whether she was overset with wind, 

Or that some rock below her bottom rent ; 

But down at once with all her crew she went : 
Her fellow-ships from far her loss descried; 

But only she was sunk, and all were safe beside. 

By tins example you are taught agam, ^ 
That dreams and visions are not always vain : 

But if, dear Paiiitet, you are still in doubt, 
Another tale shall make the former out 
Kenelm, the son of Kenulph, Mercia’s king, ^60 
Whose holy hfe the legends loudly shag, 

Warn’d in a di’eam, his murder did foretel 
From point to pomt as after it bofel : 

All circumstanees to his nurse he told, 

(A wonder from a child of seven years old .) 

The dream with horror heard, the good old 
wife 

From treason counsell’d him to guard his life; 

But close to keep the secret in his mind, 

For a boy’s vision small belief would find 
The pious child, by promise bound, obey’d, 

Nor was the fatal murder long delay’d : 

By Quenda slain, he fell before his time, 

Made a young martyr by bis sister’s cmne. 

The tale is told by venerable Bede, 

Which, at your better leisure, you may read. 

Macrobius too relates the vision sent 
To the great Scipio, with the famed event : 
Objections makes, but after makes replies, 

And add^ that di’eams are often prophecies. 

Of Daniel you may read iu holy ^vrit, ^so 

Who, when the king bis vision did forget, 

Could word for word the wondrous dream re- 
peat. 

Hor less of patriarch Joseph understand, 

Who by a dream enslaved the Egyptian land, 

The years of plenty and of dearth foretold, ^ 
When, for their bread, their liberty they sold. 

Hor must the exalted butler be forgot, 

Kor he whose dream presaged his hanging lot. 

And did not Croasus the same death foresee, 
Raised in Ms vision on a lofty tree ? 

The wife of Hector, in his utmost pride, 

Dreamt of Ms death the night before he died ; 

Well was he warn’d from battle to refrain, 

But men to death decreed are warn’d in vain : 

He dared the dream, and by his fe-tal foe was 

Rla.i-n_ 395 

Much more I know, wMch I forbear to speak, 

For see the ruddy day begins to break; 

Let this suffice, that plainly I foresee 
My dream was bad, and bodes adversity : 

But neither pills nor laxatives I like, 

They only serve to make the well-man sick : 

Of these Ms gain the sharp physician make^ 

And often gives a purge, but seldom takes : 

They not correct, but poison all the blood. 

And ne’er did any but the doctors good. ^ 
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Their tribe, trade, trinkets, I defy them all; 

With every work of ’pothecary’s hall. 

These melancholy matters I forbear ; 

But let me tell thee, Partlet mine, and swear. 
That when I view the beauties of thy face, 

I fear not death, nor dangers, nor disgrace ; 

So may my soul have bliss, as when I spy 
The scai’let red about thy partridge eye, 

While thou art constant to thy own true knight. 
While thou art mme, and I am thy delight, 

AU sorrows at thy presence take their flight. 

For true it is, as in prmcipio, 

Mulier est hominis confusio. 

Madam, the meaning of this Latin is. 

That woman is to man his sovereign bliss. ^ 
For when by night I feel your tender side. 
Though for the narrow perch I cannot ride. 

Yet I have such a solace in my mind, 

That all my boding cares are cast behind ; 

And ev’n already I forget my dream : ^ 

He said, and downward flew from off the beam. 
For day-light now began apace to spiing, 

The thrush to whistle, and the lark to smg. 

To chuck his wives together m the halL* 

By this the widow had unbaiT’d the door, 

And Chanticleer went strutting out before. 

With royal courage, and with heart so light. 

As show’d he scorn’d the visions of the night. 
Kow roaming in the yard, he spum’d the ground, 
And gave to Partlet the first gram he found. 

Then often feather’d her with wanton play, 

And trod her twenty times ere prime of day : 
And took by turns and gave so much delight, 

Her sisters pined with envy at the sight ^ 
He chuck’d again, when other corns he found. 
And scarcely deign’d to set a foot to ground. 

But swa^er’d like a lord about his hall. 

And his seven wives came running at his calL 
'Twas now the month in which the world 
began, ^ 

(If March beheld the first created man ;) 

And since the vernal equinox, the sun, 

In Aries twelve degrees;, or more, had run ; 

When casting up ms eyes against the light. 

Both month, and day, and hour he measured 
right ; ^ 

And told more truly than the Ephemeris : 

For art may err, but nature cannot miss. 

Thus numbering times and seasons in his^ 
breast, 

His second crowing the third hour confess'd. 

Then turning, said to Partlet, See, my dear, 

How lavish nature has adorn’d the year; 

How the pale primrose and blue violet spring 
And birds essay their throats disused to sing : 

All these are ours ; and I with pleasure see 
Man strutting on two legs, and aping me : ^ 

An unfledged creature, of a lumpish fiam^ 
Endow’d with fewer pairicles of flame ; 

Our dame sits cowering o’er a kitchen fire, 

I draw fresh air, and nature’s works admire : 

And ev’n this day in more delight abound, ^ 
Than, since I was an egg, I ever found. 

The time shall come when Chanticleer shall 
wish 

His words unsaid, and hate his boasted bliss ; 

The crested bird shall by experience know, 

J ove made not him his masterpiece below ; ^ 

And leam the latter end of joy is woe. 


The vessel of his bliss to dregs is run. 

And Heaven will have him taste his other tun. 

Ye wise, draw near, and hearken to my tale. 
Which proves that oft the proud by flattery 
fail: 4.-6 

The legend is as true I undertake 
As Tristran is, and Launcelot of the Lake : 

Which all our ladies in such reverence hold, 

As if in Book of Marfcyrs.it were told. 

A fox full-fraught with seeming sanctity, 

That fear’d an oath, but, like fiie devil, would 
lie; 

Who look’d like Lent, and had the holy leer. 

And durst not sia before he said his prayer; 

This pious cheat, that never suck’d the blood, 
Hor chew’d the flesh of lamh^ but when he 
could ; 486 

Had pass’d three summers in the neighbouring 
wood ; 

And musing long, whom next to circumvent, 

On Chanticleer his wicked fancy bent : 

And in his high imagination cast, 

By stratagem to gratify his taste. ^ 

The plot contrived, before the break of day, 
Saint Reynard through the hedge had made his 
way ; 

The pale was next, hut proudly with a bound 
He leapt the fence of the forbidden ground : 

Yet fearing to be seen, within a bed 
Of coleworts he conceal’d his wily head ; 

Then sculk’d till afternoon, and watch’d his time, 
(As murderers use) to perpetrate his crime. 

0 hypocrite, ingenious to destroy, 

0 traitor, worse lian Sinon Vas to Troy I ^ 
0 vile subverter of the Gallic reign, 

More false than Gano was to Charlemagne i 
0 Chanticleer, in an unhappy hour 
Didst thou forsake the safety of thy bower ; 
Better for thee thou hadst believed thy dream, ^ 
And not that day descended from the beam I 
But here iflie doctors eagerly dispute ; 

{Some hold predestination absolute : 

Some clerks maintain, that Heaven at first fore- 
sees. 

And in the virtue of foresight decrees. ^ 

If this be BO, then prescience binds the will. 

And mortals are not free to good or ill ; 

For what he first foresaw, he must ordain, 

Or its eternal prescience may be vain : 

As bad for us as prescience had not been : 

For firsi^ or last, he ’s author of the sin. 

And who says iat, let the blaspheming man 
Say worse ev'n of ilie devil, if he can. 

For how can iJiat eternal power be just 
To punish Ty^ari, who sins because he must ? 

Or how can he reward a virtuous deed, 

Which is not done by us; but first decreed? 

1 cannot bolt thia matter to the bran. 

As Bradwardin and holy Austin can ; 

Ter 478. Jnd Eeavai will have him taste his other tun.] 
An allusion to Homer’s allegory of the two oms. Aw« yi* 
« ri/ffof, niad 24, 1. 527. used by Achilles in consolation to 
the afBicted Priam. Johx Waxton. 

Ver. 611. If this U eoj then preseienee hinds the leiZy 

“ reason’d high ^ 

Of Providence, foreknowledge, will, and fat^ 

Fix’d fete, free will, foreknowledge absolute. 

And found no end, in wandering mazes lost” 

Milton, Par. Lost^ B. 2. 568. 

JOHif Waweojt, 
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Ff prescience can determine actions so 
riiat we must do, because he did foreknow, 

Or that foreknowing, yet our choice is free. 

Not forced to sin by strict necessity ; 

This strict necessity they ample cal]. 

Another sort there is conditional ^ ^ 

The first so binds the will, that things foreknown 
By spontaneity, not choice, are done. 

Thus galley-slaves tug willing at their oar. 
Content to work, in prospect of the shore; 

But would not work at all if not constrain’d 
before. ^ 

That other does not liberty constrain, 

But man may either act, or may refrain. 

Heaven made us agents free to good or ill. 

And forced it not, though he foresaw the wKL 
Freedom was first bestow’d on human race, ^ 
And prescience only held the second place. 

If he could make such agents wholly free, 

I not dispute, the point ’s too high for me ; 

For Heaven’s nnfrthom’d power what man can 
sound. 

Or put to his omnipotence a boimdl ^ 

He made us to bis image, all agree ; 

That image is the soul, and that must be. 

Or not the Maker’s image, or be free. 

But whether it were better man had been 
By nature bound to good, not free to sin, 

I waive, for fear of splitting on a rock. 

The tale I teU is only of a cock ; 

Who had not run the hazard of his life:. 

Had he believed his dream, and not his wife : 

For women, with a mischief to their kind, ^ 
Pervert, with had advice, our better m ind. 

A woman’s counsel brought us first to woe. 

And made her man his paradise forego, 

■Where at heart’s ease he lived; and might have 
been 

As free from sorrow as he was from sin. ^ 
For what the devil had their sex to do. 

That, born to folly, they presumed to know. 

And could not see the serpent in the grass ? 

But I myself presume, and let it pass. 

Silence in times of suffering is the best, 

Tis dangerous to disturb an hornet’s nest 
In other authors you may find enough, 

But all they say of dames is idle stuff 
Legends of lying wits together bound, 

The wife of !l^th would throw’em to theground; 
These are the words of Chanticleer, not mine, 

I honour dames, and think their sex divine. 

Now to conianne what my tale begun; 

Lay Madame Partlet basking in the sun, 
Breast-hi^ in sand ; her si^rs, in a row, 

Enjoy’d the beams above, the warmth below. 

The cock, that of his flesh was ever free, 

Sung merrier than the mermaid in the sea : 

And so befel, that as he cast his eye 

Among the coleworfcs on a butterfly, ^ 

He saw false Reynard where he lay full low : 

I need not swear he had no list to crow ; 

But cried, cock, cock, and gave a sudden start, 

As sore dismay’d and frighted at ids heart 
For birds and beasts, inform’d by Nature, know 
Kinds opposite to theirs, and fly thdr foe. ^ 
So Chanticleer, who never saw a fox, 

Yet shunn’d him as a sailor shuns the rocks. 

But the false loon, who could not work his 
wiU 

'v open force, employ’d his flattering ^ill ; sso 


I hope, my lord, said he, I not offend ; 

Are you afraid of me, that am your fiflend 
I were a beast indeed to do you wrong, 

I, who have loved and honour’d you so long : 

Stay, gentle Sir, nor take a false alarm, 

For on my soul I never meant you harm. 

I come no spy, nor as a traitor press. 

To learn the secrets of your soft recess : 

Far be from Reynard so profane a thought, 

But by the sweetness of your voice was brought : 
For, as I bid my beads, "by chance I heard 
The song as of an angel in the yard ; 

A song that would have charm’d the infernal gods, 
And banish’d horror from the dark abodes : 

Hud Orpheus sung it in the nether sphere, 

So much the hymn had pleased the tyrant’s ear, 
The wife had been detam’d, to keep the husband 
there. 

My lord, your sire familiarly I knew, 

A peer deserviug such a son as you . 

He, with your lady-mother, (whom Heaven 
rest/ 

Has often graced my house, and been my guest : 

To view his hving features does me good. 

For I am your poor neighbour in the wood ; 

And in my cottage should be proud to see 
The worthy heir of my friend’s family. 

But since I speak of singmg, let me say. 

As with an upright heart I s^ely may, 

That, save yourself there 'breathes not on the 
ground 

One like your frither for a silver sound. 

So sweetly would he wake the winter-day, 

That matrons to the church mistook their way. 

And thought they heard the merry organ play. 

And he to raise his voice with artful care, 

(What will not beaux attempt to please the 
fair^) 

On tiptoe stood to sing with greater strength, 

And stretch’d his comely neck at all the len^h : 
And while he strain’d his voice to pierce the skies, j 
As saints in raptures use, would shut his eyes, 

That the soimd striving through the narrow 
throat. 

His winking might avail to mend the note. ^ 
By thi^ in song, he never had his peer, 

BVom sweet Cecilia down to Chanticleer ; 

Not Maro’s muse, who sung the mighty man. 

Nor Pindar’s heavenly lyre, nor Horace when a 
swan. 

Your ancestors proceed from race divine : 

From Brennus and Behnus is your line ; 

Who gave to sovereign Rome such loud alarms, 

That eFn the priests were not excused from arms. 

Besides, a fkmous monk of modem times 
Has left of cocks recorded in his rhymes, 

That of a parish priest the son and heir, 

(When sons of pnests were from the proverb clear) 
Affronted once a cock of noble kind, 

And either lamed his legs, or struck him blind ; 

For which the clerk his father was disgraced, 

And in his benefice another placed. 

Now sing, my lord, if not for love of me. 

Yet for the sake of sweet Saint Charity ; 

Make hills, and dales, and earth, and heaven rejoice. 
And emulate your father’s angel-voice. 

The cock was pleased to hear him speak so fair. 
And proud beside, as solar people are ; 

Nor could the treason from the truth descry, 

So was he ravish’d with this flattery ; 
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So much the more, as from a little elf, 

He had a high opinion of himself ; ^ 1 

Though sickly, slender, and not l^ge of limb. 
Concluding all the world was made for him. 

Ye princes, raised by poets to the gods, 

And .^exander’d up in lying odes, 

Believe not every flattering knave’s report. 

There ’s many a Reynard lurking in the court,* 
And he shall be received with more regard. 

And listen’d to, than modest truth is heari 
This Chanticleer, of whom the story sings, 
Stood high upon his toes, and clapp’d his wings ; 
Then stretch’d his neck, and will’d with both 
his eyes, 

Ambitious as he sought the Olympic prize. 

But while he pain’d himself to raise his note. 

False Reynard rush’d, and caught him by the 
throat. 

Then on his back he laid the precious load. 

And sought his wonted shelter of the wood ; 
Swiftly he made his way, the mischief done. 

Of all unheeded, and pursued by none. 

Alas, what stay is there in human state, 

Or who can shun inevitable fate ^ 

The doom was written, the decree was pass’d. 

Ere the foundations of the world were cast ! 

In Aries though the suu exalted stood. 

His patron-planet to procure his good ; ^ 

Yet Saturn was his mortal foe, and he, 

In Libra raised, opposed the same degree : , 

The rays both good and bad, of equal power. 

Each thwarting other, made a mingled hour. 

On Friday mom he dreamt this direful 
dream, ^ 

Cross to the worthy native, in his scheme ! 

Ah blissful Venus, goddess of delight, 

How could’st thou suffer thy devoted knight 
On thy own day to fall by foe oppress’d, 

The wight of all the world who served thee best? 
Who, true to love, was all for recreation, 

And minded not the work of propagation. 

Qaufride, who could’st so well in rhyme complain 
The death of Richard with an arrow slain. 

Why had not I thy mns^ or thon my heart, 

To sing this heavy dirge with equal art ! 

That I like thee on Friday might complain ; 

For on that day was Coaur de Lion slain. 

Not louder cries, when Ilium was in flames, 

Were sent to heaven by woful Trojan dames, ^ 
When Pyrrhus toss’d on high his burnish’d blade. 
And offer’d Priam to his father’s shade. 

Than for the cook the widow’d poultry made. 

Fair Partlet first, when he was borne from sight, 
With sovereign shrieks bewail’d her captive 
knight: ^ 

Far loudci than the Carthaginian wife, 

When Asdrubal her husband lost his Hfa, 

When she beheld the smouldering flames ascend. 
And all the Punic glories at an end : 

Willing into the fires she plimged her head, 

With greater ease than others seek their bed. 

Not more aghast the matrons of renown. 

When tyrant Nero bum’d the imperial town, 
Shriek’d for the downfal in a doleful cry. 

For which their guiltless lords were doom’d to 
die. 

Now to my story I return again : 

The trembling widow, and her daughters twain, 
This woful cackling cry with horror heard, 

Of those distracted damsels in the yard : 


And starting up, beheld the heavy sight, 7-v 
How Reynard to the forest took his flight. 

And cross his back, as in triumphant scorn. 

The hope and pillar of the house was borne. 

The fox, the wicked fox, was all the cry ; 

Out from his house ran every neighbour nigh : ^ 
The vicar first, and after him the crew, 

With forks and staves the felon to pursue. 

Ran Coll our dog, and Talbot with the band. 

And Malkia, wito her distaff in her hand : 

Ran cow and calf, and fcniily of hogs, Tso 

In panic horror of pursuing dogs ; 

With many a deadly grunt and doleful squeak, 
Poor swine, as if their pretty hearts would break. 
The shouts of men, the women in dismay, 

With shrieks augment the terror of the day. ^ 
The ducks, that heard' the proclamation cned. 
And fear’d a persecution might betide. 

Pull twfenty from town their voyage tak^ 
Obscure iu rushes of the liquid lake. 

The geese fly o’er the bam ; the bees in arms 
Drive headlong from their waxen cells in 
swarms. 

Jack Straw at London-stone, with all his rout, 
Stmek not the city with so loud a shout ; 

Not when with English hate they did pursue 
A Frenchman, or an imbelieving Jew : 

Not when the welkin rung with “ one and all ; ” 
And echoes boimded hack fr-om Fox’s haU : 

Earth seem’d to sink beneath, and heaven above 
to faU. 

With might and main they chased the murderous 
fox, 

With brazen trumpet^ and inflated box. 

To kindle Mars with military sounds, 

Nor wanted horns to inspire sagacious hounds. 

But see how Fortune can confound the wise, 
And when they least expect it, turn the dice. 

The captive-cock, who scarce could draw his 
breath, ^ 

And lay within the very jaws of death ; 

Yet in this agony his wrought, 

And fear supplied him with this happy thought : 
Youris is the priz^ victorious prince;, said he^ 

The vicar my defeat, and all the vill^e see. ^ 
Enjoy your friendly fortune while you may. 

And bid the churls that envy you the prey 
Call back their mongrel curs, and cease their cry. 
See, fools, the shelter of the wood is nigh. 

And Chanticleer in your despite shall die, 

He shall be pluck’d and eaten to the bone. 

’Tis well adrised, in frith it shall be done ; 

This Reynard said : but as the word he spoke, 
The prisoner with a spring from prison broke : 
Then stretch’d his feather’d fans with all his 
might, 

And to the neighbouring maple wing’d his flight. 

Whom when the traitor safe on tree beheld, 
He cursed the god^ with shame and sorrow fill’d; 

Ver.724. ThefoXj the witiLed fox^ In the fehles of all 
ages the fox makes a conspicuous figure. The &ble of the 
Fox and the Grapes has been by severe critics thought nn- 
uatural. Mr. Dodsley, in his sensible Dissertation on Fable, 
has mentioned it as such; because this is an animal that 
does not prey on this sort of fruit : hut this is a mistake ; 
lor Hasselquist describes the foxes destroying the vine- 
yards in his travels; they axe mentioned as hurting vine- 
yards iu Solomon’s Songs; and in the first IdyEhran of 
Theocritus, in that beautiful description of the vessel (not 
cup, as it is called,) and which is one of the most picturesque 
descriptions in any author, ancient or modem whatever 
and fiau: beyond Vii^il’s cup. Dr. J. Waetok. 
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Shame for his folly, sori’ow out of time, 

For plottinp^ an unprofitable crime ; 

Yet mastering both, the artificer of lies 
Renews the assault, and his last battery tries. 

Though I, said he, did ne’er in thought offend. 
How justly may my lord suspect his fiiend? 

The appearance is against me, I confess, ^ 
Who seemingly have put you in distress : 

You, if your goodness does not plead my cause, 
May think I broke all hospitable laws, 

To bear you ftnm your palace-yard by might. 
And put your noble peKon in a fright : ^ 

This, since you take it ill, I must repent. 

Though Heaven can witness, with no bad intent 
I practised it, to make you taste your cheer 
With double pleasure, first prepared by fear. 

So loyal subjects often seize their prince, 790 
Forc^ (for his good) to seeming violence. 

Yet mean his sacred person not the least offence. 
Descend ; so help me Jove, as you shall find 
That Reynard comes of no dissembling kind. 

Kay. quoth the cock ; but I beshrew us both. 
If I believe a saint upon his oath : 796 

An honest man may take a knave’s advice. 

But idiots only may be cozen’d twice : 

Once warn’d is well bewared: no flattering lies 


Shall soothe me more to sing with winking 
eyes, ^ ^ 

And open mouth, for fear of catching flies. 

Who blindfold walks upon a river’s brim, 

"When he should see, has he deserved to swim ^ 
Better, sir Cock, let all contention cease, 

Come down, said Reynard, let ns treat of 
peace. 

A peace with all my soul, said Chanticleer,* 

But, with your favour, I will treat it here : 

And lest the truce with treason should be mix’d, 
’Tis my concern to have the tree betwhct. 

a?HB MOBAL. 

In this plain fable you the effect may see 
Of negligence, and fond credulity : 

And learn besides of flatterers to beware, 

Then most pernicious when they speak too fair. 
The cock and fox, the fool and knave imply ; 

The truth is moral, though the tale a he. 

Who spoke in parables, I dare not say ; 

But sure he knew it was a pleasmg way, 

Sound sense, by plain example, to convey. 

And in a heathen author we may find, 

That pleasure with instruction should be join’d ; 
So take ihe com, and leave the chaff behind. ® 2 i 


THE PLOVER AND THE LEAF:* 

OR, TEDS LADY IH THE ARBOUR. 


I 

Kow turning fi:om the wintry signs, the sun 
His course exalted through the Ram had run. 
And whirling up the skies, his chariot drove 
Through Taurus, and the lightsome realms of love ; 
Where Venus from her orb descends in showers, ^ 
To glad the ground, and paint the fields with 
flowers : 

When first the tender blades of grass appear, 

And buds, that yet the blast of Eurus fear, 

Stand at the door of life, and doubt to clothe the 
year: 

TOl gentle heat, and soft repeated rains, 

ICake the green blood to dance within their veins : 

* It is singnlarly strange that our anthor, eimraeTating 
the different pieces of Chancer that he has versified, should 
not say a syTIahle of this exquisite and elegant vision, -which 
of all his compositions is perhaps the most perfectly me- 
lodioos. Dr. J. WAHTOir. 

Ver. 7. 

W^m first the tender Vades nf ffrass appear, 

Andhuds, that yet the ^ast ojEvrus feari 

Stand at Vie door o/hfe^ and doubt to clothe the year:] 

“ Inqne novos soles andent se gramina tnto 
CrMere, nec metoit soigentes pampinus Anstros.” 

John Wabtojt. 

I Ver. 11. the preen Idoadto dance vnthm their veins :] 

An expression perfectly Ovidian. 

" Omnia tunc florent : time est nova temporis mtas : 

Et nova de gravido palmite «remma tnmet 
Et modo fomiatis amicitnr vitihus arhos * 

Prodit et in siimmmn seminis. herba solnm.” 

Ovid’s Fasti, lib. 1, 150. John Wahton. 


Then, at their call, embolden’d out they come, 
And swell the gems, and burst the narrow room ; 
Broader and broader yet, their blooms display, 
Salute the welcome sun, and entertain the day. ^ 
Tien from their breathhig souls the sweets repair 
To scent the skies, and purge the unwholesome air : 
Joy spreads the heart, and, with a general song, 
Spring issues out, and leads the jolly months along. 

In that sweet season, as in bed I lay, 20 

And sought in sleep to pass the night away, 

I turn’d mv weary side, but still in vain. 

Though fall of youthful health, and void of pain : 
Cares I had none, to keep me from my rest, 

For love had never enter’d in my breast ; 

I -wanted nothing Fortune could supply, 

Hor did she slumber till that hour deny. 

I wonder’d then, but after found it true, 

Much joy had dried away the balmy dew : 

Seas would be pools, without the brushing air, 

Yer. 19. Spriny issues out,"] Lucretius was rather in his 
eye than his original. 

** It Yer et Yenus,” &c. 

^ , John "Wabtout. 

Yer. 30.J 

“ By ceaseless action all that is subsists. 

Constant rotation of th’ unwearied wheel, 

That Nature rides upon, maintains her health, 

Her beauty, her fertility. She dreads 
An instant’s pause, and lives but while she moves. 
Its own revolvency upholds the world,” &c. 

Cowper, 

“The heavens themselves run continually round, the sun 
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To curl the waves ; and sure some little core 
Should weary nature so, to make her want repair. 

When Chanticleer the second watch had sung, 
Scorning the scomer sleep, from bed I sprung , 
And dressmg, by the moon, in loose array, ^ 
Pass’d out in open air, preventing day. 

And sought a goodly grove, as fancy led my way. 
Straight as a hne in beauteous order stood 
Of oaks unshorn a venerable wood; 

Fresh was the grass beneath, and every tree, ^ 
At distance planted in a due degree. 

Their bi'anehing arms in air with equal space 
Stretch’d to their neighbours with a long embrace; 
And the new leaves on every bough wei*e seen, 
Some ruddy colour’d, some of lighter green. ^ 
The painted birds, companions of the spring, 
Hopping from spray to spray, were heard to sing. 
Botii eyes and ears received a like dehght, 
Enchanting muac, and a ebarming sight. 

On Philomel I fix’d my whole deare ; ^ 

And listen’d for the queen of all the quire ; 

Fain would I hear her heavenly voice to sing ; 
And wanted yet an omen to the spring. 

Attending long in vain, I took ^e way, 

Which through a path, but scarcely printed, lay; " 
In narrow mazes oft it seem’d to meet. 

And look’d, as lightly press’d by fairy feet 
Wand’ring I walk’d done, for still metbought 
To some strange end so strange a path was wrought: 
At last it led me where an arbour stood, ^ 
The sacred receptacle of the wood : 

This place unmark’d, though oft I walk’d the green, 
In all my progress I had never seen . 

riseth and sets, the moon increascili and dccreaseth, stars 
and planets keep their constant mtitions, the air is still 
tossed by the winds, the waters ebb and flow to their con- 
servation no doubt, to teach us that we should ever be in 
action.”— Burton’s Anatomy of Melancholy, p. 265, ed. 1651 
JomrWAErox. 

Ter. 40. every tree, 

At diatcmee plcaU^ in a due degree,} 

“ In which were okes great, streight as a line. 

Under the which the grasse so fresh of hew 
Was newly sprong, and an eight foot or nine 
Every tree well fra his fellow grew, 

With branches hrode, lade wi& leves new, 

That sprongen out aj^u the sunne shene, 

Some very red, and some, a glad light grene.” 

Chaucer, FL and L. fit 5. 
"Omnia smt paribus nnmeris dimensa yiamm, 
hlon animnm modo uti pascat prospectus manem : 

Sod quia non aliter vires dabit omnibns sqnas 
Terra, neqne in vacuum poterunt se extendere rami.” 

Georg, ii. 284. 

« Quid enim illo quinonnee speciosins est, qni in 
quamconque p^tem spectaveris rectus est? ” 

Cic.deSenecil7. 

" Not distant fkr, a length of colonnade 
Invites ns. Monument of andent taste, 

Now scorn’d, hut worthy of a lietter fate. 

Our fathers knew the value of a siareen 
From Eultiy sons; and in their shaded walks 
And long protracted bowers, enjoy’d at noon 
The gloom and coolness of declining day. 

« « * « 

Ye fallen avenues 1 once more I mourn 
Your fate unmerited, once more rejoic^ 

That yet a remnant of your race survives. 

How airy and how light the graceful arch, 

Yet awful as the consecrated roof 
Ke-echoing pious anthems ' while hen^th 
The chequeird earth seems restless as a flood 
Brush’d by the wind. So sportive is the light 
Shot through the houghs, it dances as they dance. 
Shadow and soushine intemingling quick, 

And darkening .md enlightening, as the leaves 
Play wanton, every moment eveiy spot.’— Cowper 
John Wabxon. 


And seized at once vdth wonder and dehgbt, 
Gazed all around me, new to the transporting sighi 
’Twas bench’df with tur^ and goodly to be seen, “ 
The thick young grass arose m fresher green : 
The mound was newly made, no sight could pass 
Betwixt the nice partitions of the grass ; 

The well-united sods so closely lay ; ^ 

And all around the shades defended it from day, 
For sycamores with eglantine were spread, 

A hedge about the sides, a covering over head. 
And so the fragrant briar was wove between, 

The sycamore and flowers were mix’d with green, 
That nature seem’d to vary the delight^ ^ 
And satisfied ai once the smell and sight 
The master workman of the bower was known 
Through fiuiy-Iand^ and built for Oberon ; ^ 

"Who twining leaves with such proportion drew, 
They rose by measure, and by rule they grew ; 
No mortal tongue can half the beauty teU . 

For none but bands divine could work so well 
Both roof and sides were like a parlour made, 

A soft recess, and a cool summer shade ; ® 

[ The hedge was set so thick, no foreign eye 
The persons placed within it could espy : 

But all that pass’d without with ease was seen, 

As if nor fence nor tree was placed between. 
’Twas border’d with a field ; and some was phdn 
With grass, and some was sow’d with rising grain. 
That (now the dew with spangles deck’d the 
ground) 

A sweeter spot of earth was never found. 

I look’d and look’d, and still with new dehght ; 
Such joy my soul, such pleasures fill’d my sight : 
And ^e fr^ eglantine exhaled a breath, 

WTiose odours were of power to raise from deatL 
Nor sullen discontent, nor anxious care, 

Evqn though brought thither, could inhabit there: 
But thence they fled as from their mortal foe ; 
For this sweet place could only pleasure know. 

Thus as I mused, I cast asicle my eye, 

And saw a medlar-tree was planted nigh. 

The spreading branches made a goodly show, 

And fill! of opening blooms was every bough: 

A goldfinck ikere I saw with gaudy pride 
Of painted plumes, that hopp’d from side to side, 
Still pecking as she pass’d ; and still she drew 
(Hie sweets from every flower, and suck’d the dew : 
Sufficed at length, she warbled in her throat, 

And tuned her voice to many a meny note, 

But indistinct, and neither sweet nor clear, 

Yet suck as sooth’d my soul, and pleased my 
ear. 

Her short performance was no sooner tried. 
When she I sought, the nightingale, replied : 

So sweet, so slmll, so variously she sung, 

That the grove echoed, and the valleys rung : 

And I so ravish’d with her heavenly note, 

I stood intmeed, and had no room for thought, 
But all o’erpower’d with ecstasy of bliss, ^ 
Was in a pleasing dream of paradise ; 

At length I waked, and looking round the bower 
Search’d every tree, and pried on every flower, 

If any where by chance I might espy 

The rural poet of the melody : ® 

For still metbought she sung not far away : 

At last I found her on a laurel spray. 

Ter. 79. built for Obrrm;] Perhaps this anti- 

cipation, which 16 a deviatiim tram me original, is uut so 
judicious. Joss Wastok. 
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Close by my side she sat, and &ir in sight, 

Full in a line, against her opposite ,* 

■VVhei*e stood T^ith eglantine the laurel twined ; ^ 
And both their native sweets were well conjoin’d. 

On the green bank I sat, and listen’d long ; 
(Sitting w’as more convenient for the song :) 

Nor till her lay was ended could I move. 

But wish’d to dwell for ever in the grova ^ 
Only methought the time too swiftly pass’d. 

And every note I fear’d would be the last- 
ly sight, and smell, and hearing were employ’d. 
And jSi three senses in full gust enjoy’d. 

And what alone did all the rest surpass, 

The sweet possession of the fairy place; 

Single, and conscious to myself alone 
Of pleasures to the excluded world unknown ; 
Pleasures which no where else were to be found. 
And all Elysiiun in a spot of ground. 

Thus while I sat intent to see and hear. 

And drew perfumes of more than vital air. 

All suddenly I heard the approaching sound 
Of vocal music on the enchanted ground : 

An host of saints it seem’d so full the quire ; 

As if the bless’d above did all conspire 
To join their voices, and n^lect the lyre. 

At length there issued from the grove behind 
A fidr assembly of the female kind . 

A train less feir, as ancient fathers teU, ^ 

Seduced the sons of heaven to rebel 
I pass their form, and every charming grace, 

Ivcss than an angel would their worth debase : 

But their attire, like liveries of a kind. 

All rich and rare, is fresh within my mind. 

In velvet, white as snow, the troop was gown’d, 
The seams with sparkling emeralds set around : 
Their hoods and sleeves the same ; and purfled o’er 
With diamonds, pearls, and all the shining store 
Of eastern pomp : their long descending train, 
With rubies edged, and sapphires, swept the pldn : 
High on their head^ with jewels richly set, 

Each lady wore a radiant coronet. 

Beneath the circles, all the quire was graced 
With chaplets green on fheir feir foreheads placed. 


Y er. 132. On Qie green lank I sat, and listeiCd Icng ; 

{SUUng vjas more convenient for the 
A deviation &om the original, arising from the want of 
ft rhyme, or his habitnal carelessness. The original hnes 
are — 

“ for as for mine entente 

The bixdis song was more convenient 
And more pleasant to me by many fold 
Than mete or drink, or any other thing.” 

The design of her walking in the grove was to hear the 
nightingale, aoooiding to the notion expressed in Milton’s 
elegant sonnet : 

" 0 nightingale, that on yon bloomy spray 
YTarblest at eve, when all the woods are still. 

Thou with fresh hope the lover’s heart dost fill, 
While the jolly Hours lead on propitious May. 

Thy litpiid notes that close the eye of day, 

First heard before the shallow cuckoo’s bill, 

Portend success in love.” Johk WASTOir. 

Yer. 142. Single, and conscious to mgself alone 

Of pleasures to the excluded loorld u7iknoum;1 
This is an improvement on the original. So Burton : 

“ By a brook side or wood so greene, 

Unheard, unsought-for, and nnseene.” 

JOHJI WXEIDK. 

Yer. 14S- AU suddenly I heard the approaching sound 
Of vocal music on the enchanted ground 
Till, suddenly awaked, I hear 
Stiange whisper'd music in my ear.” 

Jonx Wabtox. 


Of laurel some, of woodbine many more ; 

And wreaths of Agnus castus othera bore ; 

These last, who with those vorgin crowns were 
di’ess’d. 

Appear’d in higher honour than the rest. 

They danced ai’ound ; but in the midst was seen 
A lady of a more majestic mien ; 

By stature, and by beauty, mark’d their sovereigu 
queen. 

She in the midst began with sober grace ; 

Her servants’ eyes were fix’d upon her face, 

And as she moved or turn’d, her motions view’d. 
Her measures kept, and step by step pursued. ^ 
Methought she trod the ground with greater grace, 
With more of godhead shining in her face ; 

And as in beauty she sui’pass’d the quire. 

So, nobler than the rest was her atoe. 

A crown of ruddy gold inclosed her brow. 

Plain without pomp, and rich without a show ; 

A branch of Agnus castus in her hand 
She bore aloft (her sceptre of command) ; 
Admired, adored by all the circhng crowd, 

For wheresoe’er she turn’d her fiice, they bow’d : 
And as she danced, a roundelay she sung, 

In honour of the laurel, ever young : 

She raised her voice on high, and sung so clear. 
The fawns came scudding from the groves to hear ; 
And all the bending forest lent an ear. 

At every close she made, the atteudmg throng 
Replied, and bore the burden of the song : 

So just, so small, yet in so sweet a note. 

It seem’d the music melted in the throat ^ 
Thus dancing on, and singing as they danced, 
They to the middle of the mead advanced. 

Till round my arbour a new ring they made, 

And footed it about the secret ^de. 

O'eijoy’d to see the jolly troop so near, ^ 

But somewhat awed, I shook with holy fear ; 

Yet not so much, but that I noted well 
T\Tio did the most in song or dance excel 
Not long I had observed, when from afar 
I heard a sudden symphony of war ; 210 

The neighing coursers, and the soldiero’ cry. 

And soundmg tramps that seem’d to tear the sky ; 
I saw soon after this, behind the grove 
From whence the ladies did in order move. 

Come issuing out in arms a warrior train, 215 
That like a deluge pour’d upon the plain : 

On barbed steeds they rode in proud aiTay, 

Thick as the college of the bees in May, 

When swarming o’er the dusky fields they fly, 
New to the flowers, and intercept the ^y, ^ 

So fierce they drove, their coursers were so fleet, 
That the turf ti’ombled underneath their feet. 

To teU their costly furniture were long. 

The summer’s day would end before the song : 

To purchase but the tenth of all their store, 225 
Would make the mighty Persian monai’ch poor. 
Yet what I can, I will ; before the rest 
The trumpets issued in white mantles dress’d : 

Yer. 195. The favms came scuMingl 
"Jam vero in nmnerom faunosque, forasquc videres 
Ludere, jam rigidas motare cacnmina queicus.” 

Joux Wartox. 

Yer. 226. Persian momrchpoor, A judicious im 

provement from 

“ 1 trow the large wonis 

Of Preter John, ne all his tresorj 

Might not nnneth have bought the tenth party.” 

JoHx Wabtox. 
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A ntuneroTis troop, and all tlieir heads aronnd 
"With chaplets green of cerrial oak were crown’d,^ 
And at each tiTimpet was a banner bound : 

Which waving in the wind display’d at large 
Their masters’ coat of arms, and knightly charge. 
Broad were the banners, and of snowy hue, 

A purer web the silk-worm never drew. . 235 

The chief about their nocks the scutcheons wore, 
With orient pearls and jewels powder’d o’er: 
Broad were their collars too, and every one 
Was set about with many a costly stone. 

Hext these, of kings at arms a goodly train 
In proud array came prancing o’er the plain : 
Their cloaks were cloth of silver mix’d with gold. 
And garlands green around their temples roll’d : 
Rich crowns were on their royal scutcheons placed. 
With sapphires, diamonds, and with rubies graced : 
And as the trumpets their appearance made, 

So these in habits were alike array’d ; 

But with a pace more sober, and more slowj 
And twenty, rank in rank, they rode a-row. 

The pursuivants came next, in number more ; ^ 
And like the heralds each his scutcheon bore : 
Clad in white velvet all their troop they led, 

With each an oaken chaplet on his head 
Nine royal knights in equal rank succeed, 

Each warrior mounted on a fiery steed ; 255 

In golden armour glorious to behold ; 

The rivets of their arms were nail’d with gold 
Their surcoats of white ermine fur were made ; 
With cloth of gold between, that cast a glittering 
shade. 

The trappings of their steeds were of the same ; ^ 
The golden fringe even set the ground on flame. 
And drew a precious trail : a crown divine 
Of laurel did about their temples twine. 

Three henchmen were for every knight assign’d, 
All in rich livery clad, and of a kind; 265 

White velvet, but unshorn, for cloaks they wore, 
And each within his hand a truncheon bore ; 

The foremost held a helm of rare device ; 

A prince’s ransom would not pay the price. 

The second bore the buckler of his knight, 2?o 

The third of cornel-wood a spear upright, 

Headed with piercing steel, and polish’d bright. 
Like to their lords their equipage was seen. 

And all their foreheads crown’d with garlands 
green. 

An d after these camearm’d with spear and shield 
An host so great as cover’d all the field : 

And all their foreheads, like the knights before;, 
With laurels evergreen were shaded o’er. 

Or oak, or other leaves of lasting kind. 

Tenacious of the stem, and firm against the wind.^’ 
Some in their bandR, beride the lance and shield. 
The houghs of woodbine or of hawthorn held. 

Or branches for their mystic emblems took, 

Of palm, of laurel, or of cerrial oak. 

Thus marching to the trumpet’s lofty sound, ^ 
Drawn in two lines adverse they wheel’d around. 
And in the middle meadow took their ground. 

Ver. 261. ffolden J^ge eoen. set the ground on 

He imitates Tiimsftifj in Palmon and Arcite. John Was- 

TON, 

Yen 279. leaves of las&igJdnd, 

Tenacious of the stemf\ 

" Flos apprima tenax.”— Yirg. 

Judiciously aud irith reference to the moral. John 
Waeton. 


Among themselves the tourney they divide, 

In equal squadrons ranged on either side. 

Then turn’d their horses’ heads, and man to man, 
And steed to steed opposed, the jousts began. 231 
They lightly set their lances in the rest, 

AndC at the sigm against each other press’d : 

They met. I sittiag at my ease beheld 
The mix’d events, and fortunes of the field. 295 
Some broke their spears, some tumbled horse 
and man. 

And round the field the lighten’d coursers ran. 
An hour and more, like tides, in equal sway 
They rush’d, and won by turns, and lost the day : 
At length the nine (who still together held) *** 
Their feinting foes to shameful flight compell’d. 
And with resistless force o’er-ran the field 
Thu^ to their fame, when finish’d was the fight. 
The victors from their lofiy steeds alight : 

Like them dismounted all the warlike train, 

And two by two proceeded o’er the plain : 

Till to the feir assembly they advanced. 

Who near the secret arbour sung and danced. 

The ladies left their measures at the sight, 

To meet the chiefs retuming from the fight, ^ 
And each with open arms embraced her diosen 
knight. 

Amid the plain a spreading laurel stood. 

The grace and ornament of all the wood : 

That pleasing shade they sought, a soft retreat 
From suddenAprilshower^aSielterfromtheheat : 
Her leafy arms with sudi ^ent were spread, 

So near the clouds was her aspiring head. 

That hosts of birds, that wing the liquid air, 
Perch’d in the bough% had nightly lodging there: 
And flocks of sheep beneath the shade from far ^ 
Might hear the rattling hail, and wintry war ; 
From heaven’s inclemency here found retreat, 
Enjoy’d the cool, and shmm’d the scorching heat: 
A hundred knights might there at ease abide ; 
And every knight a lady by his side : ^ 

The trunk itself such odours did bequeath. 

That a Moluccan breeze to these was common 
hreath- 

The lords and ladies her^ approaching, paid 
Their homage, with a low obeisance made ; 

And seem’d to venerate the sacred shade. 

These rites perform’d, their pleasures they pursue. 
With songs of love, and mix with measures new ; 
Around the holy tree their dance they frame. 
And every champion leads his chosen dame. 

I cast my sight upon the farther field, 

And a fre^ object of delight beheld : 

For from the re^on of the West I heard 
New music sound, and a new troop appear’d ; 

Of knights and ladies mix’d a jolly hand, ^39 
But all on foot they march’d, and hand in hand. 

Yer. 316. JSer leafy arms unth such extent were spread, i 

« Such as at this day to Indians known. 

In Malabar and Decan spreads her arms 
Branching so broad and long, that in the ground 
The bended twigs take roo^ and daughters grow 
About the mother tree, a pillar’d shade 
High over-arch’d, aud echoing walks between ; 

There oft the Indian herdsman, shunning heat, 
Shelters in cool, and tends his pasturing hods 
At loop-holes cut through thickest shade.” 

That our author had this passage of Milton in view is, 
I presume, evident. The circumstance of the sheep is not 
in Chaucer; nor the notion of the odorifearous Moluccan 
breeze, which was suggested to him by Milton’s passage. 
John Wabton. 
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THE FLOWER AND THE LEAF. 


The ladies dress’d m rich, symars -were seen 
Of Florence satin, flower’d with white green, 
.^d for a diade betwixt the bloomy giidelin, 

The borders of their petticoats below 
Were guarded thick with rubies on a row ; ^43 

And every damsel wore upon her head 
Of flowers a garland blended white and red. 
Attired in mantles all the knights were 6»een, 
That gratified the view with cheerful green : 
Their chaplets of their ladies’ colours were, 
Composed of white and red, to shade their 
shining hair. 

Before the merry troop the minstrels play’d ; 

All in their masters’ liveries were array’d, 

And clad in green, and on their temples wore 
The chaplets white and red their ladies bore. 355 
Their instruments were various in their kind. 
Some for the bow, and some for breathing wind: 
Ihe sawtry, pipe, and hautboy’s noisy bond. 

And ihe soft lute trembling beneath the touching 
hand. 

A tuft of daisies on a flowery lay 
They saw, and thitherward they bent their way ; 
To this both knights and dames their homage 
made, 

And due obeisance to the daisy paid. 

And then the hand of flutes began to play. 

To which a lady sung a virelay ; 365 

And still at every close she would repeat 
The burden of the song, The daisy is so sweet 
The dai^is so sweet, when she begun, 

The troop of knights and dames continued on. 
The consort and the voice so charmed my ear, 
And soothed my sou], that it was heaven to 
hear, ^ 

But soon their pleasure pass’d : at noon of day, 
The sun with sultry beams h^gan to play : 

Hot Sirius shoots a fiercer flame j5x>m high, 

When with his poisonous breath he blaks the 
shy; ^ 

Then droop’d the fading flow’rs (their beauty fled) 
And closed their sickly eyes, and hung the head. 
And livell’d up with heat, lay dying in their 
bed- 

The ladies gasp’d, and scarcely could respire ; 

The breath they drew, no longer air, bnt fire ; ^ 
The feinty knights were scorch’d, and knew not 
where 

To run for shelter, for no shade was near; 

And after tins the gathering clouds antn-in 
Pour’d down a storm of rattlmg hail and rain : 
And lightning flash’d betwixt: the field and 
flowers, 383 

Burnt ujE> before, were buried in the showers. 

The ladies and ihe.knights, no shelter nigh. 

Bare to the weather and the wintry sky. 

Were dropping wet, disconsolate and wan. 

And through their thin array received the rain ; 
While those in white, protected by tiie tree, 

Saw pass in vain the assault, and stood from 
danger free, 

But as compassion moved their gentle minds. 
When ceased the storm, and silent were the winds, 

Ter. 37&] Diydea uses the expresrfon rv>tZ:ii as Pom ' 
does m the Rape ofthe Lock, c.3i. 132. Some editions read I 
ahrtoelXd: bnt Pope follows Dryden, as Mr. Wakefield has ' 
observed. Todd. 

Ter. 380. Tha hreaih (hfy dr/'a?, no longer air, hUSre *1 
A conceit introduced for the sake of the rhyme Jo^ 
Wabtow. 


Displeased at what, not suffering they had seen, 
They went to cheer the faction of the green ; 396 

The queen in white array, before her hand, 
Saluting, took her rival by the hand ; ^ 

So did the knights and dames, with courtly 
grace, 

And with behaviour sweet their foes embrace. 
Then thus the queen with laurel on her brow, 
Fair sister, I have suffer’d in your woe ; 

Hor shall be wanting aught within my power 
For your relief in my refreshing bower. 

That other answer’d with a lowly look, ^ 

And soon the gracious invitation took : 

For ill at ease both she and all her train 
Tie scorching sun had borne, and beating rain. 
Like courtesy was used by all in white, 

Each dame a dame received, and every knight 
* a knight. ^ 

The laurel champions with their swords invade 
The neighbouring forests, where the jousts were 
made, 

And serewood from the rotten hedges took. 

And seeds of latent fire from fiints provoke : 

A cheerful blaze arose, and by the fire 
They warm’d their frozen feet, and dried their 
wet attire. 

Refresh’d with heat, the ladies sought around 
For virtuous herbs, which gather’d from the ground 
They squeezed the juice, and cooling ointment 
mad^ 

Which on their sun-bumt dieeks, and their chapt 
rIctus they laid : 

Then sought green salads, which they hade them 
eat, 

A sovereign remedy for inward heat. 

The Lady of the Leaf ordain’d a feast. 

And made the Lady of the Flower her guest : 
Wken, lo ! a bower ascended on the plain, 

With sudden seats ordain’d, and large for either 
train. 

This bower was near my pleasant arbour placed. 
That I could hear and see whatever pass’d : 

The ladies sat with each a knight between. 
Distinguish’d by their colours, white and green ; 
The vanquish’d party with the victors join’d, ‘*'*1 
Hor wanted sweet discourse, the banquet of the 
mind. 

Meantime the minstrels play’d on either side, 

Vain of their art, and for the mastery vied : 

The sweet contention lasted for an hour, ^ 
And reach’d my secret aibour from the bower. 

The sun was set; and Vesper, to supply 
His absent beams, had lighted up the sky. 

When Philomel, officious all the day 
To sing the service of the ensuing May, ^ 

Fled ^m her laurel shade, and wing’d her flight 
Directly to the queen array’d in white; 

Ter. 414. And aeeda of latent fire from flints •prenoke :] A 
oircumBtance, his own, founded on tiie line of Virgil * — 

“ primus silici sdntillam excudit Achates.” 

The verb provoke is his own, and simple, strong, and ex- 
pressive. John Wabtok. 

Ter. 425.] Here I must, agreeably to my plan, note a 
small deviation from the original, in which there is no 
mention of the bower or the banquet. Jomi Wabton. 
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I And hopping sat familiar on her hand, 

, A new musician, and increased the band. 

I The goldfinch, who, to shun the scalding heat^ ^ 
, Had changed the medlar for a safer seat, 

, And hid in bushes "scaped the bitter shower. 

Now perch’d upon the Lady of the Flower ; 

And either songster holdmg out their throats, 
And folding up their wings, renew’d their notes : 
As if all day, preluding to the fight, 

They only had rehearsed, to sing by night. 

The banquet euded, and the battle done, 

They danced by star-light and the fnendly moon: 
And when they were to part, the laureate queen 
Supplied with steeds the lady of the green, ^ 
Her and her train conducting on the way. 

The moon to follow, and avoid the day. 

This when I saw, inquisitive to know 
The secret moral of the mystic show, ^ 

I started from my shade, in hopes to find 
Some nymph to satisfy my longmg mind : 

And as my fair adventure fell, I foimd 
A lady all in white, with laurel crown’d, 

Who closed the rear, and softly paced along, ^ 
Repeating to herself the-fonner song. 

With due respect my body I inclin^ 

As to some being of superior kind. 

And made my court according to the day. 
Wishing her queen and her a happy May. ^ 
Great thanks, my daughter, with a gracious how. 
She said ; and I, who much desired to know 
Of whence she was, yet fearful how to break 
My mind, adventured humbly thus to speak : 
Madam, might I presume and not offend^ 

So may the stars and shining moon attend 
Tour nightly sports, as you vouchsafe to tell. 
What nymphs they were who mortal forms excel, 
And what the knights who fought in listed fields 
so well 

To this the dame replied : Fair daughter, know, 
That what you saw was all a fairy show : ^ 

And all those airy shapes you now behold 
Were human bodies once, and clothed with 
earthly mould. 

Our souls, not yet prepared for upper light, 

Till doomsday wander in the shades of night ; ^ 
This only holiday of all the year. 

We privSeged in sunshine may appear : 

With songs and dance we celebrate the day. 

And with due honours usher in the May. 

At other times we reign by night alone, ^ 

And postmg through the skies pursue the moon : 
But when the moon arises, none are foimd ; 

For cruel Demogorgon walks the round. 

And if he finds a fiuiy lag in light. 

He drives the wretch before, and l^hes into night. 

All courteous are by kind ; and ever proud ^ 
With friendly ofiSlces to help the good. 

In every land we have a larger space 
Than what is known to you of mortal race : 

Ver. 491. And posting through the shies pursue the moon .*J 
My reader ■will not be <hspleased at the following citation 
fi'om a writer whose chief excellence does not consist in 
imagery; bnt who shows from the following passage much 
of the genuine and real poet or maker. 

“Lndite, jam Nox jnngit emios, currumnne seqnuntnr 
Matris lascivo sidera fidva choro, 

Postque ventt tacitns foscis circumdatus alis 
Somnus, et incerto somnia nigra pede.” 
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Where we with green adorn our fairy bowery ^ 
And even this grove, unseen before, is ours. 
Know farther, every lady clothed in white, 

And, crown’d with oak and laurel every knight, 
Are servants to the Lea^ by liveries known 
Of innocence ; and I myself am one. ^ 

Saw you not her so graceftd to behold. 

In white attire, and crown’d with radiant goldl 
The sovereign lady of our land is she, 

Diana call’d, the queen of chastify ; 

Amd, for the spotless name of maid she hears, 
That Agnus castus in her hand appears ; 

And all her train, with leafy chaplets crown’d. 
Were for unblamed virginiiy renown’d ; 

But those the chief and highest in command 
Who bear those holy brandies in their hand : 
The knights adorn’d with kurel crowns are they. 
Whom death nor danger ever could dismay. 
Victorious name^ who made the world obi^ : 
Who, while they lived, in deeds of arms excell’d. 
And after death for deities were held. ^ 

But those who wear the woodbine on their brow, 
Were knights of love, who never broke thdr vow,- 
Firm to iheir plight^ faith, and ever free 
Prom fears, and fickle chance, and jealousy. 

The lords and ladies, who the woodbine bear, 

As true as Tristram and Isotta were. 

But what axe thos^ said I, the unconquer’d nine, 
Who crown’d with laurel wreaths in golden ar- 
mour shine ) 

And who the knights in green, and what the train 
Of ladies dress’d with daisies on the plain 1 ^ 

Why both the bands in worship disagree, 

And some adore the fiower, and some the tree ? 

Just is your suit, fear daughter, said the dame : 
Those laurell’d chiefs were men of mighty fame; 
Nine worthies were they call’d of different rites, 
Three Jews, three Pagans^ and three Gbristian 
knights. 

These, as you see, ride foremost in the field, 

As they the foremost rank of honour held, 

And all in deeds of chivaliy excell’d : 

Their temples wreath’d with leave% that still renew ; 
For deathless laurel is the victor's due ; ^ 

Who bear the bows were knights in Arthur's reign. 
Twelve they, and twelve the peers of Charlemagne : 
For bows tihe strength of brawny arms imply, 
Emblems of valour and of victory. 

Behold an order yet of newer date, 

Doubling their number, equal in their state ; 

Our England’s ornaments, tiie crown’s defence^, 
ha battle brave, protectors of their prince : 
Unchanged by fortune, to their sovereign true, 
For which their manly legs axe hound with blue. 
These, of the Garter (idl’d, of faith unstam’d 
In fighting fields the laurel have obtain’d. 

And well repaid the honours which they gain’d. 
The laurel wreaths were first by Caesar worn, ^ 
And stilL they Caesar’s successors adorn : 

One leaf of this is immortality. 

And more of worth than ell &e world can buy. 

One doubt remains, said I, the dames in green. 
What 'were their qualities, and who thrir queen? 
Flora command^ said she, those nymphs and 
knights. 

Who lived in dothful ease and loose delights ; 
Who never acts of honour durst pursue, 

The men inglorious knights, the l^es all untrue : 
Who, nursed in idleness, and train’d in courts, 
Pass’d aU their precious hours in plays and sports 
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Tm death hehind came stalking on nnseen, 

And mther^d (like the storm) the firesbness of 
their green. 

Thes^ and kheir inate% enjoy their present honr, 
And therefore pay their homage to the Flower. 
But knights in knightiy deeds should persevere. 
And still continue what at first they were ; 
Continue, and proceed in honour’s fair career. 

No room for cowardice, or dull delay ; 

From good to better they should urge their way. 
For this with golden spurs the chiefe are graced. 
With pointed rowels arm’d to mend their haste. 
For tins with lasting leaves their brows are bound, 
For laurel is the si^ of labour crown’d. 

Which bears the bitter blast, nor shaken fidls to 
ground: ^ 

From winter winds it suffers no decay, 

For ever firesh and fiur, and every month is May. 
Even when the vital sap retreats below. 

Even when the hoary head is hid in snow. 

The life is in the lea^ and still between sss 

The fits of fiiUing snow appears the streaky green. 
Not so the fiower, which lasts for little space, 

A short-lived goo^ and an imcerfcain grace ; 

This way and that the feeble stem is driven. 

Weak to sustain the storms, and injuries of heaven- 
Propp’d by the spring, it lifts aloft the head, 

But ^ a sickly heauly, soon to shed ; 


Tn summer living, and in winter dead. 

For things of tender kind, for pleasure made. 
Shoot up with swift iacrease, and sudden are 
decay’d, 

With humble words, the wisest I could ftame. 
And proffer’d service, I repaid the dame ; 

That, of her grace, she gave her maid to know 
The secret meaning of this moral show. 

And she, to prove what profit I had made ^ 
Of mystic truth, in fiibles first convey’d. 
Demanded, till the next returning May, 

Whether the Leaf or Flower I would obey? 

I chose the Leaf; she smiled with sober cheer, 
And wi^’d me dto adventure for the year, 

And gave me charms and sigils, for defence 
Against ill tongues that scandal iimocence : 

But I, said she, my fellows must pursue, 

Already past the plain, and out of view. 

We parted thus : I homeward sped my way, 
Bewilder’d in the wood till dawn of day ; 

And met the merry crew who danced about the 
May. 

Then late refresh’d with sleep, I rose to write 
The visionary vigils of th^ night. 

Blush, as thou majr’st, my httle book with shame. 
Nor hope with homely verse to purchase fame; 
For sudi thy maker chose ; and so design’d 
Thy simple style to suit thy lowly kind. 


'CHE WIPE OP BATH. 

HER TALK 


In days of old, when Arthur fill’d the throne. 
Whose acts and fame to foreign lands were blown ; 
The king of elfe and little fairy queen’ 

Qamboll’d on heaths, and danced on every green ; 
And where the joHy troop had led the round, ® 
The grass unbidden rose, and mark’d the ground : 
Nor darkling did they danc^ the silver light 
Of Phcfibe seiwed to guide their steps aright, 

And with their tripping pleased, prolong the night. 
Her beams they fofiow’d, where at full she 
play’d, 10 

No longer than tiie died her horns they staid, 
From thence with airy flight to foreign lands 
convey’d- 

Above the r^ our Britain held they dear. 

More solemnly they kept their sabbaths here. 
And made more spacious rings, and revell’d half 
the year. is 

I spe^ of ancient times, for now the swain 
Returning late may pass the woods in vain, 

And never hope to see the nightly train: 
in vain the daiiry now with mints is dress’d. 

The daiiy-maid expects no ftiiy guest, 20 

To slm the bowls, and after pay the feast 
She sighs, and shakes her empty shoes in vain. 
No silver penny to reward her pain : 


For priests with prayers, and other godly gear, 
Have made the merry goblins disappear ; 25 

And where they play’d their merry pranks be- 
fore, 

Have sprinkled holy water on the floor : 

And friars that through the wealthy regions run, 
Thick as the motes that twinkle in the sun. 

Resort to farmers rich, and bless their halls, ^ 
And exorcise the beds, and cross the walls : 

This makes the fairy quires forsake the place, 
When once ’tis hallow’d with the rites of grace : 
But in the walks where wicked elves have been. 
The learning of the parish now is soon, ^ 

The midnight parson, posting o’er the green. 

With gown tuck’d up, to wakes, for Sunday next. 
With humming ale encouraging his text ; 

Nor wants the holy leer to countiy-girl betwixt. 
hVom fiends and imps he sets the village free, 
There haunts not any incubus but he. 

The maids and women need no danger fear 
To walk by night, and sanctity so near : 

For by some Imycock, or some shady thom. 

He bids his heads both even-song and mom. ^ 
It so hefel in this king Arthur’s reign, 

A lusty knight was pricking o’er the plain ; 

A bachelor he was* and of the courtly train. 
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It happen’d as he rode, a damsel gay 
In russet robes to market took her -way : 

Soon on the girl he cast an amorous eye, 

So straight she walk’d, and on her pasterns high : 
If seeing her behind he hked her pace, 

How tuiTung short, he better likes her face. 

He lights in haste, and, full of youthful fire, ^ 
By force accomplish’d his obscene desire : 

This done, away he rode, not unespied. 

For swarming at his back the country cried : 

And once in view they never lost the sight 
But seized, and pinion’d brought to court the 
knight. “ 

Then courts of kings were held in high renown. 
Ere made the common brothels of the town : 
There, virgins honoui'able vows received. 

But chaste as maids in monasteries lived ; 

The king himself, to nuptial ties a slave, 

Ho bad example to his poets gave : 

And they, not bad, but in a vicious age. 

Had not, to please the prince, debauch’d the stage. 
How what should Arthur do 1 He loved the 
knighx. 

But sovereign monarchs are the som’ce of right : 
Moved by the damsel’s tears and common cry. 

He doom’d the brutal ravisher to die. 

But fiiir Geneura rose in his defence, 

And pray’d so hard for mercy fipom the prince, 
That to his queen the king the offender gav^ 7® 
And left it in her power to kill or save : 

This gracious act ihe ladies all approve, 

Who thought it much a man should die for love ; 
And with their misti'ess join’d in close debate, 
(Covering their kindness with dissembled hate;) 

If not to free him, to prolong his fate. 

At last agreed, they call’d him by consent 
Before the queen and female parliament ; 

And the fair speaker, rising from the chjtir. 

Did thus the judgment of the house declara ® I 
Sir knight, though I have ask’d thy life, yet still ^ 
Thy destiny depends upon my will : 

Hor hast thou other surety than the grace 
Hot due to thee from our offended race. 

But as our kmd is of a softer mould, 

And cannot blood without a sigh behold, 

I grant thee life ; reserving stiU the power 
To take the forfeit when I see my hour : 

Unless thy answer to my next demand 
Shall set fiiee free from our avenging hand. 

The question, whose solution I require. 

Is, What the sex of women most desire ? 

In this dispute thy judges are at stiife ; 

Beware ; for on thy wit depends thy life. 

Yet (lest, surprised, unknowing what to say, 

Thou damn thyself) we give thee farther day : 

A year is thine to wander at thy will ; 

And leaiTo, from others, if thou want’st the skill. 
But, not to hold our proffer’d turn in scorn. 

Good sureties will we have for thy return ; ^ 

That at the time prefix’d thou sh^t obey, 

And at thy pledge’s peril keep thy day. 

Woe was the knight at this severe command ; 
But well he knew ’twas bootless to withstand : 

The tenns accepted, as the fidr ordain, 

He put in bad for his return again, 

And promised answer at the day assign’d. 

The best, with Heaven’s assistance, he could find. 
His leave thus taken, on his way he went 
With heavy heart, and full of discontent, 
Misdoubting much, and fearful of the event. 


’Twas hard the truth of such a point to find. 

As was not yet agreed among the kind. 

Thus on he w'ent ; still anxious more and more, 
Ask’d all he met, and knock’d at every door ; 
Inquired of men ; but made his chief request 
To learn from women what they loved the best. 
They answer’d each according to her mind 
To please herself^ not all the female kmd. 

One was for wealth, another was for place ; ^ 

Crones, old and ugly, wish’d a better free. 

The widow’s wish was oftentimes to wed ; 

The wanton maids were all for sport arbed. 

Some said the sex were pleased with handsome 
lies, 

And some gross flattery loved without disguise : ^ 
Truth is, says one, he seldom fails to win. 

Who flatters well ; for that’s our darling sin. 

But long attendance, and a duteous mind. 

Will work even with the wisest of tlie kind. 

One thought the sex’s prime felicity ^ 

Was from the bonds of wedlock to be free : 

Their pleasures, hours, and actions all their own. 
And uncontroU’d to give account to nona 
Some with a husband-fool ; but such are curst, 
For fools perverse of husbands are the worst : 

All women would be counted chaste and wise, 
Hor should our spouses see, but with our eyes ; 
For fools will prate ; and though they want the wit 
To find dose faults, yet open blots will hit ; 
Though better for their ease to hold their 
tongue, 

For woman-kind was never in the wrong. 

So noise ensues, and quarrels last for life ; 

The wife abhors the fool, the fool the wife. 

And some men say, that great delight have we. 
To be for truth extoU’d, and secresy ; 

And constant in one purpose still to dwell ; 

And not our husband’s counsels to reveak 
But that ’s a frble : for our sex is firail. 

Inventing rather than not tdl a tale. 

Like leaky sieves no secrets we can hold : ^ 

Witness ihe frmous tale that Ovid told. 

Midas the king, as in his book appears. 

By Phoebus was endow’d with asses’ ear^ 
li'fedi under his long locks he well conceal’d, 

(As monarchs’ vices must not be reveal’d) 

For fear the people have ’em in the wind. 

Who long ago were neither dumb nor blind: 

Hor apt to think from heaven their title springs. 
Since Jove and Mars left off begetting kings. 

This Midas knew ; and durst communicate 
To none but to his wife his ears of state : 

One must be trusted, and he thought her fit. 

As passing prudent, and a parlous wit. 

To this sagacious confessor he went, 

And told her what a gift the gods had sont : 

But told it under matrimonial seal. 

With strict injunction never to reveal 
The secret heard, she plighted him her troth, 
(And sacred sure is eveiy woman’s oath) 

The royal malady should rest unknown, 

Both for her husband’s honour and her ow^ 

But ne’ertheless she pined with discontent ; 

The counsel rumbled till it found a vent. 

Tlie thing she knew she was obliged to hide ; 

By interest and by oath the wife was tied ; ^ 

But, if she told it not, the woman died. 

Loth to betray a husband and a prince. 

But she must burst, or blab, a^ld no pretence 
Of honour tied her tongue self-defence. 
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A marsliy ground commodiously ’was near, ^ 

Thither she ran, and held her breath for fear. 
Lest if a "word ^e spoke of any thing, 

That word might be the secret of the king. 

Thus fall of counsel to the fen she went, 

Griped all the way, and longmg for a vent ; 
Arrived, by pure necessity compell’d. 

On her majestic marrow-bones she kneel’d : 

Then to the water’s brink she laid her head. 

And, as a bittour bumps within a reed. 

To thee alone, 0 lake, she said, I tell, 

(And, as thy queen, command thee to conceal,) 
Beneath his locks the king my husband wears 
A goodly royal pair of asses’ ears : 

Now I have eased my bosom of the pain. 

Till the next longing fit return again. ^ 

Thus through a woman was the secret known ; 
Tell us, and in effect you teH the town. 

But to my tale ; the knight -with hea'ry cheer, 
Wand’rmg in vain, had now consumed the year : 
One day was only left to solve the doubt, ^ 
Yet knew no more than when he first set out. 
But home he must, and as the award had been. 
Yield up his body captive to the queen. 

In this despairing state he happ’d to ride. 

As fortune led bun, by a forest side : 

Lonely the ’rale, and full of horror stood. 

Brown ’with the shade of a religious wood : 

When full before him at the noon of night, 

(The moon -was up, and shot a gleamy light) 

He saw a quire of ladies in a roimd 
That featly footing seem’d to skim the ground : 
Thus dancing hand in hand, so light they wer^ 
He knew not where they trod, on earth or air. 

At speed he drove, and came a sudden guest, 

In hope where many women were, at least ^ 
Some one by chance might answer his request. 
But faster than his horse the ladies fiew. 

And in a trice were 'ranish’d out of -dew. 

One only hag remain’d ; but fouler far 
Than grandame apes in Indian forests are ; 225 

Against a wither’d oak she lean’d her weight, 
Propp’d on her trusty stafl^ not half upright, 

And dropp’d an awkward courfc’sy to tiie knight. 
Then said. What makes you. Sir, so late abroad 
Without a guide, and this no beaten road ? ^so 
Or want you ai:^ht that here you hope to find. 

Or travel for some trouble in your mind 1 
The last I guess ; and if I read aright, 

Those of our sex are bound to serve a knight ; 

Ver 194, And^ as a littour hmps, &c] The mugient 
ncdse of the Kttor, (to use the voids or Sir Thomas Brown) 
hy pntting its bill into & reed, as most believe, which we 
term is not so easily made oat. See JS 7 iguiries into 

ViAgar and Coamon Errors^ b iii., ch. 27. The paraphrase 
of an old commentator on the passage in Chancer, to which 
the lines before ns corre^nd, is, for the sake of an harmless 
laugh, worth dthig:— " She, (the wife of Midas) who had 
solemnly vowed never to disclose what he had recom- 
mended to her trust; both to keep her oath, and yet dis- 
gorge her stomach of that secret which lay so petting and 
frying on her, as she must needs be delivered of it* re- 
6*>lved one day to go down to a marrish near a^joyning for 
remote from the sight or seardi of man ; where, just like as 
a bittern puts his beak in a reed, and through the hollowness 
of the cane makes a shrill and sharp sound, so lay Midas* 
wife with her mouth to the water, mang these words •— 
Dost thm hear, thou marmhf my hwdxcnd haaapair of a^s^s 
eajs. This is a secret; none but mysdf TtauM of it ; I mould 
not a morJd impart it. So, note my heart is eased: mu lace 
vnuldhatM broke, >f I had not disclosed til” Comment upon 

Tales of Chaucer, &c., 12mo. London, 1665, p 161 
Todd. * ' 


Perhaps good counsel may your grief assuage, 
Then teU your pain ; for -wisdom is in age. ^ 
To this the knight : Good mother, would you 
know 

The secret cause and spring of all my woe 1 
My life must -with to-morro’w’s light expire, 
Unless I tell what women most desire. 

Now could you help me at this hard essay. 

Or for your inborn goodness, or for pay ; 

Yours is my life, redeem’d by your ad-vice,^ 

Ask what you please, and I -will pay the price : 
The proudest kerchief of the court shall rest ^ 
Well satisfied of what they love the best. 

Plight, me thy feith, quoth she, that what I ask, 
Thy danger over, and perform’d thy task. 

That thou shalt give for hire of thy demand ; 
Here take thy oath, and seal it on my hand ,* ^ 
I warrant thee, on peril of my life. 

Thy words shall please both widow, maid, and -wife. 
More words there needed not to move the 
knight, 

To take her offer, and his truth to plight. ^ 
With that she spread a mantle on the ground. 
And, first inquiring whither he was bound, 

Bade him not fear, though long and rough the way. 
At court he should arrive ere break of day ; 

His horse should find the way -without a guide. 
She said ; with fury they began to ride, ^ 

He on the midst, die beldam at his side. 

The horse, what devil drove I cannot tell, 

But only thi^ they sped their journey well : 

And all the way the crone inform’d the knight, 
How he should answer the demand aright. 

To court they came ; the news was quickly spread 
Of his returning to redeem his head. 

The female senate was assembled soon. 

With all the mob of women in the town : 

The queen sat lord chief justice of the hall, 

And bade the cner cite the criminal. 

The knight appear’d ; and silence they proclaim : 
Then first the culprit answer’d to his name : 

And, after forms of law, was last required 
To name the thing that women most desired. 275 
The offender, taught his lesson by the way, 
And by his coimsel order’d what to say. 

Thus bold began : My lady Hege, said he. 

What all your sex desire is, Sovereignty. 

The wife affects her husband to command; ^so 
All must be hers, both money, house, and land. 
The maids are mistresses even in their name ; 
And of their servants full dominion claim. 

Thi^ at the peril of my head, I say, 

A blunt plain truth, the sex aspires to sway, 28 £» 
You to rule all, while we, like slaves, obey. 

There was not one, or widow, maid or -wife, 

But said the knight had well deserved his ]ife. 
Even Me Geueura, with a blush, confess’d 
The man had found what women love the best. 220 
■ Up starts the beldam, who was there unseen, 
And, reverence made, accosted thus the queen : 
My Uege, said she, before the court arise. 

May I, poor -wretch, find fiivour in your eyes, 

To grant my just request : ’twas I who taught ^ 
The knight this answer, and inspired his thought; 
None hut a woman could a man direct 
To teU us women, what we most affect. 

But first I swore him on his knightly troth 
(And here demand performance of bis oath), 

To grant the boon that next I shoidd desire ; 

He gave his faith, and I eaqpect my hire ; 
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My promise is fulfill’d : I saved his life. 

And claim his debt, to take me for his wife. 

The knight was ask’d, nor conld his oath deny, ^ 
But hoped they would not force him to comply. 
The women, who would rather wrest the laws, 
Than let a sister-plaintiff lose the cause, 

(As judges on the bench more gracious are. 

And more attent to brothers of the bar) 3io 

Cned, one and all, the suppliant should have right. 
And to the grandame hag adjudged the knight. 

In vain he sigh’d, and offc with tears desii'ed. 
Some reasonable suit might be required. 

But still the crone was constant to her note ; 

The more he spoke, the more she stretch’d her 
throat. 

In vain he proffer’d all his goods, to save 
His body destined to that living grave. 

The liquorish hag rejects the pelf with scorn ; 
And nothing but the man would serve her tm-n. ^ 
Not all the wealth of eastern kings, said she, 

Have power to part my plighted love, and me : 
And, old and ugly as I am, and poor. 

Yet never will I break the fiiith I swore ; 

For mine thou art by promise, during life, ^ 
And I thy loving and obedient wife. 

My love ! nay rather my damnation thou. 

Said he : nor am I bound to keep my vow ; 

The fiend thy sire hath sent thee from below, 
Else, how couldst thou my secret sorrows know ^ 
Avaunt, old witch, for I renounce thy bed : 

The queen may take the forfeit of my head. 

Ere any of my race so foul a crone sbill wed. 
Both heard, the judge pronounced against the 
knight ; 

So was he married in his own despite : 

And all day after hid him as an owl. 

Not able to sustain a sight so fouL 
Perhaps the reader thinks I do him wrong. 

To pass the marriage feast, and nuptial song : 
Mirth there was none, the man was a-la-moi*t, 

And little courage had to make his com*t. 

To bed they went, the bridegroom and the bride : 
Was never such an ill-pair’d couple tied : 

Eestless he toss'd, and tumbled to and fro, 

And roll’d, and wriggled further of^ for woe. 

The good old wife lay smiling by his side, 

And caught him in her quivering arms, and cried. 
When you my ravish’d predecessor saw, 

You were not then become this man of straw ; 
Had you been such, you might have ’scaped the law. 
Is this the custom of King Arthur’s court ^ 

Are all round-table knights of such a sort 1 
Remember I am she who saved your life. 

Your loving, lawful, and complying wife : 

Not thus you swore in your unhappy hour, ^ 
Nor I for this return employ’d my power. 

In time of need I was your faithftd friend ; 

Nor did I since, nor ever wiU offend. 

Believe me, my loved lord, ’tis much unkind ; 
What fury has possess’d your alter’d mind ^ ** 

Thus on my wedding night — ^without pretence — 
Come, turn this way, or tell me my offence. 

If not your wife, let reason’s rule persuade ; 

Name but my fruit, amends shall soon be made. 

Amends • nay, that ’s impossible, said he, ^ 
What change of age or ugliness can be 1 
Or could Medea’s magic mend thy free. 

Thou art descended from so mean a race, 

That never knight was match’d with such dis- 
grace. 


What wonder, madam, if I move my side, ^ 
When, if I turn, I turn to such a bride ] 

And is this all that troubles you so sore 
And what the devil couldst thou wish me 
more^ 

Ah, Benedicite ! replied the crone : 

Then cause of just complaining have you none. ^ 
The remedy to this were soon applied. 

Would you be like the bridegroom to the bride ; 
But, for you say a long descended race, 

And wealth, and dignity, and power, and plac^ 
Make gentlemen, and that your high degree 
I Is mudi disparaged to be match’d with me ; 
Know this, my lord, nobility of blood 
Is but a glittering and frllacious good : 

The nobleman is he, whose noble mind 

Is fill’d with inborn worth, unborrow’d from his 

kind- 385 

The King of Heaven was in a manger laid, 

And took his earth but from an humble Maid ; 
Then what can birth, or mortal men, bestow 1 
Since floods no higher than their fountains flow. 
We, who for name and empty honour strivei, 

Our true nobihty from him derive. 

Your ancestors, who puff your mind with pride. 
And vast estates to mighty titles tied, 

Bid not your honour, but their own, advance ; 
For virtue comes not by inheritanca 
If you tralineate from your frther’s mind. 

What are you else but of a bastard kind 1 
Bo as your great progenitors have done. 

And, by then virtues, prove yourself their son. 
No father can infuse or wit or grace ; 

A mother comes across and mars the race. 

A grandsire or a grandame taints the blood 
And seldom three descents continue good. 

Were virtue by descent, a noble name 

Could never viUanise his father’s frme ; ^ 

But, as the first, the last of all the line^ 

Would, like the sun, even in descending shina 
Take &e, and bear it to the darkest house 
Betwixt King Arthur’s court and Caucasus; 

If you depart the flame ahall still remain, 

And the bright blaze enlight^ dl the plain : 

Nor, till the fuel perish, can decay. 

By nature form’d on things combustible Lo 
^ prey- 

Such is not man, who, mixing better seed 
With worse, begets a base degenerate breed : 

The bad corrupts the good, and leaves behind 
No trace of all the great begetter’s mind. 

The fether sinks within his son, we see. 

And often lises in the third degree ; 

If better luck a better mother give, 

Chance gave us being, and by chance we live. 
Such as our atoms were, even such are we, 

Or call it chance, or strong necessity : 

Thus loaded with dead weight, the will is free. * 
And thus it needs must be ; for seed conjoin’d ^ 
Lets into nature’s work the imperfect kind ; 

But fire, the enHvener of the general fi:ame, 

Is one, its operation still the same. 

Its principle is in itself : while ours 
Works, as confederates war, with mingled powers; 
Or man or woman, which soever feils ; ^ 

And, oft, the vigour of the worse prevails. 

.^ther with sulphur blended alters hue, 

And casts a dusky gleam of Sodom blue. 

Thus, in a brute, their ancient honour ends, ^ 
And the fair mermaid in a fish descends : 
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The line is gone ; no longer duhe or earl ; 

But, hy himself d^raded, turns a churl 
Nohiliiy of blood is but renown 
Of thy great fiathers by their -virtue known, ^ 
And a long trad of light, to thee descending down. 
If in -thy smoke it ends, their glories shine ; 

But infamy and villanage are thine. 

Then -what I said before is plainly showed. 

The true nobility proceeds from God ; ^ 

Nor left us by r^eritance, but given 
By bounty of our stars, and grace of Heaven. 
Thus from a captive Servius Tullius rose. 

Whom for his virtues the first Eomans chose : 
Fabricius firom their walls repell’d the foe, ^ 
Whose noble hands had exercised the plough. 
From henc^ my lord, and love, I thus conclude^ 
That though my homely ancestors were rude. 
Mean as I am, yet I may have the grace 
To make you father of a generous race : ^ 

And noble then am I, when 1 begin. 

In virtue clothed, to cast the rags of shx. 

If poverty be my upbraided crime, 

And you believe in Heaven, there -was a time 
When he, the great controller of our fiit^ ^ 
Deign’d to be man, and lived in low estate ; 
Which he who had -fche world at his dispose, 

If poverty were vice, would never choose. 
Philosophers have said, and poets sing, 

That a glad poverty ’s an honest thing. ^ 

Content is wealth, the riches of the mind ; 

And happy he who can that treasure find. 

But the b^ miser starves amidst his store, 
Broods on his gold, and, griping still at mor^ 

Sits sadly pining and believes he ’s poor. 

The ragged beggar, though he want relief, 

Has not to lose, and sings before the thief 
Want is a bitter and a hateful good. 

Because its virtues are not understood : 

Yet many things impossible to thought, ^ 
Have been by need to full perfection brought : 
The daring of the soul proceeds from thence. 
Sharpness of wit, and active diligence j 
Prudence at once, and fortitude, it gives, 

And, if in patience taken, mends our lives ; ^ 


Yer.439. yoiilityc/Iilood is Init renown 

Ofxliy great fathers hy their virtue Tcnovon^ 

Md a long trad of lights to thu descending down^ 

A. great deal of this reasoning is copied &om Boethius de 
CoosoL 1. iit p. a, JoHarWABTOv. 

Ver.4TB. TFani is a Utter cmd a hatful good,! *Jtu this 
commenteiion of poverty, our author seems plainly to have 
had in view the following passi^ of a fahulons conference 
between the Emperor Adrian and Secondus the philobopber, 
lifted by lllnccnt of Beanvais, Spec. His. I. x, c. 71. 

Qnid_ est Panpertas? Odlbile bontun; saidtatls mater; 
remotiD cuiarum; sapientis repertrix; negotium sine 
damno; posscssio absqLue cainmnia; sine sollicitudinc feli- 
citas.’ Tyrwhitt. 

To which I beg to add, that Savage seems to have had 
this passage in his mind : 

By woe, the sovl to daring action swells ; 

By woe, in plaintless patience it excels; 

From patience, pradent dear experience springs, 

And traces knowledge through the course of things I 
Thence hope is form’d, thence fortitude, success, 
Eenoim ; whate*er men covet and caress.” 

The last couplet is inferior to the original 

“ Poverte a ^ectakle is, as thinketh me, 

Tfaurgh which he may lus veray firendes see.” 

Down to ‘‘ firiend ” the lines are nervous and simple. 

John Wabtox. 


For even that indigence, that brings me low, 
Makes me myself and Him above, to know. 

A good which, none would challenge, few -would 
choose, 

A fair possession, which mankind refuse. 

If we from wealth to poverty descend ^ ^ 
Want gives to know the flatterer from the friend. 
If I am old and ugly, well for you. 

No lewd adulterer will my love pursue. 

Nor jealousy, the bane of married life, 

Shall haunt you for a -wither’d homely wife. 

For age and ugliness, as all agree, 

Are the best guards of female chastity. 

Yet since I see your mind is worldly bent, 

ITl do my best to further your content. 

And therefore of two gifts in my dispose, ^ 
Think ere you speak, I grant you leave to choose : 
Would you I should be still deform’d and old. 
Nauseous to touch, and loathsome to behold; 

On this condition to remain for life 
A careful, tender, and obedient -wife, 

In all I can contribute to your ease, 

And not in deed, or word, or thought displease ; 
Or would you rather have me young and fair, 

And take the chance that happens to your share 1 
Temptations are in beauty, and in youth, ^ 
And how can you depend upon my truth 1 
Now weigh the danger -with the doubtful bliss, 
And thank yourself, if aught should fall amiss. 
Sore sigh’d tke knight, who this long seimon 
heard; 

At length considering all, his heart he cheer’d; 
And thus replied ; My lady, and my wife, 

To your -wise conduct I resign my life ; 

Choose you for me, for well you understand 
The future good and ill, on either hand ; 

But if an humble husband may request, 

Provide, and order all things for the best ; 

Yours be the care to profit, and to please : 

And let your subject servant take his ease. 

Then thus in peac^ quoth she, concludes the 
strife. 

Since I am turn’d the husband, you the wife : ^ 
The matrimonial -victory is mine, 

Which, having fairly gain’d, I -will resign ; 

Forgive if I have said or (Jone amiss, 

And seal the bargain -with a friendly kiss : 

I promised you bu.t one content to share, *^5 
But now I become both good and fair. 

No nuptial quarrel shall disturb you’* ease ; 

The business of my life shall be to please : 

And for my beauty, that, as time shall try, 

But draw tiie curtain firrt, and cast your eye. 

He look’d, and saw a creature heavenly fair, 

In bloom of youth, and of a charming air. 

With joy he turn’d, and seized her ivory arm , 
And, hke Pygmalion, foimd the statue warm. 
Small arguments there needed to prevail, ^ 
A storm of kisses pour’d as thick as haih 
Thus long in muti^ bliss they lay embraced. 

And their first love continued to the last : 

One sunshine -was their life, no cloud between ; 
Nor ever was a kinder couple seen. ^ 

And so may all our lives like theirs be led ; 
Heaven send the maids young husbands fresh in 
bed : 

May widows wed as often as they can. 

And ever for the better change their man. 

And some devouring plague pursue their lives, 
Who -will not well be govern’d by their -wives. 
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A PABISH priest was of the pilgrim train ; 

An awful, reverend, and religious man. 

His eyes diffiised a venerable grace, 

And charity itself was in his face. 

Rich was ms soul, though his attire was poor ; * 

(As God had clothed his own ambassador ;) 

For such, on earth, his bless’d Redeemer bore. 

Of sixty years he seem’d ; and well might last 
To sixi^ more, but that he lived too fiist; 

Refined himself to soul, to curb the sense ; 

And made almost a sin of abstinence. 

Yet, had his aspect nothing of severe, 

But such a fiuje as promised him sincere. 

Nothing reserved or sullen was to see : 

But sweet regards; and pleasing sanctity : ^ 

Mild was his accent, and his action free. 

With eloquence innate his tongue was arm’d ; 
Though haish the precept, yet the preacher charm’d. 
For letting down the golden cham from high. 

He drew Ms audience upward to the ^ ^ 
And oft, with holy hymns, he chann’d iieir ears : 
(A music more melodious than the spheres.) 

For David left him, when he went to rest, 

His lyre ; and after him he sxmg the best 
He bore Ms great commission in Ms look : ^ 

But sweetly temper’d awe ; and soften’d all be 
spoke. 

He preach’d the joys of heaven, and pains of hell; 
And warn’d the sinner with becoming zeal; 

But on eternal mercy loved to dwell 
He taugbt the gospel rather than the law ; ^ 

And forced Mmsefr to drive ; but loved to draw. 
For fear but freezes minds ; but love, like heat, 
Exhales the soul sublime, to seek her native seat. 

Yer. 19. For iettiriff dotm the golden chain Jrom hhh, 

He dretp his audience upward to &e skg .*] 

An evident aHnsion to the all^ry of the golden chain in 
ilie exordinin of Honsex’s eighth book of the Hiad, which 
Pope, with a penetration, which is commended hy the acute 
Dr. Clarke, explains as descriptive of the superior attrac- 
tive force of the sm whereby be continues unmoved, and 
draws all ibe rest of tiis planets towards him. Johs Wab.- 
TOJr. 

Yer. 34^. 

^ Sol quondam et Aqnilo, nier forei valentior, 
D^tig^bant : dommn iter qni carperet, 

Homiuem videntcs : in eum vires, inquiunt, 

Yicissim nostras experiii quid vetat? 

Sciscunt, nt Ipsi paUinm qui eicusserit, 

Is jure merito sese victorem ferat. 

Tim primus Aqnilo flatibos borrisonis furit : 

At se viator contra vim venti arctius 
Involvit : ergo, postquam profecit niba 
Aqnilo, calentem Sol emolitur fEicem, 

Sensimqns radios, insinuando per cntem 
Yiatorls agit llle mox exsestnat ; 

Mox et ^avi humeros pallio sponte exuit 
Yim vi repellnnt homines plerumque; ast eos, 

Quo vnlt, voleutes pertrahit benignitas.” 

Fab. .ffisop. Desb. Fab. 1, lib. iii. 

Jons Waetok. 


To threats the stubborn sinner oft is hard. 

Wrapp’d in his crimes, against the stoim pre- 
pared; ^ 

But, when the milder beams of mercy play. 

He melts, and throws Ms cumbrous cloak away, 
lightning and thunder (heaven’s artillery) 

As harbingers before the Almighty fly : 

Those but proclaim Ms style, and disappear; 

The stiller sound succeeds, and God is there. 

The tithes, Ms parish fr^ly paid, he took ; 

But never sued, or cursed with bell and book. 

With patience bearing wrong ; but offering none : 
Since every man is free to lose Ms own. 

The countiy churls, according to their kind, 

(Who grudge their dues, and love to be behind.) 
The less he sought Ms offerings, pinch’d the moio, 
And praised a priest content^ to be poor. 

Yet of Ms little he had some to spare, ^ 

To feed the famish’d, and to clothe the bare : 

For mortified he was to that degree, 

A poorer than himself he would not see. 

True priests, he said, and preachers of the word. 
Were only stewards of their sovereign Lord ; ^ 

Nothing was theirs ; but all the public store : 
Intrust^ riches, to relieve the poor. 

Who, should they steal, for want of his reliei^ 

He judged himself accomplice with the tMefi 
Wide was Ms parish ; not contracted close ^ 

In street^ ^t here and there a straggling house ; 
Yet still he was at hand, without request, 

To serve the ack ; to succour the distress’d : 
Tempting, on foo4 alon^ without afi&ight. 

The dangers of a tek tempestuous ni^t ® 

AR tMs the good old man perform’d alone, 

Nor spared his pains ; for curate he had none. 

Nor durst he trust another with his care ; 

Nor rode himself to Paul’^ the public fafr. 

To chaffer for preferment with Ms gold, ^ 
WTiere bidioprics and sinecures are sold. 

But duly watch’d Ms fl.ock, by night and day ; 

And from the prowling wolf redeem’d the prey ; 
And hungry sent the ^y fox away. 

The proud he tamed, tiie penitent be cheer’ d : 
Nor to rebuke the ricb offender fear’d. _ * 

TTir preaching much, but more his practice 
wrought ; 

(A living sermon of the truths he taught ;) 

For this by rules severe his life he squar^ : 

That all might see the doctrine wMch they 
heard. ** 

For priests, he sMd, are patterns for the rest : 

(The gold of heaven, who bear the Gfod impress’d :) 
But when the precious coin is kept unclean, 

The sovereign’s image is no longer seen. 

If they be foul on wbom tbe people trust, ^ 
Well may the baser brass contract a rusk 
The prelate, for his holy life he prized ; 

The worldly pomp of prelacy despised, 

: 
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IFTig Sa'vioTir came not Tvith a gaudy show ; 

Kor was Ms kingdom of the world below. ^ 
Patience in want, and poverty of mind, 

I These marks of Church and Churchmen he 
design’d. 

And li'S'ing taught, and dying left behind. 

The crown he wore was of the pointed thorn : ^ 
In purple he was crucified, not boi^ 

They who contend for place and high degree, 

Are not his sons, but those of Zebedee. 

Xot but he knew the signs of earthly power 
Alight well become Saint Peter’s successor ; 

The holy fidher holds a double reign, 

The prince may keep bis pomp, the fisher must 
be plain. 

Such was the saint; who shone with every giac^ 
Keflecting, iloses like, his Alaker’s fiice. 

God saw his image lively was express’d ; 

And his own work, as in creation, bless d 
The tempter saw him too with envious eye ; 
And, as on Job, demanded leave to try. 
j He took the time when Richard was deposed, 

I And high and low with happy Harry closed 
I This prince, though great in arms, the priest 
withiood : 

ATear though he was, yet not the next of blood 
Had Richard, unconstrain’d, r^gn’d the throng 
A king can give no more than is his own : 

The title stood entail'd had Richard had a son- 


Conquest, an odious name, was laid atide, 
Where all submitted, none the battle tried. 

The senseless plea of right by providence 
Was, by a flattering priest, invented since; 

And lasts no longer than the present sway ; 

But justifies the next who comes in play. 

The people’s right remains ; let those who dare 
Dispute their power, when they the judges are. 

He join’d not in their choice, because he knew 
Worse might, and often did from change ensue. 
Much to himself he thought ; but little spoke ; 
And, undeprived, his benefice forsook. 

Kow, through the land, his cure of souls he 
stretch’d ; 

And like a primitive apostle preach’d. 

Still cheerful ; ever constant to his call ; 

By many follow’d; loved by most; admired by 
alL 

With what he hegg’d, his brethren he relieved ; 
An/1 gave the charities himself received. 

Gkive while he taught ; and edified the more, 
Because he show’d, by prooi^ ’twas easy to be poor. 
He went not with the crowd to see a shrine; 
But fed us, by the way, with food divine. 

In deference to his virtues, I forbear 
To show you what the rest in orders were : 

This brilliant is so spotless and so bright, 

He needs no foil, but shines by his own proper 
ligKt. ““ 


TEANSLATIONS FEOM BOCOACE. 


SIGISMONDA AKD GUISCAEDO.* 


f While 23'onnaii Tancred in Salerno reign’d, 
j The title of a gracious prince he gain’d ; 

I * This story' -was translated into Latin hy one of tl® 

I first rpstorera of literature, and entitled, Libellus de Duobus 
Amantibus Guiseardo et Sigismundfi, Tancredi FiliA, in 
li&tinmn ex Boccatio oonvertit Xieonardus Aretiniis, 1475 
; Pryden says he would not have translated the stoiy of 
j Si^smnuda if he bad recollected the resemblance it bore to 
1 the argument of the Wife of Bath's tale, the preferring 
virrae to nobility of blood and titles. Surely he could not 
I think this ludicrons tale of Chaucer equal to the striking 
and pathetic story of Sigismtnada. DnJ. Wajctok. 

The story of these lovers has often esatployBd the pens of 
^ I>oets and narrators. Witness the feUowing produoaons ; 

“ Esopi Pabelle translate t greco h LaureataoVallend. 
Subnectitur Boocatii Hist.de Guiitardi^StgimM^Jkmox^ 

Ter. 1. TThilf Korman} BarrettL in his poejSive and 
dc^atieal manner, has the assurance to aftadt the style 
of Boecacio, against the established opinion of attldB oountxy- 
meiv in his View of Italy, a book dartoq^ feHof weak 
jnstxficahons of all the absurdities of Popery. I 'wonder he 
did not applaud Sextus V. for the spe^ he nrade in de> 
fending the murder of Henry III. by Jaques Clement, a 
pomimcan fhar; which speech was printed at Paris in. 
15{?9, and there is a copy of it in Lord ^mers’s Tracts. Dr. 
d Waetos. 


Till turn’d a t 3 rrant in his latter days, | 

He lost the lustre of his former praise; j 

h Leon. Aretino in latinum sermonem conversa an. 1438. j 
8. L Sint a. 4to. j 

Le Livre dra denx'tlkftians, Gui-sgard et Sig^unde^ fille 
de.Tsooredns ,1 trad, du latin de Leonard Arctin en rime 1 
firasjoCse, par Jehan Fleury, dit Floridus. Paris s. d 4to. | 
, Irfi pitense et lamentable Histoire du vaillant et vertneux 
f'^pi^ier Guisecardt et OismmdA Princesse de Saleme. 

; ';»n, 1620, lemo. 

■fifehola ToncretK, ex Boccatio in Latinum versa k Philippo 
Besoaldo, in lib. intitul. De fide Concubiimrum in sues 
Psaffos, 4to. s. 1. 1501. sign. G. 3. 

See also Mdmoircs Historiques sur la Mai^on de Coucy, 
sof^ veritable aventure de la JDcbim de Faiel, &c. Par. M. 
l^^elloy, 8vo. Paris, 1770. 

There is H Tancredi, Tragodia di Rldolfo Campeggi, 4to, 
Bologna, 1614. Sir Henry Wotton, as we are informed by 
Isaac Walton, wrote a tragedy entitled Tancredo; hut it 
does not appear to have been published. Thomson, we 
know, has given ns a tragical drama of Tancred aud Sigis- 
munda; founded however, not on the story, which is the 
theme of Dryden’s feble, but on an interesting narrative in 
on Bias. 

See also Certaine worthye manuscript Poems of great 
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And, fi:om the bright meridian where he stood ® 
Descending, dipp’d his hands in lovers’ blood. 
This prince, of Fortime’s favour long possess’d. 
Yet was with one fair daughter only bless’d; 

And bless’d he might have been with her alone : 
But oh ! how much more happy had he none 1 
She was his care, his hope, and his delight. 

Most in his thought, and ever in his sight : 

JN’ext, nay beyond Ms life, he held her dear; 

She lived by him, and now he lived in her. 

For this, when ripe for marriage, he delay’d ^ 
Her nuptial bands, and kept her long a maid. 

As envying any else should shai*e a port 
Of what was his, and claiming all her heart 
At length, as public decency required, 

And all his vassals eagerly desired, ^ 

With mind averse, he rather underwent 
His people’s wM, than gave his own consent. 

So was she tom, as from a lover’s side. 

And made almost in his despite a bride. 

Short were her marriage joys; for, in the 
prime 25 

Of yourii, her lord expired before his time ; 

And to her father’s court in little space 
Bestored anew, she held a Mgher place ; 

More loved, and more exalted into grace. 

This princess, fresh and young, and fair and wise. 
The worshipp’d idol of her father’s eyes, ^ 

Did all her sex in every grace exceed 
And had more wit beside than women need. 
Youth, health, and ease, and most an amorous 
mind. 

To second nuptials had her thoughts inclined ; ^ 
And former joys had left a secret sting behind. 
But, prodigal in every other grant, 

Her sire left unsupphed her only want ; 

And she, betwixt her modesty and pride. 

Her wishes which she could not help, would hide. 

Eesolved at last to lose no longer time, * 
And yet to please herself without a crime, 

She cast her eyes around the court, to find 
A worthy subject suiling to her mind, 

To him in holy nuptials to be tied, ® 

A seeming widow, and a secret bride. 

Among the train of courtier^ one die found 
With ^ the gifts of bounteous nature crown’d. 

Of gentle blood; but one whose niggard fate 
Had set him fax below her Mgh estate ; 

Guiscard his name was call’d, of blooming age, 
How squire to Tancred, and before his page : 

To him, the choice of all the shining crowd. 

Her heart the noble Sigismonda vow’d. 

Yet hitherto she kept her love conceal’d, 

And with those graces every day beheld 
The graceful youth ; and every day increased 
The raging fires that bum’d within her breast ; 
Some secret charm did all his acts attend. 

And what his fortune wanted, hers could mend ; 

antiquitie, reserved long in the Studie of a I?orthfblke 
Gentleman, and now first published by J. S., containing’, 
The Stately Tragedy of &uzatard and Sismond ; the Northern 
Mother’s Blessing, <S:c. 12mo. 169T. Todd. 

Ver. 26. her lord expired le/ore his tivu ;] Mallet, 

by the same simple expression, gives consideiahle interest 
to his narration of Margarets death, in his celebrated 
ballad: 

“But love had, like the canker worm, 

Consumed her early prime : 

The rose grew pale, and left her cheek ; 

She died before her Hmef 

Todd. 


Till, as the fire will force its outward way, 

Or, in the prison pent, consume the prey; 

So long her earnest eyes on his were set. 

At length them twisted rays together met ; 

And he, surprised with humble joy, survey’d ^ 
One sweet regard, riiot by the royM maid : 

Hot well assured, while doubtful hopes he nurs’d, 
A second glance came gliding like the first; 

And he, who saw the sharpness of the dart, 
Without defence received it in his heart. 

In public, though their passion wanted speech, 
Yet mutuM looks interpreted for each ; 

Time, ways, and means of meeting were denied; 
But all those wants ingenious love supplied. 

The inventive god, who never fidls his part, 
Inspires the wil^ when once he warms the heari 
■^en Guiscard next was in the circle seen. 
Where Sigismonda held the place of queen, 

A hollow cane within, her hand she brought, 

But in the concave had enclosed a note; 

With this she seem’d to play, and, as in sport, 
Toss’d to her love, in presence of the court ; 

Take it, die said ; and when your needs require, 
This little brand will serve to light your fire. 

He took it with a bow, and soon divined ® 
The seeming toy was not for nought design’d : 
But when retired, so long with curious eyes 
He view’d his present, that he found the prize. 
Much was in little writ ; and all convey’d 
With cautions care, for fear to be betray’d ^ 
By some false confident, or fevourite maid. 

The time, the place, the manner how to meet, 
Were all in punctual order plainly writ : 

But since a trust must be, ^e thought it heat 
To put it out of laymen’s power at least ; ^ 

And for their solemn vows prepared a priest. 

Guiscard (her secret purpose understood) 

With joy prepared to meet the ooming good ; 

Hor pains nor danger was resolved to sparer 
But use Ihe means appointed by the Mr. 

Hext the proud pffioe of Salerno stood 
A mount of rough ascent, and thick with wood. 
Through this a cave was dug with vast e^^ase : 
The work it seem’d of some suj^icaous prince, 
Who, when abusing power with lawless might, 
From public justice would secure Ms flight. 

The passage made by many a winding way, 
R«ich’d erin the room in wMch the tyrant lay. 
Fit for his purpose, on a lower floor. 

He lodged, whose issue was on iron door ; 

From whence, by stairs descending to the ground, 
In the blind grot a safe retreat he found. 

Its outlet ended in a brake o’ergrown 
Willi bramble^ choked by time, and now un- 
known. 

A lift there wa^ which from the mountain’s 
height ^ 

Convey’d a glimmering and malignant light, 

A breathing-place to draw the damps away, 

A twilight of on intercepted day. 

The tyi-ant’s den, whose use, though lost to Home, 
Was now the apartment of the royal dame; ^ 
The cavern only to her father known, 

By Km was to his dai-ling daughter ^own. 

Heglected long she let the secret rest, 

Till love recall’d it to her labouring breast, 

And Mated as the way by heaven design’d ^ ^ 

The teacher, by the means he taught, to blind. 
What will not women do, when need inspires 
[ Their wit, or love thdr inclination fixes 1 
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Thougli jealoTi^ of state Hke inTention found, 

Yet love refined upon the former ground. ^ 
That -wuy, the tyrant had reserved, to fly 
Pursuing hate, now served to bring two lovers 
nigh. 

The dame, who long in vain had kept the key. 
Bold hy desire, explored the secret way ; 

Now tried the stairs, and, wading tliroi^h the 
night 

Search’d aH the deep recess and issued into 
j light 

! An this her letter had so well explain’d, 

The instructed youth might compass what re- 
main’d ; 

The cavern’s mouth alone was hard to find. 
Because the path, disused, was out of mind : 

But in what quarter of the copse it lay. 

His eve by certain level could survey : 

Yet (fer tie wood perplex’d with thorns he knew) 
A fifock of leather o’er his limbs he drew; 

And thus provided, search’d the brake around. 
Till the choked entry of the cave he found. 

Thu^ all prepared, the promised hour arrived. 
So long expect^ and so well contrived : 
j With love to finend, the impatient lover went, 

I Fenced from the thorny and trod the deep de- 
j scent. wo 

I The conscious priest, who was suborn’d before, 

I Stood ready posted at the postern door ; 
j The maids in distant rooms were sent to rest, 

I And nothing wanted but the invited guest, 
j He came, and knocking thrice without delay, 
i The lon^ng lady heard, and turn’d the key; 
i At once invaded him with all her charms, 

! And the first step he made was in her arms : 

I The leathern outside, boisterous as it was, 
i Gave way, and bent beneath, her strict em- 
I ^ brace: leo 

I On either ade the kisses flew so thick, 

That neither he nor she had breath to speak. 

The holy man, amazed at what he saw. 

Made ha^ to sanctify the bliss by law; 

And mutter’d fitst the matrimony o’er, 

For fear committed sin should get before. 

His work perform’d, he left the pair alone. 

Because he knew he could not go too soon ; 

His presence odious, when his tesk was done. 

'What thoughts he had beseems me not to say; 
Thou^ some surmise he went to'fest and pray, 
i And needed both to drive the tempting thoughts 
j away. 

j The foe once gone, they took iheir full delight ; 

*Twas restless rage, and tempest all the night; 

I For greedy love each moment would employ, 
j And grud^ the diortest pauses of their joy. 

I Thus were theip loves auspidously begun, 

I And thus with secret care were carried on. 

; The stealth itself did appelate restoret, 

{ And look’d so like a sin, it pleased the more. ^ 
f The cave was now be<x>me a common way, 
j The wicket, often open’d, biew the key : 

Love rioted secure, and long enjoy’d, 

Was ever eager, and was never cloy’d. , 

But as extremes are short, of ill and good, ^ 
And tides at highest mark regorge their flood; 

Ver. m JFith love to >Hew^] An expression ftom 
Spenser, Faer. Qu. iii iii. 14 . 

** Untni the har^ Mayd (with Love iofrmd) 

First entering, '^&c, Todd. 


So fate, that could no more improve their joy, 
Took a malicious pleasure to destroy. 

Tancred, who fondly loved, and whose delight 
Was placed in his fiiir daughter’s daily sight, 

Of custom, when his state afifeirs were done. 
Would pass his pleasing hours with her alone ; 
And, as a father’s privilege allow’d, 

Without attendance of the officious crowd. 

It happen’d once, that when in heat of day 
He tried to sleep, as was his usual way, 

The balmy slumber fled his woeful eyes, 

And forced him, in his own despite, to rise ; 

Of sleep forsaken, to relieve his care. 

He sought the conversation of the fidr ; 200 

But wifli her train of damsels she was gone, 

In shady walks the scorching heat to shun ; 

He would not violate that sweet recess, 

And found besides a welcome heaviness, 

That seized his eyes; and dumber, which for- 
got, 

When call’d before, to come, now came unsought. 
From light retired, behind his daughter’s bed. 

He for approaching sleep composed bis head ; 

A chair was ready, for t^t use design’d, 

So quilted, that he lay at ease reclined ; 

The curtains closely drawn, the light to screen, 

As if he had contrived to lie unseen : 

Thus cover’d with an artificial night, 

Sleep did his office soon, and seal'd his sight. 

With Heaven averse, m this iU-omen’d hour 
Was Guiscard summon’d to the secret bower. 

And the fair nymph, with expectation fired. 

From her attending damsels was retu*ed : 

Foi*, true to lov^ she measured time so righl^ 

As not to miss one moment of delight. ^ 

The garden, seated on the level floor, 

She left behind, and locking every door, 

Thought all secure ; but little did she know, 

Blind to her fate, she had enclosed her foe. 
Attending Guiscard, in his leathern frock, ^ 
Stood ready, with his thiice-repeated knock : 
Thrice with a doleful sound the jarring grate 
Bung deaf and hollow, and presaged their fate. 
The door unlock’d, to known delight they haste, 
And, panting in each other’s arms embraced, 230 
Rush to the conscious bed, a mutual freight. 

And heedless press it with their wonted weight. 

The sudden bound awaked Ihe sleeping sire, 
And skew’d a sight no parent can desire; 

His opening eyes at once with odious view 235 
The love discover’d, and the lover knew : 

He would have cried ; but hoping that he dreamt, 
Amaz ement tied his tongue, and stopp’d the at- 
tempt. 

The ensuing moment aH the truth declared. 

But now he stood collected, and prepared, 240 
For malice and revenge had put hiTTi on his guai'd. 
So like a lion that unheeded lay, 

Dissembling sleep, and watchful to betray. 

With inward rage he meditates his prey. 

The thoughtless pair, indulging their desires, ^ 
Alternate, kindled, and then quench’d their 
fires; 

Nor thinking in the shades of death they play’d. 
Full of themselves, themselves alone survey’d. 
And, too secure, were by themselves betray’d. 
Long time dissolved in pleasure thus they lay, ^ 
Till nature could no more suffice their play; 

Then rose the youth, and through the cave 
Return’d ; the princess mingled with her train. 
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Resolved Hs unripe vengeance to defer, I 

The royal spy, 'when no-w the coast was clear, ^ 1 
Sought not the garden, but retired unseen, i 

To brood in secret on his gather’d spleen, j 

And methodise revenge : to death he grieved ; 
And, but be saw the crime, had scarce believed. 
The appointment for the ensuing night he heard; 
And therefore in the cavern had prepared 
Two brawny yeomen of his trusty guard. 

Scarce had unwary Guiscard set his foot 
Within the foremost entrance of the grot. 

When these in secret ambush ready lay, 263 
And rushing on the sudden seized the prey : 
Encumber’d 'with his frock, -without defence, 

An easy prize, they led the prisoner thence. 

And, as commanded, brought before the prince. 
The gloomy sire, too sensible of -wrong, 270 

To vent his rage m words, restrain’d his tongue. 
And only said. Thus servants are prefeiT’d, 

And, trusted, thus their sovereigns they reward. 
Had I not seen, had not these eyes received 
Too clear a proo:^ I could not have believed. 273 
He paused and choked the rest. The youth 
who saw 

His forfeit life abandon’d to the law, 

The judge the accuser, and the offence to him 
Who had both power and will to avenge the 
crime, 

No vain defence prepared ; but thus replied : 

The feulta of love by love are justified : 

With unresisted might the monarch reigns;, 

He levels mountains, and he raises plai^ ; 

And, not regarding difference of degree, 

Abased your daughter, and exalted me. 235 

This bold return -with seeming patience heard. 
The prisoner was remitted to the guard. 

The sullen tyrant slept not all the night, 

But, lonely -walking by a winking lights 
Sobb’d, wept, and groan’d, and beat his -wither’d 
breg^ ^ 

But would not violate his daughter’s rest ; 

Who long expecting lay, for bliss prepared. 
Listening for nois^ and grieved that none she 
heard; 

Oft rose, and oft in vain emplo/d the key. 

And oft accused her lover of delay ; 

And pass’d the tedious hours in anxious tho-oghts 
away. 

The morrow came; and at his usual hour 
Old Tancred -visited his daughter’s bower; 

Her cheek (for such his custom -was) he iis^d, 
Then bless’d her kneelings and her maids dis- 
miss’d. ** 

The royal dignity thus fiir maintain’d, 

Now left in private, he no longer feign’d ; 

But all at once his grief and i^e appear’^ 

And floods of tears ran trickling down his beard. 

0 Sigismonda, he began to say : 

Thrice he began, and tbrice was forced to stay. 
Till words, with often trying, found their way : 

I thought, 0 Sigismonda (but how blind 

Are parents’ eyes, their children’s faults to find !) 

Ver. 306. 

Thrice Tie “began, and thrice vjae forced to stag. 

Till words toith often trying found their way .•] 

This is a feeble imitation of Milton^s fallen archangel, 
Par. L. B. i. 619. 

^ Thrice he assayed, and thrice in spite of scorn, 

Tears, such as angels weep, burst foitb . at I'lst 
Words, interwove -with sighs, found out their -ft-iv.'* 

Tonn 


Thy virtue, birth, and breeding -were above ^lo 
A mean desire, and \Tilgar sense of love : 

Nor less than, sight and hearing could convince 
So fond a father, and so just a prince. 

Of such an unforeseen, and unbeheved offence. 
Then what mdignant sorrow must I have, 

To see thee lie subjected to my slave ! 

A man so smelling of the people’s lee. 

The court received him first for chaiity ; 

And since -with no d^ee of honour gi*aced. 

But only suffer’d, where he first was placed : ^30 

A grovelling insect still ; and so design'd 
By nature’s hand, nor bom of noble kind : 

A -thing, by neither man nor woman prized. 

And scarcely known enough to be despised. 

To what has Heaveu reserved my age 1 Ah ! why 
Should man, when nature calls, not choose to die. 
Rather th an stretch the span of life, to find 
Such ills as hte has wisely cast behind. 

For those to feel, whom fond desire to live 
Makes covetous of more than life can give ! 

Each has his share of good ; and when ’tis gone. 
The guest, though hun^, cannot rise too soon. 
But I, expecting more, in my o-wn -wrong 
Protracting life, have lived a day too long. 

If yesterday could be recall’d again, 

Even now would I conclude my bappy reign : 

But *tis too late, my glorious race is run. 

And a dark doud o’ertakes my setting sun. 

Hadst thou not loved, or loving saved the shame, 
If not the sin, by some illustrious name;, ^ 
This little comfort had rdieved my mind, 

’Twas fi-ailty, not unusual to thy land : 

But thy low ftll beneath thy royal blood, 

Shows downward appetite -to tuIt with mud : 
Thus not the least excuse is left for thee, ^ 
Nor the least refuge for unhappy m& 

For him I have resolved : whom by surprise 
I took, and scarce can call it, m disguise ; 

For such was his attire^ as^ -with intent 
Of nature suited to his mean descent : ^ 

The harder question yet remains behind. 

What pains a parent and a prince can find 
To pumsh an offence of this d^enerate kind. 

As I have loved, and yet I love thee, more 
Than ever fiither loved a child before ; ^ss 

So that indulgence draws me to forgive : 

Nature^ that gave thee life, would have thee live. 
But, 08 a public parent of the state, 

My Justice, and -tiiy crime, requires thy fiite. 

Fain would I choose a middle course to steer ; 
Nature’s too kind, and justice too severe : 

Speak for us both, and to the balance bring 
On either side the father and the king. 

Heaven kno-ws> my heait is bent to favour thee ; 
Make it but scanty weight, and leave the reftt to me. 

Here stoppmg with a sigh, he pour’d a flood 
Of tears, to make his last expression good. 

She, who had heard him speak, nor saw alone 
The secret conduct of her love was known. 

But he -was taken who her soul possess’d, ^ 
Felt all the pangs of sorrow iu her breast : 

And little wanted, but a woman’s hearty 
With cries and tears, had testified her smart ; 

But inborn worth, that fortune can control. 

New strung, and stiffer bent her softer soul; ^ 
The hei-oine assumed the woman’s place, 
Confirm’d her mind, and foiidfied her face : 

Why should she beg, or what could she pretend, 
\Micu her stem fither had coudenm’d her friend 1 
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Her life she might have had ; but her despair 3so 
Of saving his, had put it past her care ; 

Eesolved on fate, she vrould not lose her breath. 
But, rather than not die, solicit death. 

HLx’d on this thought, she not, as women use, 

Her fault by common frailty would excuse ; 

But boldly justified her innocence, 

And, while the fact was own’d, denied the offence : 
G[hen with dry eyes, and with an open look, 

She met his glance mid-way, and &us undaunted 
spoke: 

Tanci^ I neither am disposed to make ^ 
Bequest for life, nor offer’d life to take ; 

Much less deny the deed ; but least of all 
Beneath pretended justice weakly falL 
My words to sacred truth shall be confined. 

My deeds Rhfl.ll show the greatness of my mind- ^ 
That I have loved, I own ; that still I love, 

I call to witness all the powers above : 

Yet more I own : to Guiscard’s love I ^ve 
The RTnflll remaining time I have to live ; 

1 And if beyond this life desire can he, ^ 

! ^ot fete itself shall set my passion free. 

‘ This first avow’d ; nor foUy warp’d my mind, 

' 2for the frail texture of the female kind 
Betray’d my virtue : for, too well I knew 
"What honour was, and honour had his due : 

I Before the holy priest my vows were tied, 

' So came I not a strumpet, but a bride, 
i This for my fame, and for the public voice : 

I Yet more, his merits justified my choice : 

I TThich had they not, the first election thine, 
i That bond dissolved, the next is freely mine ; 

Or grant I err’d, (which yet I must deny) 

Had parents power even second vows to tie. 

Thy little care to mend my widow’d nights, 

Has forced me to recourse of marriage rites, 

To fill an empty side, and follow known delights. 
TVbat have I done in this, deserving blame ? I 
State-laws may alter : nature’s are same ; 
Those are usurp’d on helpless woman-kind, 

Made without our consent, and wanting power to 
hind. 

Thou, Tancred, better shouldst haveunderstood. 
That as thy fether gave thee flesh and blood. 

So gavest thou me : not from the quarry bow’d, 
But of a softer mould, with sense endued ; 

Even softer than thy own, of suppler kind, ^ 

More exquisite of taste, and more than man refined. 
Nor need’st thou by thy daughter to he told. 
Though now thy sprightly blood with age be cold. 
Thou hast been young: and canst remember 
still. 

That when thou hadst the power, thou hadst the 
will; ^ 

And fix>m the past experience of thy fires, 

Canst tell with what a tide our strong desires 
Come rushing on in youth, and what their rage 
requires. 

And grant thy youth was exercised in arms, 
When love no leisure found for softer charm^ ^ 
My tender age in luxury was train’d. 

With idle ease and pageants entertain’d ; 

My hours my own, my pleasures unrestrain’d. 

So bred, no wonder if I took the bent 

That seem'd even warranted by thy consent, ^ 

For, when the fether is too fondly kind, 

Such seed he sows, such harvest ah fill he find, 
BLime thou thyself, as reason’s law requires, 

^Sinco nature gave, and thou foment’st my fires ;) 


If still those appetites continue strong, ^ 

Thou may’st consider I am yet hut young : 
Consider too that, having been a wife, 

I must have tasted of a better life, 

And am not to be blamed, if I renew 
By lawful means the joys which then I knew. 
Y^ere was the cidme, if pleasm'e I procured. 
Young:, iuid a woman, and to bliss inured ! 

That was my case, and this is my defence : 

I pleased myself, I shunn’d incontinence, 

And, urged by strong desires, indulged my sense. 

Left to myself, I must avow, I strove. 

From public shame to screen my secret love, 
And, well acquainted with thy native pride, 
Endeavourid, what I could not help, to hide; 

For which a woman’s wit an easy way supplied. ^ 
How this, so well contrived, so closely laid. 

Was known to thee, or by what chance betray’d. 
Is not my care ; to please thy pride alone, 

I could have wish’d it had been still unknown. 

Nor took I Guiscard by blind fancy led, 

Or hasty choice, as many women wed ; 

But with deliberate care, and ripen’d thought, 

At leisure first design’d, before I wrought : 

On him I rested, after long debate. 

And not without considering, fix’d my fate : 

His flame was equal, though by mme inspired ; 
(For so the difference of our birth required ,) 

Had he been bom like me, like me his love 
Had first begun, what mine was forced to move : 
But thus beginning, thus we persevere ; 

Our passions yet continue whnt they were. 

Nor length of trial makes our joys the less sincere. 
At this my choice though not by thine allow’d, 
(Thy judgment herding with the common crowd) 
Thou takest imjust offence ; and, led by them, 
Dost less the merit, than the man esteem. 

Too sharply, Tancred, by thy pride betray’d, 

Hast thou against the laws of kind inveigh’d : 

For all the offence is in opinion placed, 

Which deems high birth by lowly choice de- 
based. 485 

This thought alone with fuiy fires thy breast, 

(For holy mandage justifies the rest) 

That I have sunk the glories of the state. 

And mix’d my blood with a plebeian mate ; 

In which I wonder thou shouldst oversee ^ 

Superior causes, or impute to me 

The feult of fortune, or the fates’ decree. 

Or call it Heaven’s imperial power alone. 

Which moves on springs of justice, though im- 
known. 

Yet this we see, though order’d for the best, 

The bad exalted, and the good oppress’d ; 
Permitted laurels grace the lawless brow. 

The unworthy raised, the worthy cast below. 

But leaving that : search we the secret springs, 
And backward trace the principles of things ; 
There shall we find, that when the world began. 
One common mass composed the mould of ma n • 
One paste of flesh on all degrees bestow’d, 

And kneaded np alike with moist’iiing blood. 

The same almighty power inspired the frame 
With kindled hfe, and form’d the souls the same : 
The faculties of intellect and will 
Di^ensed with equal hand, disposed with equal 
skill, 

Like liberty indulged, with choice of good or ill : 

Thus bom alike, from virtue first began 

The difference that distinguish’d thaji from man : 
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He claim’d no title from descent of blood, 

But that, which made him noble, made him good: 
Warm’d with more particles of heavenly flame. 
He wing’d his upward flight, and soai*’d to 
fame; ^ 

The rest remain’d below, a tribe without a name. 

This law, though custom now diverts the course^ 
As nature’s institute, is yet in force ; 

UncanceU’d, though disused ; and he, whose mind 
Is virtuous, is alone of noble kind; 

Though poor in fortune, of celesti^ race ; 

And he commits the crime who calls him base. 

How lay the line ; and measure all thy court 
By inward virtue, not external port ; 

And find whom justly to prefer above 

The man on whom my judgment placed my love : 

So shalt thou see his parts and person shine ; 

And thus compared, the rest a base degenerate line. 
Hor took I, when I first survey’d thy court, 

His valour, or his virtues^ on report; ^ 

But trusted what I ought to tni^ alone 
Relying on thy eyes, and not my own; 

Thy praise (and thine was then the public voice) 
First recommended Guiscard to my choice : 
Directed thus by thee, I look’d, and found ^ 
A man I thought deserving to be crown’d ; 

First by my father pointed to my sight. 

Nor less conspicuous by his native light ; 

His mind, his mien, the features of h^ fatce. 
Excelling all the rest of human race : 

These were thy thoughts, and thou could’st judge 
aright. 

Till interest made a jaundice in thy sight ; 

Or should I grant thou didst not rightiy see. 
Then thou wert first deceived, and I deceived by 
thee. 

But if thou shalt allege, through pride of mind, 
Thy blood with one of base condition join’d, 

’Tis false ; for ’tis not baseness to be poor; 

His poverty augments thy crime the more ; 
Upbraids thy justice with the scant regard 
Of worth; whom princes praise, they should 
reward. ^ 

Are these the kings entrusted by the crowd 
With wealth, to be dispensed for common good ? 
The people sweat not for their king’s delight, 

To enrich a pimp, or raise a parasite ; ^ 

Theirs is the toil ; and he, who well has served 
His country, has Ms country’s wealth deserved. 
Ev’n mighty monarchs offc are meanly bom. 

And kings by birtb to lowest rank return ; 

All subject to the power of giddy chance, 

For fortune can depress or can advance: ^ 

But true nobility is of the mind. 

Hot given by chance, and not to chance resign’d. 
For -file remaining doubt of thy decree 
What to resolve, and how dispose of me. 

Be warn’d to cast that useless core aside, 

Myself alone will for myself provida 
^If in ihy doting and decrepit age, 

Thy soul, a stranger in thy youth to rage. 

Begins in cruel deeds to delight, 

Gk>ige with my blood thy barbarous appetite ; 

For I so little am disposed to pray 
For life, I would not cast a wish away. 

Such as it is, the ofPence is all my own; 

And what to Guiscard is already done, 

Or to be done, is doom’d by thy decree, 

That, if not executed first by thee, 

Shall on my person be poiform’d by me. 


Away, witb women weep, and leave me here. 
Fix’d, hke a man, to die without a tear ; 

Or save, or slay us both this present hour ; ssc 
’Tis all that fiite has left witMn thy power. 

She said; nor did her father fiiil to find. 

In all she spoke, the greatness of her mind; 

Yet thought she was not obstinate to die, 

Hor deem’d the death she promised was so 
nigh; 

Secure in this belief, he left the dame, 

Resolved to spare her life, and save her shame ; 
But that detested object to remove. 

To wrej& his vengeance, and to cure her leva 
Intent on this, a secret order sign’d 
The death of Guiscard to his guards enjoin’d; 
Strangling was chosen, and the night the time, 

A mute revenge, and blind as was tho crime : 

His faithful hearty a bloody sacrifice, 

Tom from his breast, to glut the tyrant’s ^es, 
Closed the severe command: for (slaves to pay) 
What kings decree, the soldier must obey : 
Waged against foes ; and when the wars are o’er. 
Fit only to maintain despotic power : 

Dangerous to freedom, and desired alone 
By Mngs who seek an arbitrary throne. 

Such were these guards; as ready to have slaiu 
The prince himself allured with greater gain ; 

So was the charge perform’d with better will. 

By men inured to blood, and exercised in ilL 
How, though the sullen sire had eased his mind, 
The pomp ofhis revenge was yet behind, 

A pomp prepared to grace the present he design’d. 
A goblet ri<i with gemi^ and rough with goll 
Of depth, and breadth, the precious pledge to 
hold, 

With cmel care he chose : the hollow part 
Enclosed, the lid conceal’^ the loveris heart : 
Then of his trusted mischiefe one he senl^ 

And bade him with these words the gift present ; 
Thy frther sends thee this to cheer fhy breast, 
And glad thy sight with what thou loVst the 
best; 

As thou hast pleased his eyes; and joy’d Ms mind. 
With what he loved the most of human kind. 

Ere this the royal dame, who well had weigh’d 
The consequence of what her sire had said, 

Kx’d on her &te, against the elected hour. 
Procured the means to have it in her power ; 

For she had distill’d with early care 
The juice of simples friendly to despair, 

A magazine of death, and thus prepare^ 

Secure to die, the fetal message heard : 

I^en smiled severe ; nor with a troubled look, 

Or trembling hand the funeral present took : 

Ev’n kept her countenance, when the hd removed 
Disclosed the heart, unfortunately loved ; 

She needed not be told, within whose breast 
It lodged ; the message had explain’d the rest 
Or not amazed, or Mding her surprise, 

She sternly on the bearer fix’d her eyes : 

Then thus ; Tell Tancr^ on his daughter’s part, 
The gold, though precious, equals not the heart ; 
But he did well to ^ve his best ; and J, 

Who wish’d a wortMer um, forgive his poverty. 

At this she curb’d a groan, that dse bad come, 
And, pausing, view’d the present in the tomb ; 
Then to the heart adored devoutly glued 
Her lips, and raising it, her speech renew’d ; 

Ev’n from my day of birth, to this, the bound 
Of my unhappy being, I have found 
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My father’s care and tenderness express’d ; 

But this last act of love excels the rest : 

Tor this so dear a present, bear him back 
The best return that I con live to make. 

The messenger despatcii’d, again she vievr’d 
The loved remains, and sighing thus pursued : 
Source of my life, and lord of my desires. 

In whom I lived, with whom my soul expire^ 
Boor heart, no more the spring of vital heat. 
Cursed be the hands that tore thee from thy seat ! 
The course is finish’d which thy fates decreed, 
And thou from thy corporeal prison freed : 

Soon hast thou reach’d the goal with mended pac^ 
A world of woes despatch’d in little space. 

Forced by thy worth, thy foe, in death become 
Thy friend, h^ lodgeid thee in a costly tomb. 
There yet remain’d thy funeral exequies, 

The weeping tribute of thy widow’s eyes, 

And those, indulgent Heaven has found the way 
That I, before my death, have leave to pay. 

My fither ev’n in cruelty is kind, 

Or Heaven has turn’d the malice of his mind 
To better uses than his hate design’d ; 

And made th’ insult, which in his gift appears. 
The means to mourn thee with my pious tears ; 
'Which I will pay thee down, before I go, 

And save myself the pains to weep below. 

If souls can weep. Thoi^h once I meant to meet 
My fiite with face unmoved, and eyes unwet. 

Yet since I have thee here in narrow room, 

My tears shall set thee first afloat within thy 
tomb : era 

Then (as I know thy spirit hovers nigh) 

Under thy Mendly conduct will I fiy 
To regions unexplored, secui*e to share 
Thy state ; nor hell shall punishment appear ; 
And heaven is double heaven, if thou art there. 

She said : her hiimfiil eyes, that ready stood, 
And only wanted will to keep a flood, 

Released their watery store, and pouf’d amain, 
Like clouds low hung, a sobei’ shower of ixun, 
Mute solemn sorrow, free from female noise, 

Such as the majesty of giief destroys ; 

For, bending o’er the cup, the teais she shed 
Seem’d by the posture to discharge her head, 
O’er-fill’d before ; and (oft her mouth applied 
To the cold heai%) she kiss’d at once, and cried. 
Her maid% who stood amazed, nor knew the 
cause 691 

Of her complainings nor whose heart it was ; 

Yefc all due measures of her mourning kept. 

Did office at dirge, and by infection wept ; 

And oft enquired the occasion of her gnefj 
(Unanswer’d but by sighs) and offer’d vain relief 
At length, her stock of tears already shed, 

She wiped her eyes, she raised her drooping head. 
And thus pursued : Oh ever :&ithful heart, 

I have peifoim’d the ceremonial pari^ too 


The decencies of grief; it rests behind, 

That, as our bodies were, our souls be join’d; 

To tby whate’er abode my shade convey, 

And as an elder ghost, direct the way. 

She said ; and bade the vial to be brought, 

'V^Tiere she before had brew’d the deadly draught : 
First pouring out the med’cinable bane, 

The heart, her tears had rinsed, she bathed again ; 
Then down her throat the death securely throws. 
And quaffi a long oblivion of her woes. 

This done, she mounts the genial bed, and there 
(Her body first composed with honest care) 
Attends welcome rest ; her hands yet hold 
Close to her heart the monumental gold ; 

Nor farther word she spoke, but closed her sight. 
And quiet sought the covert of the night. 

The damsels, who the while in silence mourn’d. 
Hot knowmg, nor suspecting death suborn’d. 

Yet, as their duty was, to Tancred sent • 

"Who, conscious of the occasion, fear’d the event. 
Alarm’d, and with presaging heai't, he came, 

And drew the cui’tains, and exposed the dame 
To loathsome light : then with a late relief 
Made vain efforts to mitigate her grief 
She, what she could, excluding day, her eyes T25 
Kept fiimly seal’d, and sternly thus replies : 
Tancred, restrain thy tears, unsought by me, 

And sorrow imavailmg now to thee : 

Did ever man before affiict bis mind 
To see tbe effect of what himself design’d ? ^ 

Yet, if thou hast remaining in thy heart 
Some sense of love, some unextingmsh’d part 
Of fonner kindness, largely once profess’d, 

Let me by that adjure thy harden’d breast 
Hot to deny tby daughter’s last request : ^ 

The secret love which I so long enjoy’d. 

And still conceal’d to gratify thy pride, 

Thou hast disjom’d ; hut, with my dying breath. 
Seek not, I beg thee, to disjoin our death ; 

I Ytliere’er his coi’pse by thy command is laid, 
Thither let mine in pubhc be convey’d ; 

Exposed in open view, and side by side. 
Acknowledged as a bridegroom and a bride. 

The prmce’s anguish hinder’d his reply : 

And she, who felt her fate approaching nigh, T4o 
Seized the cold heart, and heaving to her breast. 
Here, precious pledge, she said, securely rest : 
These accents were her last; the creeping death 
Benumb’d her senses first, then stopp’d her 
breath. 

Thi^ she for disobedience justly died : Tso 

The sire was justly punish’d for his pride : 

The youth, least ^ty, suffer’d for the offence 
Of duty violated to his prince ; 

Who, late repenting of his cruel deed. 

One common sepulchre for both decreed ; 

Intomb’d the wretched pair in royal state, 

And on their monument inscribed their fete. 
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Of all the cities in Romanian lands, 

The chief, and most renown’d, Ravenna stands. 
Adorn’d in ancient times with arms and arts, 

And rich inhabitants, with generous hearts. 

But Theodore the brave, above the rest, ® 

With gifts of fortune and of nature bless’d, 

The foremost place for wealth and honour held. 
And all in feats of chivalry excell’d. 

This noble youth to madness loved a dame. 

Of high degree, Honoria was her name , 

Fair as the fairest, but of haughty mind, 

And fiercer than became so soft a kind ; 

Proud of her biii:h ; (for equal she had none ;) 
The rest she scorn’d ; but hated him alone ; 

His gifts, his constant courtship, nothing gain’d ; ^ 
For she, the more he loved, the more (hsdain’d. 
He lived with all the pomp he could devise. 

At tilts and tournaments obtain’d the prize ; 

But found no favour in his lady’s eyes : 

Relentless as a rock, the 10% maid so 

Turn’d all to poison that he did or said : 

Nor prayers, nor tears, nor ojGfer’d vows, could 
move ; 

The work went backward ; and, the more he strove 
To advance his suit, the farther firom her love. 

Wearied at length, and wanting remedy, ^ 
He doubted oft, and oft resolved to die. 

But pride stood ready to prevent the blow. 

For who would die to gratify a foe ? 

His generous mind disdain’d so mean a fiite ; 

That pass’d, his next endeavour was to hate. * 
But vainer that relief than all the rest, 

The less he hoped, with more desire possess’d; 
Love stood the siege, and would not yield his 
breast 

Change was the next, but change deceived his 
care; 

He sought a fairer, but found none so fair. ^ 
He would have worn her out by slow degree^ 

As men by fasting starve the untamed disease ; 
But present love required a present ease. 

Looking he feeds alone his famish’d eyes, 

Feeds fingering death, but looking not he dies. ^ 
Yet still he chose the longest way to feitei, 

Wasting at once his life and his estate. 

His friends beheld, and pitied him in vain, 

For what advice can ease a lover’s paia? 

Absence, the best expedient they could find, ^ 
Might save Hie fortune, if not cure the mind : 
Thus means they long proposed, hut little gain’d. 
Yet after much pursuit, at length obtain’d. 

Hard you may think it was to give consent, 

But struggling with his own desires he went, 

* A drama, entitled Theodore end Honoria, was acted in 
the wood of Chiabsi, a word corrupted and altered from 
Classis, the naval station, which, with the intermediate 
road or suhurh, constitute the triple city of Kaveima, 
Dr. J. Warton 


! With large expense, and with a pompous train. 
Provided as to visit Prance and Spain, 

Or for some distant voyage o’er the main. 

But love had clipp’d his wing^ and cut him short. 
Confined within the purlieus of the court. 

T^ee miles he went, nor feither could retreat; 
His travels ended at his country-seat : 

To Cha ssi s* pleasing plains he took his way, 

There pitch’d his tents, and there resolved to 
stay. 

The spring was in the prime ; the neighbouring 
grove ^ 

Supplied with birds, the choristers of love, 

Music unbought, that minister’d delight 
To morning walks, and lull’d his cares by night ; 
There he discharged his friends; but not the 
expense 

Of frequent treats, and proud magnificence. 

He lived as kings retire, though more at large 
From public business yet wiHi equal charge ; 
With house and heart still open to receive ; 

As well content as love would give him leave : 

He would have lived more free; but many a 
guest, ^ 

Who could forsake the friend, pursued the feast 
It happ’d one morning; as his fancy led. 

Before his usual hour he left his bed. 

To walk within a lonely lawn, that stood 
On every side surrounded by a wood : ^ 

Alone he walk'd, to please his pensive mind, 

And sought the deepest solitude to find ; 

’Twas in a grove of spreading pines he s^y’d ; 
The winds -within Hie quivering branches play’d. 
And dflTtmng trees a mournful m-usic made. ® 
The place itself was suiting to his care. 

Uncouth and savage, as the crud fair. 

He wander’d on, unkno-wing where he went, 

Lost in the wood, and all on love intent : 

The day already half his race had run, 

And summon’d b™ to due repast at noon ; 

But love could feel no hunger but his own. 
W hilst listening to the murmuring leaves he 
stood. 

More tha n a mile immersed within the wood. 


Ter. 88. Whilst lisiexinffl The next fifteen lines, which 
sc strougty paint the sensaaons of a man upon the sndden 
approach of some strange, mysterious, and sapematoral 
danger, may be produced, among many others, as a specimen 
of the high poetical improvements our author has given to 
the original story; for the passage that furnished tins ani- 
mated picture is only thiR in Boceacio, literally translated . 
“ In this forest Theodore, walking on solitary; and rnnsing 
all alone, had now wandered a mile's distance nrom his tmts 
and company, entered into agrove of phie-tree% not r^arding 
the time of the repast that was prepared for him, or any 
thing else hut the unkind requital of his love. Suddenly 
he heard the voice of a woman seeming to make most 
moumfijl complain^ which, breaking off his silent medita- 
tions, made him lift un his head, to discover the _^son of 
this noise."— Boccacio,‘Nov.8; First Day. Ifr. J. Wabtojc 
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At once the '<vind -was laid ; tlie wliispei^g sotuid 
Was dumb; a rising earthquake rock’d the 
ground ; 

With deeper brown the grove was overspread ; 

A sudden horror seized his giddy head. 

And bis ears tinkled, and his colour fled ; 

Nature was in alarm ; some danger nigh ^ 
Seem’d threaten’d, though unseen to mortal eye. 
Unused to fear, he summon’d all his soul. 

And stood collected in himself, and whole ; 

Not long : for soon a whirlwind rose around. 

And from afer he heard a screaming sound, ^ 
As of a dame distress’d, who cried for aid, 

And fill’d with loud laments the secret shade. 

A thicket close beside the grove there stood, 
With briers and brambles choked, and dwarfish 
wood; 

From thence the noise, which now approaching 
near, 

With more distinguish’d notes invades his ear ; 
He raised his head, and saw a beauteous maid, 
With hair disheveU’d, issuing through the shade ; 
Stripp’d of her clothe^ and e’en those parts 
reveal’d, 

Which modest nature keeps from sight con- 
ceal’d. 

Her free, her hands, her naked limbs were tom, 
With passing through the brakes and prickly 
thorn; 

Two mastiffs gaunt and grim her flight pursued. 
And oft their fasten’d fangs in blood imbrued; 
Oft they came up, and pinch’d her tender side, 
Mercy, 0 mercy, Heaven ! she ran, and cried ; 
When Heaven was named, they loosed their hold 
again, 

Then sprung she forth, they follow'd her amain. 

Not far behind, a knight of swarthy face, 

High on a coal-black steed pursued the chase ; 
With flashing flames bis ardent eyes were fill’d, 
And in his hand a naked sword he held : 

He cheer’d the dogs to follow her who fled, 

And vow’d revenge on her devoted head. 

As Theodore was bom of noble kind, ^ 
The brutal action roused his manly mind ; 

Moved with unworthy usage of the maid. 

He, though unarm’d, resolved to give her aid. 

A sapling pine he wrench’d from out the ground. 
The readiest weapon that his fiiiy found. 

Thus famish’d for offence, he cross’d the way 
Betwixt the graceless villain and his prey. 

The knight came thundering on, but, from afrr. 
Thus in imperious tone forbade the war ; 

Cease, The^ore, to proffer vain relief, 

Nor stop the vengeance of so just a grief; 

But give me leave to seize my destined pre> 

And let eternal justice take the way : 

I but revenge my fate, disdain’d, betray’d, 

And suffering death for this ungrateful maid. 

He said, at once dismounting from the steed; 
For now the hell-hounds, with superior speed, 

Had reach’d the dame, and fastening on her side. 
The ground with issuing streams of purple died. 
Stood Theodore surprised in deadly fright, 

With chattering teeth, and bristling hair upright; 
Yet arm’d with inborn worth, Whate’er, said h^ 
Thou art, who know’st me better than I thee ; 

Or prove thy rightful cause, or be defied. 

The. spectre, fiercely staring, thus replied : ^ 

Know, Theodore, thy ancestry I claim, 

And Guido Cavalcanti was my name. 


One common sire our fathers did beget, 
l^Iy name and story some remember yet : 

Thee, then a hoy, within my arms I laid, ^ ^ 

When for my sins I loved this haughty maid ; 
Not less adored in life, nor served by me. 

Than proud Honoria now is loved by thee. 

What did I not her stubborn heart to gain ? 

But all my vows were answer’d with disdain : 

She scorn’d my sorrows, and despised my pain. 
Long time I ding’d my days in fruitless care ; 
Then loathing life, and plimged in deep despair. 
To finish my imhappy life, I fell ^ 

On this sharp sword, and now am damn’d in hell. 

Short wus her joy ; for soon the insulting maid 
By Heaven’s decree in the cold grave was laid. 
And, as in imrepented sin she died. 

Doom’d to the same bad place, is punish’d for her 
pride ; 

Because she deem’d I well deserved to die, 

And made a merit of her cruelty. 

There, then, we met ; both tried, and both were 
east. 

And this irrevocable sentence pass’d : 

That she, whom I so long pursued in vain, 

Should Fsuffer from my hands a hngcnng pain : 
Renew’d to life that ^e might daily die, 

I daily doom’d to follow, she to fly ; 

No more a lover, but a mortal foe, 

I seek her life (for love is none below) : 

As often as my dogs with better speed 
Arrest her flight, is she to death decreed : 

Then with this frtal sword, on which I died, 

I pierce her open back, or tender side, 

And tear that harden’d heart from out her 
breast, 

Which, with her entrails, makes my hxmgry 
hounds a feast. ^ 

Nor lies she long, but as her fates ordain. 

Springs up to life, and fresh to second pain, 
i Is saved to-day, to-morrow to he slain. 

Thi^ vers^ in death, the infernal knight 
relates, 

And then for proof fulfill’d the common fates ; 

Her heart and bowels through her hack he drew. 
And fed the hounds that help’d him to pursue. 
Stem look’d the fiend, as frustrate of his will, 

Not half sufficed, and ^eedy yet to kill. 

And now the soul, expiring through the wound, 
Had left the body breathless on the ground, 

When thus the grisly spectre spoke again ; 

Behold the fruit of ill-rewarded pain ; 

As many months as I sustain’d her hate, 

So many years is she condemn’d by fate ^ 
To daily death ; and every several place 
Conscious of her disdain, and my disgrace. 

Must witness her just punishment ; and he 
A scene of triumph and revenge to me. 

As in this grove I took my last farewell, 205 
As on this very spot of earth I fell, 

As Friday saw me die, so she my prey 
Becomes ev’n here, on this revolving day. 

Thus while he spoke, the virgin from the 
ground 

Upstarted fresh, already closed the wound, 210 
And, imconcem’d for all she felt before. 
Precipitates her flight along the shore : 

The hell-hounds, as ungorged with flesh and blood, 
Pursue their prey, and seek thrir wonted food; 

The fiend remounts his courser, mends his pace, 
And all the vision vanish’d from the place, 2^^ 
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Long stood the noble youth oppress’d with awe. 
And stupid at the wondi'ous things he saw. 
Surpassing common faith, transgressing nature’s 
law : 

He would have been asleep, and wish’d to wahe ; 
But dreams, he knew, no long impression make. 
Though strong at first ; if vision, to what end, 
But such as must his future state portend? 

His love the damsel, and himself the fien<L 
But yet refiecting that it could not be 
From Heaven, which cannot impious acts decree. 
Resolved within himself to shun the snare, 

Which hell for his destruction did prepare ; 

And as his better genius should direct, 

From an ill cause to draw a good effect. 230 

Inspired from Heaven, he homeward took his 
way, 

Nor pall’d his new design with long delay : 

But of his train a trusty servant sent. 

To call his friends together at his tent. 

They came, and usual salutations paid, 

With words premeditated thus he said : 

What you have often counsell’d, to remove 
My vam pursuit of unregarded love. 

By thrift my sinking fortune to repair, 

!Ihough late, yet is at last become my care : 240 

My heart shall be my own ; my vast expense 
Reduced to bounds, by timely providence; 

This only I require ; invite for me 
Honoria, with her father’s family, ^ 

Her friends, and mine ; the cause I shall display. 
On Friday next ; for that *s the appointed day. 
Well pleased were all his friends ; the task was 
light; 

The father, mother, daughter, they invite ; 
Hardly the dame was drawn to this repast ; 

But yet resolved, because it was the last. 

The day was come, the guests iavited came. 

And, with the rest, the inexorable dame : 

A feast prepared with riotous expense, 

Much cost, more care, and most magnificence. 
The place ordain’d was in that haunted grove, ^ 
Where the revenging ghost pursued his love ; 
The tables in a proud pavilion spread. 

With flowers below, and tissue overhead : 

The rest in rank, Honoria chief in place;, 

Was aitfully contrived to set her fiice 
To front the thicket, and behold the chase. 

The feast was served, the time so well forecast. 
That just when the dessert and fruits were 
placed, 

The fiend’s alarm began ; the hollow sound 
Sung in the leaves, the forest shook around, ^ 
Air blacken’d, roll’d the thunder, groan’d the 
groimi 

Nor Tong before the loud laments arise 
Of one distress’d, and mastiffe’ mingled cries ; 
And first the dame came rushing through the 
wood. 

And next the famish’d hounds that sought their 
food, ^ ^ ^ 

And griped her flanks, and ofb essay’d their jaws 
in blood. 

Last came the felon, on his sable steed, 

Arm’d with his naked sword, and urged his dogs 
to speed- 

She ran, and cried, her flight directly bent, 

(A guest unhidden) to the fatal tent, ^ 

The scene of death, and place ordain’d for 
punishment. 


Loud "was the noise, aghast was every guest. 

The women shriek’d, the men forsook the feast; 
The hounds at nearer distance hoarsely bay’d ; 
The hunter close pursued the visionary maid; 
She rent the heaven with loud laments; im- 
ploring aid. 

The gallants, to protect the lady’s right, 

Their fauchions brandish’d at the grisly spright; 
High on his stirrups he provoked the fight. 

Then on the crowd he cast a furious look, sss 
And wither’d all their strength before he strook : 
Back, on your Hve^ let be, said he, my prey. 

And let my vengeance take the destined way : 
Vain are your arms, and vainer your defence, 
Against the eternal doom of l^ovidence : 29c 

Mme is the ungrateful maid by Heaven design’d : 
Mercy she would not give, nor mercy ah all find. 

At this the former tale again he told 
With thundering tone, and dreadftil to behold : 
Sunk were their hearts with horror of the crime, 
Nor needed to he warn’d a second time, 2®® 
But bore each other back ; some knew the fiice, 
And aH had heard the much-lamented case 
Of him who fell for love, and thia the fatal 
place. 

And now the infernal minister advanced, 
Seized the due victi^ and with fury lanced 
Her back, and piercing through her inmost heart; 
Drew backward as before the offending part. 

The reeking entrails next he tore away. 

And to his meagre mastiffs made a prey. *>5 
The pale assistants on each other starei^ 

With ^ping mouths for issuing words prepared; 
The still-bom sounds upon the palate hung; 

And died imperfect on the Mtering tongue. 

The fright was general ; but the female band 
(A helpless train) in more confosioxl stand : 

With horror shuddering, on a heap they run. 
Sick at the sight of hateful justice done ; 

For conscience rung the alarms and xnade the 
case their own. 

So spread upon a lak^ with upward eye, 

A plump of fowl behold their foe on hi^ ; 

They dose their trembling troop and all attend 
On whom the sousing eagle will descend. 

But most the proud Honoria fear’d the 
event, 

And thought to her alone the vision sent. 

Her guilt presents to her distracted mind 
Heaven’s justice, Theodore’s revengeful kind. 
And the same fate to the same sia assign’d ; 
Already sees hereelf the monster’s prey. 

And feels her heart and entrails tom away. 

’Twas a mute scene of sorrow, mix’d -with fear; 
Still on the table lay the unfinish’d cheer : 

The knight and hungry mastiffe stood around. 
The mangled dame lay breathless on the 
ground; 

When on a sudden, re-in^ired with breath, 

Again she rose, again to suffer death ; 

Nor staid the hell-hounds, nor the hunter staid. 
But follow’d, as before, the flying maid : 

The avenger took from earth the avenging 
Bwor(L 

And mounting light as air his sable steed he 
spurr’d : 

The clouds dispell’d, the eky resumed her light. 
And Nature stood recover’d of her fr^ht. 

But fear, the last of ills, remain’d behind. 

And horror h^vy sat on every mind. 
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Nor Theodore encouraged more the feast, ^ 

But stei-nly look’d, as hatching in his breast 
Some deep designs ; •which when Honoria -dew’d. 
The fresh impulse her former fright renew’d : 

She thought herself the tremblmg dan?'" who 
fled, 

And him the grisly ghost -that spuir’d the infer- 
nal steed : ^ 

The more dismay’d, for when the guests -withdi'ew. 
Their co-urteous host saluting all the crew. 
Regardless pass’d her o’er, nor gi-aced with kind 
adieu. 

That sting infix’d within her haughty mind. 

The downfal of her empire she didned ; 

And her proud heart with secret sorrow pined. 
Home as they went, the sad discourse renew’d. 

Of the relentless dame to death pursued. 

And of the sight obscene so lately dew’d. ^ 
None durst arraign the righteous doom she bore; 
Ev’n they who pitied most, yet blamed her more : 
The pai-allel they needed not to name, 

But in the dead they damn’d the living dame. 

At every httle noise she look’d behind. 

For still -iiLe knight was present to her mind : ^ 
And anxious oft she started on the way. 

And thought the horseman-ghost came thunder^ 
ing for his prey. 

Return’d she took her bed with little rest, 

But in short slumbers dreamt the fimeral feast : 
Awaked, she turn’d her side, and slept again ; 

The same black -vapoiirs mounted in her brain. 
And -the same dreams return’d -with double pain. 

Now forced to wake, because afraid to sleep. 
Her blood all fever’d, with a furious leap 
She sprung frx)m bed, distracted in her mind, 
And fear’d, at every step,atwitchmgspnght behind. 
Dai-kling and desperate with a staggeimg pace. 

Of death afraid, and conscious of disgrace ; 

Fear, pride, remorse, at once her heart as^’d, 
Pnde put remorse to flight, hut fear prevail’d. 
Fnday, the fital day, when next it came, 

Her soul forethought the fiend would change his 
game. 

And her pursue, or Theodore he slain. 

And two ghosts join their packs to hunt her o’er 
the plain. 

This dreadful image so possess’d her mind, ^ao 
That desperate any succour else to find. 


She ceased all farther hope ; and now began 
To make reflection on the unhappy man. 

Rich, brave, and young, who past expression loved. 
Proof to disdain, and not to be removed : 

Of ail the men respected and admired. 

Of all the dames, except herself, desired : 

Why not of her? preferr’d above the rest. 

By him with knightly deeds, and open love pro- 
fe*ss’dl ^ 

So had another been, where he his vo-ws address’d. 
This quell’d her pride, yet other doubts remain’d, 
That once fliRflaiumg , might be disdain’d. 

The fear was just, hut greater fear prevail’d. 

Fear of her life by helli^ hounds assail’d ; 

He took a lowering leave ; but who can tell ^ 
What outward hate might inward love conceal 1 
Her sex’s arts she knew, and why not, then. 

Might deep dissembling have a place in men? 

Here hope began to dawn ; resolved to try, 

She fix’d on this her utmost remedy; ^ 

Death was behind, but hard it was to die. 

’Twas time enough at last on death to call. 

The precipice in sight . a shrub was all 
That kmdly stood betwixt to break the fatal falL 
One maid she had beloved above the rest ; ^ 
Secure of her, the secret she confess’d; 

And now the cheerful light her fears dispell’d, 

She with no winding turns the truth conceal’d, I 
But put the woman off, and stood reveal’d : 

With fr,ults confess’d commission’d her to go, 

If pity yet had place, and reconcile her foe ; 

The welcome message made, was soon received ; 
’Twas to be wish’d, and hoped, but scarce believed; 
Fate seem’d a fair occasion to present, 

He knew the sex, and fear’d she might repent, 
Should he delay the moment of consent. 

There yet remain’d to gain her fhends (a care 
The modesty of maidens well might spare) ; 

But she with such a zeal the cause embraced, 

(As women, where they wiU, are all in haste,) ^ 
The father, mother, and the kin beside. 

Were overborne by fiiry of the tide ; 

With full consent of all, she changed her state ; 
Resistless in her love, as in her hate. 

By her example warn’d, the rest beware ; 

More easy, less imperious, were the flnr ; 

And that one hunting, which the de-vil design’d 
I For one fiur female, lost him half the kind. 
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Old as I am, for ladies’ love unfit, 

The power of beauty I remember yet, 

Which once inflamed my soul, and still inspires 
my -wit. 

If love be folly, the severe divine 

Has felt that foUy, though he censures mine ; ® 

PoDutes the pleasures of a chaste emhrage. 

Acts w^t I wnte, and propagates in grace, 

With riotous excess, a priestly race. 


Suppose him free, and that I foige the offence, 
He sho'w’d the way, perverting first my sense : 

In malice witty, and with venom fraught, 

He makes me speak the things I never thought. 
Compute "the gams of his ungovem’d zeal ; 

111 suits his cloth the praise of railing welL 
The world will think that what we loosely -write, 
Though now arraign’d, he read with some delight ; 
Be(a,use he seems -to chew the cud again, 

When his hi oad comment makes the text -too plain * 
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And teaches more in one explaining page^ 

Than all the double meanings of the st^e. ^ 

What needs he paraphrase on what we mean 1 
We were at worst but wanton ; he ’s obscene. 

I, nor my fellows, nor myself excuse ; , 

But love ’s the subject of the comic muse : 

Nor can we write without it, nor would you ^ 
A tale of only dry instruction view. 

Nor love is always of a vicious kind. 

But oft to virtuous acts inflames the mind, 
Awakes the sleepy vigour of the soul, 

And, brushing o’er, adds motion to the pooL ^ 
Love, studious how to please, improves our parts 
With pohsh’d manners, and adorns with arts. 
Love first invented verse, and form’d the rhyme. 
The motion measured, harmonised the chime ; 

To liberal acts enlarged the naiTow-soul’d, ^ 
Soften’d the fierce, and made the coward bold : 
The world, when waste, he peopled with increase. 
And warring nations reconciled in peace. 

Ormond, the first, and all the fair may And, 

In this one legend, to their feme design’d, ^ 
When beauty flres the blood, how love exalts the 
mind. 


Iir that sweet isle where Venus keeps her court. 
And every grace, and all the loves, resort ; 

Where either sex is form’d of softer earth, 

And takes the bent of pleasure from their iDirth ; 
There lived a Cyprian lord, above the rebt 
Wise, w&althy, with a numerous issue bless’d ; 
But, as no gift of fortune is smcere. 

Was only wanting in a worthy heir ; 

Bis eldest bom, a goodly youth to view, 

Excell’d the rert in shape and outward show, 

Fair, tall, his liinbs with due propoiiion join'd. 
But of a heavy, dull, degenerate mind. 

His soul belied the features of his fe-ce ; 

Beauty was there, but beauty in disgrace. ^ 
A clownish mien, a voice with rustic sound. 

And stupid eyes that ever loved the ground. 

Bie look’d hke nature’s error, as the mind 
And body were not of a piece design’d. 

But madefor two, and by mistake in one were join’d. 

The r uling rod, the father’s forming care, ® 
Were exercised in vain on wit’s despair,- 
The more inform’d, the less he understood. 

And deeper sxmk by floundering m the mud. 

Now scorn’d of all, and grown the public shame, 
The people from Galesus changed his name. 

And Cymon call’d, which signifies a brute ; 

So well his name did with his nature suit. 

His father, when he found his labour lost, 

Ajttd care employ’d, that answer'd not the cosi^ 7 o 
Chose an ungratefiil object to remove, 

And loathed to see what nature made him love ; 
So to his country farm the fool confined; 

Rude work well suited with a rustic mind. 

Thus to the wilds the stui'dy Cymon went, ^ 

A squire among the swains, and pleased with 
banishmeiit. 

Ver. 44, W^ere either sez isfonn'd of softer eart^] 

“ E meliore luto finxit prsecordia Titan.” 

JoHsr Wabtoet. 

Ver. 57. And stupid tyts that ever loved the gToundI\ 

“ "With leaden eye tliat loves the ground,” — Milton. 

Jonx Wastox. 


His com and cattle were his only care, | 

And his supreme delight, a country feir. » 

It happen’d on a summer’s hohday, > 

That to the green-wood shade he took his 
way; so 

For C35rmon shunn’d the church, and used not 
much to pray. 

His quarter-stafl^ which he could ne’er forsake, ' 
Hung half before, and half behind his back. ! 

He trudged along, unknowing what he sought, 

And whistled as he went, for want of thought. ^ i 
By chance conducted, or by thirst constrain’d. 
The deep recesses of the grove he gain’d; l 

Where in a plain defended by the wood, 

Crept through the matted grass a crystal flood, 1 
By which an alabaster fountain stood : ; 

And on the margin of the fount was laid 
(Attended by her slaves) a sleeping maid. 

Like Dian and her nymph^ when, tired with 
sport. 

To rest by cool Eurotas they resort : 

The dame herself the goddess wdl express’d, * 
Not more distinguish’d by her purple vest, 

Than by the charming features of her flice. 

And, eVn in slumber, a superior grace : 

Her comely limbs composed with decent care, | 
Her body ^aded with a slight cymar ; ■ 

Her bosom to the view was only bare : 

Where two beginning paps were scarcely spied. 

For yet their places were but signified : 

The fanning wind upon her bosom blows, 

To meet the fanning wind the bosom rose ; 

The fanning wind, and purling streamy continue 
her repose. 

The fool of nature stood with stupid eyes, 

And gaping mouth, that testified surprise, 

Fix’d on hen face, nor could remove his sight, 

New as he was to love, and novice to delight : 

Long mute he stood, and leaning on his stafi^ 

Sis wonder witness’d with an idiot laugh ; 

Then would have spoke, but by his glimmering 
sense 

First found his want of words, and fear’d offence : 
Doubted for what he was he should be known, 

By his clown accent, and his country tone. 

Through the rude chaos thus the running light 
Shot Ike first ray that pierced the native night : 
Then day and d^kness in the mass were mix’d, 

Tni gather’d in a globe the beams were fix'd : ^ 
Last shone the sun, who, radiant in his sphere. 
Illumined heaven and earth, and roll’d around the 
year. 

So reason in this brutal soul began : 

Love made hiTn first suspect he was a man ; 

Love made him doubt his broad barbarian sound ; 
By love his want of words, and wit, he found ; ^ 
That sense of want prepai-ed the future x^ay 
To knowledge, and disclosed the promise of a 
day. 

What not his father’s care, nor tutor’s art> 

Gould plant "with pains in his unpolish’d heart, ^ 
The best instructor, Love, at once inspired. 

As barren grounds to fiuitfulness are fired; 

Ver. 132. dsl^rren grounds to fruitfdnessarejlred.’} An 
allusion to Vir^’s Georgies. 

" Stepe etiam steriles inceadere profuit agros 
Atque levem stipulam crepitantibus urere flanunis: 

Sive inde occultas vires, et pinguia terr» 

Pabula concipiunt.” — Virg. Georg. Johx Wabtox 
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Love tanglit ^irn shame, and shame;, with love at 
sti^e, 

Soon taught the sweet civilities of life ,* 

His gross material soul at once could find ^ 
Somewhat in her excelling all her Mnd; 

Exciting a desire till then unknown. 

Somewhat unfound, or found in her alone. 

This made the first impresaon on his mind. 
Above, but just above, the brut^ kind. 

For beasts can like, but not distinguish too, 

Nor their own liking by reflection know ; 

Nor why they like or this or t’other fe,ce. 

Or judge of this or that peculiar grace ; 

But love in gross, and stupidly admire : 

As flies, allured by light, approach the fire. 

Thus our man-beast, advancing by degree^ 

First hkes the whole, then separates what he 


sees; 

On several parts a several praise bestow^ 

The ruby hps, ihe well-proportion’d nose, 

The snowy skin, and raven-glossy hair. 

The dimpled cheek, and forehead rising fair. 

And ev’n in sleep itself, a smiling air. 

From thence his eyes descendmg view’d the rest. 
Her plump round arms, white h^d^ and heaving 


Long on the last he dwelt, though every part 
A pointed arrow sped to pierce his heart 
Thus in a trice a judge of heauty grown, 

<’A judge erected from a country down) 

He long’d to see her eyes, in slumber 
And vnsh’d his own could pierce within the 
Hd: 


He would have waked her, but restrain’d his 
thought. 

And love new-born the first good manners taught 
An awful fear his ardent wi^ withstood. 

Nor durst disturb the goddess of the wood. 

For such she seem’d by her celestial fece. 
Excelling all the rest of human race : 

And things divine, by common sense he knew. 
Must be devoutly seen, at distant view : 

So checking his desire, with trembling heart 
Gazing he stood, nor would nor could depart ; 
Fix’d as a pilgrim wilder’d in his way. 

Who dares not stir by night, for fear to stray. 

But stands with awful eyes to watch the dawn of 
day. 

At len^ awaking, Iphigene the fair, ^75 

(So was file beauty call’d, who caused his care,) 
tJnclosed her eyes, and double day reveal’d. 

While those of all her slaves in sleep were seal’d. 
The slaverix^ cudden, propp’d upon his stafi^ 
Stood ready gaping with a grinning laugh, ^ 
To welcome her awake, nor durst begin 
To spejjJ:, but wisely kept the fool within. 

Then she ; What make you, Cymon, here alone ? 
(For Cymon’s name was round the country 
known, 

Because descended of a noble race, iss 

And for a soul ill sorted with his feea) 

B ut still the sot stood silent with surprise^ 

With fix’d regard on her new-open’d eyes. 

And in his breast received the envenom’d dart, 

A tickling pain that pleased amid the smart. 

But conscious of her form, writh quick distrust 
She saw his sparkling eyes, and fear’d his brutal 
lust. 


This to prevent, she waked her sleepy crew, 
And rising hasty, took a short adieu. 


Then Cymon first his rustic voice essay’d, 

With proffer’d service to the parting msnd 
To see her safe ; his hand she long denie^ 

But took at len^h, ashamed of such a guide. 

So C^rmon led her home, and leavmg there, 

No more would to his country clowns repair, ^ 
But sought his father’s house, with better mind. 
Refusing in the farm to be confined. 

The father wonder’d at the son’s return, 

And knew not whether to rejoice or mourn ; 

But doubtfully received, expecting stiU ^ ^ 

To learn the secret causes of his ^ter’d will. 

Nor was he long delay’d : the first request 
He made, was like his brothers to be Mess’d, 
And, as his birth required, above the rest. 

With ease his suit was granted by his sire, 
Distinguishing his heir by rich attire ; 

BSs body thus adorn’d, he next design’d 
With hberal arts to cultivate his mind ; 

He sought a tutor of his own accord, 

And studied lessons he before abhorr’d. 

Thus the man-child advanced, and leam’d so fast, 
Ihat in short time his equals he surpass’d : 

His brutal manners from his breast exiled, 

TTir miftn he fashion’d, and his tongue he filed ; 

La every exercise of all admired, ^ ^ ^ 

He seem’d, nor only seem’d, but was inspired ; 
Inspired by love, whose business is to please ; 

He rode, he fenced, he moved with graceful ease. 
More famed for sense, for courtly carriage more. 
Than for his brutal folly known before. ^ 

What then of alter’d Cymon shall we say, 

But that the fire which choked in ashes lay, 

A load too heavy for his soul to move, 

Was upward blown below, and brush’d away 1 ^ 

Love made an active progress through his mind, 
The dusky parts he clear’d, the gross refined. 

The drowsy waked ; and, as he went, impress’d 
The Maker’s image on the human breast 
Thus was the man amended by desire. 

And though he loved perhaps with too much fire, 
His father all his fiiults with reason scann’d, ^ 
And liked an error of the better hand ; 

Excused the excess of passion in his mind. 

By flames too fierce, perhaps too much refined ; 
So Cymon, since his sire indulged his will, 240 
Impetuous loved, and would be Cymon still ; 
Galesus he disown’d, and chose to bear 
The name of fool, confirm’d, and bishop’d by the 
frir. 


To Cipseus by his friends his suit he moved, 
Cipsens the father of the fair he loved : 245 

But he was pre-engaged by former ties, 

While Cymon was endeavouring to be wise : 

And Iphigene, obliged by former vows, 

Had ^ven her frith to wed a foreign spouse : 

Her sire and she to Bhodian Pasimond, 250 

Though both repenting, were by promise bound. 
Nor could retract; and thus, as fate decreed, 
Though better loved, he spoke too late to speed. 

The doom was past, the ship already sent 
Did all his tardy diligence prevent : 255 

Sigh’d to herself the fair unhappy maid. 

While stormy Cymon thus in secret said : 

The time is come for Iphigene to find 
The miracle die wrought upon my mind : 

Her charms have made me ma-n, her ravish’d 
love 260 

In rank shall place me with the hlesdd above. 
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For mine by love, by force sbe shall be mine, 

Or death, if force should fail, shall finish my 
design. 

Resolved he said ; and rigg’d mth speedy car> 
A vessel strong, and well equipp’d for war. ^ 
The secret ship with chosen ^ends he stored; 
And bent to die, or conquer, went aboard. 
Ambush’d he lay behind the Cyprian shore 
Waiting the sail that all his wishes bore ; 

Kor long expected, for the following tide 
Sent out the hostile ship and beauteous brida 
To Rhodes the rival bark directly steer’d. 
When Cymon sudden at her back appear’d. 

And stopp’d her flight: then standing on his 
prow, 

In haughty terms he thus defied the foe : 275 

Or strike your sails at summons, or prepare 
To prove the last extremities of war. 

Thus warn’d, the Rhodians for the fight provide; 
Already were the vessels side by side. 

These obstinate to sav^ and those to seize the 
bride. sso 

But Cymon soon his crooked grapples casi^ 

Which with tenacious hold his foes embraced. 
And, arm’d with sword and shield, amid the 
press he pass’d. 

Fierce was the fight, but hastening to his prey. 

By force the furious lover freed h^ way : sss 

Bhmself alone dispersed the Rhodian crew, 

The weak disdain’d, the valiant overthrew ; 

Cheap conquest for his following friends remain’d. 
He reap’d the field, and they but only glean’d. 

His victoiy confess’d, the foes retreat, 290 
And cast their weapons at the victor’s feet. 

Whom thus he (ieer’d: 0 Rhodian youth, I 
fought 

For love alone, nor other booty sought : 

Your lives are safe ; your vessel I resign. 

Tours be your own, restoring what is mine : ^ 

In Iphigene I claim my rightful du^ 

Robb’d by my rival, and detain’d by you: 

Your Pasimond a lawless bargain drove ; 

The parent could not sell the daughter’s love ; 

Or if he could, my love disdains the laws, 

And like a king by conquest gains his cause : 
Where arms take place, all other pleas are vain ; 
Love taught me force, and force shall love main- 

tain. 

You, what by strength you could not keep, release, 
And at an easy ransom buy your peace. 

Fear on the conquer’d side soon sign’d the 
accord. 

And Iphigene to Cymon was restored : 

While to his arms the blushing bride he took. 

To seeming sadness she composed her look ; 

As if by force subjected to ms will, 

Though pleased, dissembling, and a woman stilL 
And, for die wept, he wiped her falling tears, 

And pray’d her to dismiss her empty fears ; 

For yours I am, he said, and have deserved 
Your love much better whom so long I served,^ 
Than he to whom your formal fether tied 
Your vows, and sold a slave, not sent a bride. 
Thus while he spoke, he seized the willing prey. 
As Paris bore the Spartan spouse away. 

Faintly she scream’d, and ev’n her eyes confess’d 
She rather would be ihought, than was distress’d. 

Who now exults but Cymon in his mind i 
Yain hopes and empty joys of human kind, 

Proud of the present, to the future blind 1 


Secure of fate, while Cymon ploughs the sea, 

And steers to Candy with his conquer’d prey. 
Scarce the third gl^s of measured hours was run. 
When like a fiery meteor sunk the sun ; 

The promise of a storm ; the shifting gsdes 
Fors^e, by fit% and fill, the flagging sails ; ^ 

Hoarse murmurs of the main from & were heai-d, 
j And night came on, not by de^ees prepared, 

! But all at once ; at once the winds arise, 

I The thunders roll, the forky lightning ^es. 

In vain the master issues out commands, 33S 
In vain the trembling sailors ply their hands ; 

The tempest unforeseen prevents their care. 

And from the first they labour in despair. 

The giddy ship betwixt the winds and tides, 
Forced back and forwards, in a circle ride^ ^ 
Stunn’d with the different blows; then shoots 
amain, 

TiU coimterbufird, she stopi^ and sleeps again. 

Hot more aghast the proud archangel fell. 

Plunged from the height of heaven to deepest 
hell, 

Than stood the lover of his love possess’d, ^ 
How cursed the more, the more he h^ been 
bless’d; 

More anxious for her danger, than his own. 

Death he defies ; but woifid be lost alone. 

Sad Iphigene to womanish complaints 
Adds pious prayers, and wearies all the saints; 
Ev’n, if she coidd, her love ^e would repent, 

But since die cannot, dreads the punishment : 

Her forfeit feith, and Pasimond betray’d, 

Are ever present, and her crime upbraid. 

She blames herseli^ nor blames her lover less, ^ 
Augments her anger, as her fears increase : 

From her own back the burden would remove, 
And lays the load on his ungovem’d lov^ 

Which interposing duisl^ in Heaven’s despitey 
Invade and violate another’s right : 

The Powers incensed a while deferr’d his pain. 

And made him master of his vows in vain ; 

But soon they punish’d his presumptuous pride ; 
That for hfe daring enterprise she died ; 

Who rather not resisted than complied. 

Then impotent of mind, with alter’d sens^ 

She hugg’d the offender, and forgave the offencey 
Sex to the last. Meantime with Rails declined 
The wandering vessel drove before the wind ; 
Toss’d and retoss’d, aloft, and then alow, ^ ^ 
Hor port they seek, nor certain course they know. 
But every moment wait the coming blow. 

Thus blindly driven, by breaking day they view’d 
The land before them, and their fears renew’d ; 
The land was welcome hut the tempest bore ^ 
The threaten’d diip against a rocky shore. 

A winding bay was near ; to this they bent. 

And just escaped ; their force already spent : 
Secure fiom storms, and panting from the sea, 

The land unknown at leisure they survey ; 

And saw (but soon their sickly sight with^ew) 
The rising towers of Rhodes at distant view ; 

And cursed the hostile diore of Pasimond, 

Saved from the seas, and riiipwreck’d on the 
ground. 

The frighted sailors tried their strength in vain, 
To turn rile stem, and tempt the stormy main; 

But the stiff wind withstood the labouring oar, 
And forced them forward on the fetal shore ! 

The crooked keel now bites the Rhodian stinnd. 
And the ship moor’d constrains the crew to land 
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Yet stiU they might be safe, because unknown; ^91 
But as iJl fortune seldom comes alone, 

The vessel they dismiss’d was driven before, 
Already shelter’d on their native shore ; 

Known each, they know ; but each with change 
of cheer ; 

The vanqui^’d side exults ; the victors fear ; 

N ot them but theirs, made piiaoners ere they fight. 
Despairing conquest, and deprived of flight. 

The country rings ai’ound wnth loud alarms. 
And raw in fields the rude militia swarms ; '*** 

Mouths without hands ; maiutain’d at vast ex- 
pense, 

In peace a charge, in war a weak defence : 

Stout once a month they march, a blustering 
band. 

And ever, but in times of need, at hand ; 

This was the mom, when, issumg on the guard, ^ 
Drawn up in rank and file they stood prepared 
Of seeming arms to make a short essay, 

Then hasten to be drunk, the business of the 
day. 

The cowards would have fled, but that they knew 
Themselves so many, and their foes so few; 

But crowding on, the last the firat impel , 

Till overborne with weight the Cypnans felL 
Cymon enslaved, who first the war begun, 

.And Iphigene once more is lost and won. 

Deep in a dungeon was the captive cast, ^ 
Deprived of day, and held m fetters fast : 

His life was only spared at their request, 

"Whom taken he so nobly had released : 

But Iphigenia was the ladies’ care. 

Each in their turn address’d to treat the fair ; 
While Pasimond and his the nuptial feast prepare. 

Her secret soul to Cymon was inclined. 

But she must suffer what her fates assign’d ; 

So passive is the church of womankind. 

WTiat worse to Cymon could his fortune deal, ^ 
Roll'd to the lowest spoke of all her wheel ? 

It rested to dismiss the downward weight. 

Or raise him upward to his former height ; 

The latter pleased ; and love (concern’d the most) 
Prepared the amends, for what by love he lost 
The sire of Pasimond had left a son, 

Though younger, yet for courage early known, 
Onnisda call’d, to whom, by promise tied, 

A Rhodian beauty was the destined bride ; 
Cassandra was her name, above the rest ^ 

Renown’d for birth, with fortime amply bless’d. 
Lysimachus, who ruled the Rhodian state, 

\\ as then by choice their annual magistrate : 

He loved Cassandra too with equal fire, 

But fortune had not favour’d his desire ; ^ 

Cross’d by her ftiends, by her not disapproved. 
Nor yet preferr’d, or like Ormisda loved : 

So stood the affair : some little hope remain’d. 
That should his rival chance to lose, he gain’d. 
M ea ntim e young Pasimond hi a marriage 
press’d, 4is 

Ordain’d the nuptial day, prepared the feast ; 

And frugally resolved (the charge to shun, 

■Which would be double should he wed alone) 

To join his brother’s bridal with his own. 

Lysimachus, oppress’d with mortal grief, ^ 

Received the news, and studied quick relief: 

The fiital day approach’d ; if force were used. 

The ma^trate his public trust abused ; 

To justice liable, as law required; 

For when Ms office ceased, his power expired : ^ 


While power remain’d, the means were in Ms 
hand 

By force to seize, and then forsake the land : 
Betwixt extremes he knew not how to move, 

A slave to fame, but more a slave to love : 
Restraining others, yet himself not free, ^ 

Made impotent by power, debased by dignity. 
Both sides he weigh’d ; but after much debate, 
The man prevail’d above the magistrate. 

Love never fails to master what he finds, 

But works a different way in different minds, ^ 
The fool enlightens, and the vnse he blmds. 

This youth proposing to possess and ’scape. 

Began in murder, to conclude in rape ; 

Unpraised by me, though Heaven sometimes may 
bless 

An impious act with undeserved success : 

The gi'oat, it seems, are privileged alone 
To punish all injustice but their own. 

But here I stop, not daring to proceed, 

Yet blush to flatter an unrighteous deed : 

For crimes ai'e but permitted, not decreed. 

Resolved on force, Ms wit the prsotor bent 
To find the means that might secure the event ; 
Nor long he labour’d, for his lucky thought 
In captive Cymon found the friend he sought. 

The example pleased: the cause and eiime the 
same; 

An injured lover, and a ravish’d dame. 

How much he durst he knew by wbat he dared. 
The less he had to lose, the less he cared 
To manage loathsome life when love was the 
reward. 

This ponder’d well, and fix’d on his intent, ^ 
In depth of night he for the prisoner sent ; 

In secret sent the public view to shun, 

Then with a sober smile he thus begun : 

The Powei-s above, who bounteously bestow 
Their gifts and graces on mankmd below, 

Yet prove our merit first, nor bhndly give 
To such as are not worthy to receive : 

For valour and for virtue they provide 
Their due rewai’d, but fiirt they must be tried : 
These finutful seeds within youi* mind they 
sow’d; 

’Twas yours to improve the talent they bestow’d ; 
They gave you to be bom of noble kmd, 

They gave you love to lighten up your mind. 

And purge the grosser parts , they gave you care 
To please, and courage to deserve the fair. 

Thus ffir they tided you, and by proof they 
found 

The grain entrusted in a grateful ground : 

But still the great experiment remain’d, 

They suffer’d you to lose the prize you gain’d ; 
That you might learn the gift was theira alone : 

And when restored, to them the blessing own. 
Restored it soon will be , the means prepared. 

The difficulty smooth’d, the danger shared : 

Be but yourself, the care to me resign. 

Then Iphigene is yours, Cassandra mine. 

Your rival Pasimond pursues your life. 

Impatient to revenge his ravish’d wife, 

But yet not his ; to-morrow is behind, 

And love our fortunes in one baud has join’d : 

Two brothers are our foes, Ormisda mine, , 

As much declared as Pasimond is thine : 

To-morrow must their common vows be tied : 

■^Yith love to friend, and fortune for our guide. 

Let both resolve to die, or each redeem a bride. 
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Eiglit I have none, nor hast thou much to 
plead; 

'Tis force, when done, must justify the deed : 

Our task perform’d, we next prepare for flight ; 
And let the losers talk in vain of right : 

We with the fair will sail before the wind, 

If they are grieved, I leave the laws behind. 
Speak thy resolves : if now thy courage droop, 
Despair in prison, and abandon hope ; 

But if thou dar’st in arms thy love regain, 

(For hberty without thy love were vain ;) 

Then second my design to seize the prey, ^ 
Or lead to second rape, for well thou knoVst 
the way. 

Said Cymon overjoy’d, Do thou propose 
The means to fight, and only show the foes : 

For from the fir^ when love had fired my 
mind, 

Eesolved I left the care of life behind. ^ 

To this the bold Lysimachus replied. 

Let Heaven be neuter, and the sword decide ; 
The spousals are prepared, already play 
The minstrels, and provoke the tardy day : 

By this the brides are waked, their grooms are 
dress’d ; ^ 

All Rhodes is summon’d to the nuptial feast, 

All but myself, the sole unbidden guest. 
Unbidden though I am, I will be ikere, 

And, join’d by Qiee, intend to joy the fair. 

Now hear the rest; when day resigns the 
light, 

And cheeiful torches gild the joUy night, 

Be ready at my call ; my chosen few 
“With arms administer’d shall aid thy crew. 

Then entering unexpected will we seize 

Our destined prey, from men dissolved in ease; ^ 

By wine disabled, unprepared for fight : 

And hastening to the seas, suborn our flight : 

The seas are ours, for I command the fort, 

A ship well mann’d expects us in the port : 

If they, or if their friends, the prize contest, ^ 
Death shall attend the man who dares resist. 

It pleased : the prisoner to his hold retired. 

His troop with equal emulation fired, 

All fix'd to fight, and all their wonted work 
required. 

The sun arose ; the streets were throng’ d around. 
The palace open’d, and the posts w’ere crown’d. 
The double bridegroom at the door attends 
The expected spouse, and entei'tains the friends ; 
They meet, they lead to church, the pnests in- 
voke 

The Power's, and feed the flames with fingrant 
smoke. 

This done, they feast, and at the close of night 
By kindled torches vary their delight, 

These lead the lively dance, and those the 
brimming bowls invite. 

Now, at the appointed place and hour assign’<^ 
With souls resolved the ravishers were join’d : 
Three bands are form’d ; the first is sent before 
To favour the retreat, and guard the shore ; 

The second at the palace-gate is placed, 

And up the lofty stairs ascend the last : 

A peaceful troop they seem with shining vests, 
But coats of mail beneath secure their breasts. 

Dauntless they enter, Cymon at their head, 
And find the feast renew’d, the table spread *. 


Sweet voices, mix’d with instrumental sounds, 
Ascend the vaulted roofi the vaulted roof re- 
bounds. 

When, like the harpies, rushing through the hah 
The sudden troop appears, the tables faU, 

Their smoking load is on the pavement thrown ; 
Each ravisher prepares to seize his own : 

The brides invaded with a rude embrace, *^6 
Shriek out for aid, confusion fills the place. 

Quick to redeem prey then* plighted lords 
Advance, the palace gleams with shining swords. 

But late is all defence, and succour vain ; 

The rape is made, the ravishers remain : 

T>wo sf^dy slaves were only sent before 
To bear the purchased prize in safety to the shore. 
The troop retires, the lovers close tibie rear. 

With forward feces not confessing fear : 
Backward they move, hut scorn their pace to 
mend; ^ 

Then seek the stairs, and with slow haste descend. 

Fierce Pasimond, their passage to prevent, 
Thrust full on Cymon’s back in his descent, 

The blade return’d unbathed, and to the handle 
bent 

Stout Cymon soon remount^ and cleft in two 
EGs rivid’s head with one descending blow : 

And as the next in rank Ormisda stood. 

He turn’d the point ; the sword, inured to blood, 
Bored his unguarded breast, which pour'd a 
purple flood. 

With vow’d revenge the gathering crowd pur- 
sues, 

The ravishers turn head, the fight renews ; 

The hall is heap’d with corpse ; the sprinkled gore 
Besmears tlie walls, and floats the marble floor. 
Dispersed at length the drunken squadron flies 
The victors to their vessel bear the prize ; 

And hear behind loud groans, and lamentable 
cries. 

The crew with merry diouts their anchors we^h, 
Then ply their oar^ and brush the buxom sea 
While troops of gather’d Rhodians crowd the quay 
What diould tiie people do when left alone 1 
The governor and government are gone. 

The public wealth to foreign parts convey’d ; 
Some troops disbanded, and the rest unpaid. 
Rhodes is the sovereign of the sea no more ; 

Their ships unrigg’d, and spent their naval store ; 
They neither could defend, nor can pursue, 

But grind their teeth, and cast a helpless \riew : 

In vain with darts a dii^tant war they try ; 

Short, and more short, the missive weapons fly. ^ 
Meanwhile the ravi^ers their crimes enjoy, 

And flying snils and sweeping oars employ : 

The cliffs of Rhodes in little space are lost, 

Jove’s isle they seek, nor Jove denies his coast. 

In safety landed on the Candian shore, 

With generous wines their spirits they restore : 
ihiere Cymon with his i^odian friend reades; 
Both court, and wed at once the willing brides. 

A wax ensues, the Cretans own their causei, 

Stiff to defend their hospitable laws : 

Both, parties lose by turns ; and neither wini^ 

Till peace propounded by a truce begins. 

The kindred of the slain forgive the deed. 

But a short exile must for show precede : 

The term expired, from Condia they remove 
And happy each, at home, enjoys ins love. 
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TRMSLATIOl^S FEOM OVID’S METiMOEPHOSES. 


TO THE BIGHT HOKOUBABLE LOBE EAECLIFEE.* 


Mt Loud, 

THisaE Miscellany Poems are by many titles youis. The first they claim from your acceptance of 
my promise to present them to you, before some of them were yet in being. The rest are derived 
from your own merit, the exactness of your judgment in poetry, and the candoui' of your nature ; 
ea^ to forgive some trivial fruity when they come accompanied with countervaili n g beauties. But, 
after though these are your equitable olnima to a dedication from other poets, yet I must acknow- 
ledge a bribe in the case, which is your particular liking of my verses. It is a vanity common to all 
writers to overvalue their own productions ; and it is better for me to own this failing in myself, 
than the world to do it for me. For what other reason have I spent my life in so unprofitable a 
study % why am I grovm old in seeking so barren a reward as fame 1 The same parts and application, 
which have made me a poet, might have raised me to any honours of the gown, which are often given 
to men of as little learning and less honesty than myself FTo government has ever been, or ever can 
be, wberein timeservers and blockheads will not be uppermost. The persons are only changed, 
but the same jugglings in state, the same hypocrisy in religion, the same self-interest, and mis- 
management, win remain for ever. Blood and money will be lavished in all ages, only for the 
preferment of new feces, with old consciences. There is too often a jaundice in the eyes of great 
men ; they see not those whom they raise in the same colours with other men. All whom they 
affect, look golden to them, when the gilding is only in their own distempered sight. These 
considerations have given me a kind of contempt for those who have risen by unworthy ways. I am 
not ashamed to be little, when I see them so infamously gi’eat ; neither do I know why the name of 
poet should be dishonourable to me, if I am truly one, as I hope I am ; for I will never do any thing 
that shall dishonour it. The notions of morality are known to all men : none can pretend ignorance 
of tiiose ideas which are in-bom in mankind ; and if I see one thing, and practise the contrary, 
I must be disingenuous, not to acknowledge a clear truth, and base, to act against the light of my 
own conscdeiice. For the reputation of my honesty, no man can question it, whojbas any of his ovm ; 
for that of my poetry, it shall either stand by its own merit, or fell for want of it, HI writei-s are 
usually the sharpest censors ; for they (as the best poet and the best patron said) 

“ When in the full perfection of decay, 

Turn, vinegar, and come a^ain in play.’*' 

Thus the corruption of a poet is the generation of a critic : I mean of a critic in the general 
acceptation of this age ; for formerly they were q'uite another species of men. They were defendera 
of poets, and commentators on their works ; to illustrate obscure beauties ; to place some passages in 
a better light ; to redeem others from malidous interpretations ; to help out an author’s modesty, 
who is not ostentatious of his wit ; and, in short, to shield him from the ill-nature of those fellows, 
who were then called 2!oi]i and Momi, and now take upon themselves the venerable name of censors. 


* Prefixed to the Third Tolume of Dryden’s Miscellany Poems printed in 1608. 


DEDICATION. 


285 



critics "by tlie ancients : what their reputation was then, we know j and their successors in this age i 


deserve no better. Are our auxiliary forces turned our enemies ] are they, who at best are but wits 
of the second order, and whose only credit amongst readers is what they obtained by being sub* 
servient to the fame of writers, are these become rebels of slaves, and usurpers of subjects ] or, to 
speak in the most honourable terms of them, are they from our seconds become principals against 
us ? Does the ivy undermine the oak, which supports its weakness 1 What labour would it cost 
them to put in a better Hne, than the woi-st of those which they expunge in a true poet ? Petronius, 
the greatest wit perhaps of all the Romans, yet when his envy prevailed upon his judgment to fell 
on Lucan, he fell himself in his attempt : he performed worse in his Essay of the Civil War, than the 
author of the Pharsalia ; and avoiding his errors, has made greater of his own. Julius Sealiger would 
needs turn down Homer, and abdicate him after the possession of three thousand years: he 

succeeded in his attempt ^ He has indeed ^own us some of those imperfections in which are 
incident to human kind; but who had not rather be that Homer than this Sealiger? You see the 
same hypercritic, when he endeavours to m'end the beginning of Claudian (a faulty poet, and living 
in a barbarous age), yet how short he comes of him, and substitutes such verses of his own as deserve 
the ferula ! What a censure has he made of Lucan, that he rather seems to hark citig ! Would 
any but a dog have made so snarling a comparison? One would have thought he had learned Tiafin 
as late as they tell us he did Greek. Yet he came of^ with a pace tud, by your good leave, Lucan ; 
he called him not by those outrageous names, of fool, booby, and blockhead : he had somewhat more 
of good manners than his successors, as he had much more knowledge. We have two sorts of those 
gentlemen in our nation: some of them proceeding with a seeming moderation and pretence of 
respect to the dramatic writers of the last age, only scorn and vilify the present poets, to set up their 
predecessors. But this is only in appearance ; for their real design is nothing less than to do honour 
to any man, besides themselves. Horace took notice of such men in his age : 

** ITou ingeniis favet me sepultis; 

l^ostra sed impnguat ; nos nostraqne lividos odit.” 

It is not with an ultimate intention to pay reverence to the manes of Shakspear^ Fletcher, and 
Ben Jonson, that they commend their writings, but to throw dirt on the writexs of this age : their 
declaration is one thing; and their practice is another. By a seeming veneration to our Mhers, they 
would thrust out us their lawful issue, and govern us themselves, under a specious ju^tence of 
reformation. If they could compass th^ intent, what would wit and learning get by such a change 1 
If we are had poets, fhey are worse ; and when any of their woful pieces come abroad, the difference 
is so great betwixt them and good writers, that there need no critici sm s on our part to decide it 
When they describe the writers of this age, they draw such monstrous figures of them, as resemble 
none of us ; our pretended pictures are so unlike, that it is evident we never sat to them : they are 
all grotesque; the products of their wild imaginations, things out of nature, so far finm being copied 
from us, that they resemble nothing that ever was, or ever can be. But there is another sort of 
insect^ more venomous t ha n the former. Those who manifestly aim at the destruction of our 
poetical Church and State, who allow nothing to their countrymen, either of this or of the former 
age ; these attack the living by raking up the ashes of the dead; well knowing that if they can subvert 
their original title to the stage, we who claim under them must fall of course. Peace he to the 
venerable shades of Shakspeare and Ben J onson : none of the living will presume to have any com- 
petition with them: as they were our predec^sors, so they were our masters. We trail our 
plays under them, but (as at the funerals of a Turkish emperor) our ensigns are furled or dragged 
upon the ground, in honour to the dead ; so we may lawfully advance our own, afterward^ to show 
that we succeed : if less in dignity, yet on the same foot and title, which we think too we can 
fni^.ini:ain against the insolence of our own Janizanes. If I am the man, as I have reason to believe, 
who am seemingly courted, and secretly imdermined ; I t hink I shall he able to defend myself when 
I am openly attacked : and to show besides that the Greek writers only gave us the rudiments of a 
stage which they never finished : that many of the tragedies in the former age amongst us wsre 
without comparison beyond those of Sophocles and Euripides. But at present, I have ndither the 
leisure nor the means for such an undei’taking It is ill going to law for an estate with him who ia 
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in possession of it, and enjoys the present profits, to feed lus cause. But the guantvm mutatus may 
be remembered in due time. In the meamrhile, I leave the world to judge, who gave the provocation. 

This, my Lord, is, I confess, a long digression, from Miscellany Poems to modem tragedies ; but I havo 
the ordinary excuse of an injured man, who will be telling bis tale unseasonably to his betters ; though 
at the same time I am certain you are so good a friend as to tate a concern in all things which belong , 
to one who so truly honours you. And besides, being yourself a critic of the genuine sort, who have read | 
the best authors in their own language^ who perfectly distinguish of their several merits, and in general 
prefer them to the modems, yet, I know, you judge for the English tragedies, against the Greek and Latin, 
as well as against the French, Jtahan, and Spanish, of these latter ages. Lideed there is a vast difference 
betwixt aiguing like Penault in behalf of the French poets, against Homer and Virgil, and betwixt giving 
the English poets their undoubted due of excelling .fflschylus, Euripides and Sophocles. For 
if we, or our greater fathers, have not yet brought the drama to an absolute perfection, yet at 
least we have carried it much ferther than those ancient Greeks; who, beginning from a 
chorus, could never totally exclude it, as we have done; who find it an unprofitable incum- 
brance, without any necessity of entertaining it amongst us; and without the possibility of 
establishing it here, unless it were supported by a public charge, Keither can we accept of those 
lay-bishops as some call them, who, under pretence of reforming the stage, would intrude themselves 
upon us, as our superiors, being indeed incompetent judges of what is manners, what religion, and, 
least of all, what is poetry and good sense. I can tell them in behalf of all my fellows, that 
when they come to exercise a jurisdiction over us, they shall have the stage to themselves, as 
they have the laureh As little can I grant that the French dramatic writers excel the Enghsh : our 
authors as fim surpass them in genius as our soldiers excel theirs in courage. It is true, m conduct 
they surpass us either way ; yet that proceeds not so much from their greater knowledge, as from 
the difference of tastes in the two nations. They content themselves with a thin design, without 
episode^ and managed by few persons. Our audience will not he pleased but with variety of 
accidents, an underplot, and many actors. They follow the ancients too servilely in the mechanic 
rule^ and we assume too much license to ourselves in keeping them only in view, at too great a 
distance. But if our audience had their tastes, our poets could more easily comply with them, than 
the French writers could come up to the sublimity of our thoughts, or to the difficult variety of our 
d^gns. However it be, I dare establish it for a rule of practice on the stage, that we are hound to 
please those whom we pretend to entertain , and that at any price, religion and good manners only 
excepted; and I care not much, if I give this handle to our bad illiterate poetasters, for the defence 
of their Sceiptioxs, as they call them. There is a sort of merit in dehghting the spectators; which 
is a name more proper for them than that of auditois ; or else Horace is in the wrong, when he 
commends Lncilius for it. But these common-places I mean to treat at greater leisure . in the 
me antim e, submitting that little I have said to your Lordship's approbation, or your censure, and 
choosing rather to entertain you this way, as you are a judge of widting, than to oppress your 
modesty with other commendations ; which, though they are your due, yet would not be equally 
received in this satirical and censorious age. That which cannot without injury be denied to you, is 
the easiness of your conversation, far from affectation or pride ; not denying even to enemies their 
just praises. And this, if I would dwell on any theme of this nature, is no vulgar commendation to 
your Lordship. Without fe,ttery, my Lord, you have it in your nature to he a patron and encourager 
of good poets, but your fortune has not yet put into your hands the opportunity of expressing it. 
What you will be hereafter, may be more than guessed by what you are at present. You maintain 
the character of a nobleman, without that haughtiness which generally attends too many of the 
nobility; and when you converse with gentlemen, you foiget not that you have been of their order. 
You are married to the daughter of a king; who, amongst her other high perfections, derived from 
him a charming behaviour, a winning goodness, and a majestic person. The Muses and the Graces 
are the ornaments of your fenuly ; while the Muse sing^ the Grace accompanies her voice : even the 
servants of the Muses have sometimes had the happiness to hear her, and to receive their 
inspirations from her. ^ 

I will not give myself the liberty of going ferther ; for it is so sweet to wander in a pleasing way, 
f^t I should never arrive at my journey’s end. To keep myself from being belated in my letter, and 
tiring your attention, I xmM return to the place where I was setting out. I humbly dedicate to your 
Iiordship my own labours in this Miscellany ; at the same time, not arrogating to myself the privilege 
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of inscribing to you the works of others who are joined with me in this imdertaking, oTer which I can ‘ 
pretend no right. Tour lady and you have done me the favour to hear me read my translations of | 
Ovid, and you both seemed not to be displeased with them Whether it be the partiality of an old , 
man to his youngest child, I know not; but they appear to me the best of all my ©adeavours in thia 
kmd. Perhaps this poet is more easy to be translated than some others, whom I have lately 
attempted ; perhaps, too, he was more according to my genius. He is certainly more palatable to the 
reader than any of the Roman wits, though some of them are more lofiy, some more instructive, and 
others more correct. He had learning enough to make him equal to the best. But as his verse 
came easily, he wanted the toil of application to amend it. He is often luxuriant both in his fancy j 
and expressions, and as it has lately been observed, not always naturaL If wit be pleasantry, he ® 
has it to excess ; but if it be propriety, Lucretius, Horace, and, above all, Tirgil, are his superiors. 

I have said so much of him already in my preface to his Heroical Epistles^ that there remains i 
little to be added in this place. For my own part, I have endeavoured to copy hia character what I 
could in this translation, even, perhaps, farther than I should have done; to his veiy feults. 
Mr. Chapman, in his translation of Homer, professes to have done it somewhat paraphrastically, and 
that on set purpose; his opinion being, that a good poet is to be translated in that manner. 

I remember not the reason which he gives for it ; but I suppose it is for fear of omitting any of his 
excellencies ; sure I am, that if it be a fiult, it is much more pardonable that of those who run 
into the other extreme of a literal and close translation, where the poet is confined so straitly to his 
author’s words, that he wants elbow-room to expre^ his elegancies. He leaves him obscure; he 
leaves him prose, where he found him verse : and no better than thus has Ovid been served by the 
so much admired Sandys. This is at least the idea which I have remaining of his translation ; for I 
never read him since I was a boy. They who take him upon content, fi^om the praises which their 
fathers gave him, may inform their judgment by reading him again, and see (if they understand the 
original) what is become of Ovid’s poetry in bis version ; whether it be not all, or the greatest part 
of it, evaporated But this proceeded from the wrong judgment of the age in which he lived. They 
neither knew good verse nor loved it ; they were scholar^ it is true, but they were pedants. And 
for a just reward of their pedantic pains, all their translations want to be translated into EngliriL 
If I flatter not myself or if my friends have not flattered me, I have given my author’s sense, for the 
most part, truly ; for to mistake sometimes is incident to all men, aud not to follow the Dutch com- 
mentators always, may be foigiven to a man who thinks them, in the general, heavy, gross-witted 
fellows, fit only to gloss on their own dull poets. But I leave a farther satire on their wit, tiU I have 
a better opportunity to show how much I love and honour them. I have likewise attempted to 
restore Ovid to his native sweetness, easiness, and smoothness; and to give my poetry a kind of 
cadence, and, as we caU it, a run of verse;, as like the original, as the Englirii can comeup to the Latin, 

As he seldom uses any Synaloephas, so I have endeavoured to avoid them, as often as I could : I have 
likewise given him his own turns, both on the words and on the thought, which I cannot say are 
inimitable, because I have copied them ; and so may othen^ if they use the same diligence : but 
certainly they are wonderfully graceful m this poet. Since I have named the Synalcepha^ which is the 
cutting off one vowel immediately before another, I will give an example of it from Chapman’s Homer, 
which hes before me ; for the benefit of those who und^stand not the Latin Prosodia. It is in the 
first line of the argument to the first Hiad ; 

“Apollo’s priest to th.’ Argive fleet doth bring,” &c. 

There we see he makes it not the Argvce^ but fA* Argive j to shun the diock of the two vowel^ imme- 
diately following each other ; but, in his second argument, in the same page, he gives a bad example of 
the quite contrary kind : 

“ Alpha the pray’r of Chryses tings : 

The army’s plague, the strife of kings.” 

In these words the arrmfSi the ending with a vowel, and anmf s beginning with another vowel, without 
cutting off the first, which by it had been th: armies, there remains a most horrible ill-BOundmg gap 
betwixt those words. I cannot say that I have everywhere observed the rule of the Synalcepha in my 
translation ; but wheresoever I have not, it is a fault in sound : the French and the Italians have made 


288 


DEDICATION. 


I ; — ^ 

. it an inviolable precept in their versification ; therein following the severe example of the Latin poets. 
Out countrymen have not yet reformed their poetry so fer, hut content themselves with foUowing the 
licentious practice of the Greeks; who, though they sometimes use Synaloepha^ yet make no difficulty 
very often, to sound one vowel upon another ; as Homer does, in the very first line of Alpha. M-nPiu 
fieiSe 06^ Ilr^Xijteteecp “AxiX^or. It is true, indeed, that in the second line, in these words fivpC 'Axcuots, 
and &Kye* fdjj/te, the Synaloepha in revenge is twice observed. But it becomes us, for the sake of 
Euphony, rather Musas colereseveriores^with. the Romans, than to give into the looseness of the Grecians. 

I have tired myself, and have been sum m oned by the press to send away this Dedication, otherwise 
I had exposed some other fiiults, which are daily committed by our English poets ; which, with care 
and observation, might be amended. For, after all, our language is both copious, significant, and 
majestical, and might be reduced into a more harmonious sound. But, for want of public encourage- 
ment, in this iron age, we are so far from making any progress in the improvement of our tongue, that 
in few year^ we shall speak and write as harharously as our neighbours. 

Notwithstanding my haste, I cannot forbear to tell your Lordship, that there are two fragments of 
Homer translated in this Miscellany ; one by Mr. Congreve (whom I cannot mention without' the honour 
which is due to his excellent part^ and that entire affection which I bear him) and the other by myself. 
Both the subjects are pathetical, and I am sure my friend has added to the tenderness which he found 
in the original, and, without flattery, surpassed his author. Tet I must needs say this in reference 
to Homer, that he is much more capable of exciting the manly passions than those of grief and 
pity. To cause admiration, is indeed the proper and adequate design of an epic poem : and in that 
he has excelled even Yirgil; yet, without presuming to arraign our master, I may venture to affirm, 
that he is somewhat too talkative, and more than somewhat too digressive. This is so manifest, 
that it cannot he denied, in that little parcel which I have translate^ perhaps too literally : there 
Andromache in the midst of her concernment and fright for Hector, runs off her bias, to tell him 
a story of her pedigree, and of the lamentable death of her father, her mother, and her seven 
brothers. The devil was in Hector if he knew not all tliis matter, as well as she who told it him ; 
for she had b^ his bedfeUow for many years together ; and if he knew it, then it must he confessed' 
that Homer, in this long digression, has rather given us his own character, than that of the fair lady 
whom he paints. His dear fiiend% the commentators, who never feil him at a pinch, will needs 
excuse him, by making the present son*ow of Andromache to occasion the remembrance of all the 
past; but others nhiiik that she had enough to do with that grief w^hich now oppressed her, without 
nmnmg for assistance to her family. Vii^gil, I am confident, would have omitted such a' work of 
supererogation. But Virgil had the gift of expressing much in Uttle, and sometimes in silence : for 
though he yielded much to Homer in invention, he more excelled him in his admirable judgment. 
He drew the passion of Dido for JSneas in the most Hvely and most natural colours imaginable. 
Homer was ambitious enough of moving pity; for he has attempted twice on the same subject of 
Hectoris death : first, when Rriam and Hecuba beheld his corpse, which was dragged after the chariot 
of AcMes; and then in the lamentation which was made over him, when his body was redeemed 
^ Iriam ; and the same persons again bewail his death, with a chorus of others to help the cry 
^t ff this last excite compassion in you, as I doubt not but it will, you are more obliged to the 
frai^ator than the poet : for Homer, as I observed before, can move rage better than he can pity • 
he stirs up the irascible appetite, as onr philosophers call it; he provokes to murther, and the 
des^^on of God's images; he forms and equips those ungodly man-kiUers, whom we poets when 
we flatter them, call heroes; a race of men who can never enjoy quiet in themselves till they have 

It all the world. This is Homer's commendation, and such as it is, the lovers of peace 
or at least of more moderate heroism, will never envy him. But let Homer and Virgil contend for 
themselves, I am satisfied they will never have a third concuirent I 
wish Mr. angreve had the leisure to translate him, and the world the good nature and iustice to 

^ than any man I know. The Earl of 

admirtiol ^ Chapman without inci-edible pleasure and extreme transport. This 

down 'tT author himself : for the translator has teown him 

^ monstmus lengtii of verse could cany him. 
beto ® ^a^on of one of the best writers, Hving ^mucli 

ag than was the last? I mean for versification, and the art of numbers ; for in the drama we 
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have not arrivod to the pitch, of Shahspeare and Ben Jonson. But here, my Lord, I am forced to 
break off abruptly, 'without endeavouring at a compliment in the close. This Miscellany is, 'wiihout 
dispute, one of the best of the kind, which has hitherto been •extant in our tongue. At least, as Sir 
Samuel Tuke has said before me, a modest man may praise what is not his own. My fellows have no 
need of any protection, but I humbly recommend my part of it, as much as it deserve^ to your 
patronage and acceptance, and all the rest to your forgiveness. 

I am, my Lord, your Lorddup’s most obedient Servant, 

JOHK DBTBEK. 
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Op bodies changed to various forms I sing : 

Ye gods, from whence these miracles did spring. 
Inspire my numbers with celestial heat ; 

Till I my long laborious work complete; 

And add perpetual tenor to my rhymes, ® 

Deduced from nature’s birth to Caasar’s times. 

Before the seas, and this terrestrial ball. 

And heaven’s high canopy, that covers all. 

One was the free of nature, if a face ; 

Ra^er a rude and indigested mass ; “ 

A lifeless lump, unfrshion’d, and nnframed. 

Of jarring seeds, and justly Chaos named. 

Ko sun was lighted up the world to view; 

No moon did yet her blunted horns renew : 

Nor yet was earth suspended in the sky ; “ 

Nor, poised, did on her own foundations lie : 

Nor seas about the shores their arms had thrown ; 
But earth, and air, and water, were in one. 

Thus air was void of light, and earth unstable^, 
And water’s dark abyss unnavigable. ^ 

No certain form on any was impress’d ; 

AU were confused, and each disturb’d the rest. 
For hot and cold were in one body fix’d, 

And soft with hard, and light with heavy mix’d. 

But Gtod, or Nature, while they thus contend, ^ 
To these intestine discords put an end. 

Then earth from air, and seas firom earth were 
driven, 

Anil grosser air sunk from ethereal heaven. 

Thus disembroil’d, they take their proper place ; 
The next of kin contiguously embrace ; ^ 

And foes are sundered by a larger space. 

The force of fire ascended first on high. 

And took its dwelling in the vaulted sty. 

Then air succeeds, in lightness next to fire ; 
\'Vhose atoms from unactive earth retire. 

Earth sinks beneath, and draws a numerous throng 
Of ponderous, thict^ unwieldy seeds along. 

About her coasts unruly waters roar. 

And, rising on a ridge, insult the shore. 

Thus when the God, whatever God was he, ^ 
Had form’d the whol^ and made the parts agree. 


That no unequal portions might be found, 

He moulded earth into a spacious round : 

Then, with a breath, he gave the winds to blow: 
And bade the congregated waters flow. ® 

He adds the running springs, and standing lakes 
And bounding banks for winding rivers makes 
Some part in earth are swallow’d up, the most 
In ample oceans, disembogued, are lost 
He sh^es the woo<H the valleys he restiuins ^ 
With rocky mountains, and ext^ds the plains. 

And as five zones the ethereal regions bind, 
Kve, correspondent, are to earth assign’d: 

The sun, with rays directly darti^ down, 

Kres all beneath, and fries the middle zone ; 

The two beneath the distant poles complain 
Of endless whiter, and perpetual rain. 

Betwixt the extremes, two happier climates hold 
The temper that partakes of hot and cold. 

The fields of liquid air, enclosing all, * 

Surround the compass of this earthly ball : 

The lighter parts He next the fires above ; 

The grosser near the wateiy surface move : 

Thick clouds are spread, and storms engender 
I there. 

And thunder’s voice, which wretched mortals 
fear, ® 

And winds that on their wings cold winter bear. 
Nor were those blustering brethr^ left at larger 
On seas and ^ores their fiiiy to dischaige : 

Bound as they are, and circumscribed in place, 
They rend the world, resistless where they 
pass; ^ ^ 

And mighty marks of mischief leave behind , 
Such is the rage of their tempestuous kind. 

First Eurus to the rising mom is sent, 

(The regions of the balmy contment) 

And eastern realms, where early Persians run, ^ 
To greet the blest appearance erf the sun. 
Westward the wanton Zephyr wings his i^ht, 
Pleased with the remnante of deparfcmg light ; 
Fierce Boreas with his ofifepring issues forth. 

To invade the frozen waggon of the North; ^ 

V 
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liVhile fi.*owning A aster seeks tlie southern sphere. 
And rots, with endless rain, the xinwholesome year. 

High o’er the clouds, and empty realms of wind. 
The God a dearer space for heaven design’d; 
WTiere fields of light, and liquid ether flow, ® 
Purged fi:om the ponderous dregs of earth below. 
S<arce had the Power distmguish]d these, when 
straight 

The stars, no lunger overLiid with weight, 

Exert their heads from underneath the mas^ 

And upward shoot, and kindle as they pass, 

And with difiusive light adorn the heavenly place. 
Then, e\ery void of nature to supply, 

With forms of gods he fiUs the vacant sky : 

Xew herds of beasts he sends, the plains to share ; 
Xew colonies of birds, to people air; ^ 

And to their oozy beds the finny fish repair. 

A creature of a more exalted kind 
Was wanting yet, and then was Man design’d : 
Conscious of thought^ of more capacious breast. 
For empii*e form’d, and fit to rule the rest : ^ 

A\^ether with particles of heavenly fire 
The Gk)d of nature did his soul inspire ; 

Or earth, but new divided fi:om the sky. 

And pliant still, retain’d the etherial energy: 
Which wise Prometheus temper’d into paste, 
And, mix’d with living streams, the godlike image 
cast. 

Thus, while the mute creation downward bend 
Their sight, and to their earthly mother tend, 
Man looks aloft, and with erect^ eyes 
Beholds his own hereditaiy skies. 

From such rude principles our form began. 

And earth was metamorphosed into man. 


In following years the bearded corn ensued 
From earth unask’d, nor was that earth renew d. 
From veins of valleys milk and nectar broke. 
And honey sweating through the pores of oak. 


THE SILVER AGE. 


But when good Saturn, banish’d fi:om above. 
Was driven to hell, the world was under Jove. 
Succeeding times a silver age behold. 

Excelling brass, but more excell’d by gold. 

Then Summer, Autumn, Winter did appear, 

And Spring was but a season of the year. 

The sun his flmnml course obliquely made, 

Good days contracted, and enlarged the bad. 

Then air with sultry heats began to glow. 

The wings of winds were clogg’d with ice and snow ; 
And shivering mortals, into houses driven. 

Sought dielter from the inclemency of heaven. 
Those houses then, were caves, or homely sheds. 
With twining osiers fenced, and moss their beds. 
Then ploughs, for seed, the fruitful furrows broke. 
And oxen labour’d first beneath the yoke. 


THE BRAZEN AGE. 

♦ 

To this next came in course the brazen age : 
A warlike ofi&pring prompt to bloody rage, 
Not impious yet — 


THE GOLDEN AGE. 


THE IRON AGE. 


The golden age was first ; when man, yet new. 
No rule but imeoirupted reason knew ; 

And, with a native bent, did good pursue. 
Unforced by punishment, unaw’d by fear. 

His words were simple, and his soul sincei’e : 
Needless was written law, where none oppress’d ; 
The law of man was written in his breast : 

No suppliant crowds before the judge appear'd ; ^ 
No court erected yet, nor cause was heard ; 

But all was safe, for conscience was their guard. 
The mountain trees in distant prospect please, 

Ere yet the pine descended to the seas ; 

Ere sails were spread, new oceans to explore; ^ 
And happy mortals, unconcem’d for more, 
Confined their wishes to their native shore. 

No walls were yet, nor fence, nor moat^ nor 
mound; 

Nor drum was heard, nor tnunpetfs angry sound : 
Nor swords were forged ; but, void of care and 
crime, 

The soft creation slept away their tune, 
j The teeming earth, yet guiltless of the plough. 
And unprovoked, did ficuitful stores allow : 
Cont^t with food, which nature freely bred. 

On wildings and on strawhemea they fed ; 

Cornels and bramble-berries gave the rest, 

A ud falling acorns famish’d out a feast. 

The flowers, unsown, in fields and meadows 
reign’d; 

And western wmds immortal spring maintain’d, j 


Harp steel succeeded then ; 

And stubborn as the metal were the men. 

Trath, Modesty, and Shame, the world forsook ; 
Fraud, Avarice, and Force, their places took. 

Then sails were spread to every wind that blew; 
Raw were the sailors, and the depths were new : 
Trees, rudely hollow’d, did the waves sustain ; 
Ere sMps in triumph plough’d the watery plain. 

Then landmarks lunited to each his right : 

For all before was common as the light. 

Nor was the ground alone required to hear 
Her annual income to the crooked share ; 

But greedy mortals, rammaging her store, 

Digg'd from her entrails first the precious ore ; 
Which next to hell the prudent gods had laid; 
And that alluring ill to sight display’d ; 

Thus cursed ste^ and more accursed gold. 

Gave mischief birth, and made that mischief bold : 
And double death did wretched man invade, 

By steel assaulted, and by gold betray’d. 

Now (brandish’d weapons glittering in their hands) 
Mankind is broken loose from moral bands ; 

No rights of hospitality remain : ’ss 

The guest, by him who harbour’d him, is slain: 
The son-in-law pursues the father’s life ; 

The wife her husband murders, he the wife. 

The step-dame poison for the son prepare; 

The son inquires into his father’s years. 

Faith flie^ and Piety in exile mourns ; 

And Justice here oppress’d, to heaven retiums. 
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THE GIANTS’ WAR. 

- ♦ ■ — 

Noe were the gods themselves more safe above ; 
Against beleaguer’d heaven the giants move. 

HiIIr piled on bills^ on mountains mountains He, ^ 
To make their mad approaches to the sky. 

Till Jove, no longer patient, took his time 
To avenge with iunder their audacious crime ; 
Red Hghtning play’d along the firmament, 

And their demolish’d works to pieces rent ^ 

Singed with the flame^ and with the bolts trans- 
fix’d. 

With native earth their blood the monsters mix’d ; 
The blood, indued with animating heat^ 

Did in the impregnate earth new sons beget : 
They, like the seed from which they sprung, 
accursed, ^ 

Against the gods immortal hatred nursed : 

An impious, arrogant, and cruel brood ; 
Expressing their original from blood. 

Which when the kiT^ of gods beheld from high 
(Withal revolving in his memory, 

What he himself had found on earth of late, 
Lycaon’s guilt, and his inhuman treat) 

He sigh’d, nor longer -with his pity strove ; 

But Mndled to a wrath becoming Jove; 

Then call’d a general coimcil of the gods ; 

Who, summon’d, issue from their blest abodes. 
And fin the assembly with a shining train. 

A way there is in heaven’s expanded plain. 
Which, when the skies are clear, is seen below, 
And moi’tals by the name of roilky know. 220 
The groundwork is of stars, through which the road 
Lies open to the thunderer’s abode. 

The gods of ^eater nations dwell around, 

And on the right and left the palace bound ; 

The commons where they can ; the nobler sort, ^ 
With winding doors wide open, front the court. 
This place, as far as earth with heaven may vi^ 

1 dare to call the Louvre of the shy. 

When all were placed, in seats distinctly known. 
And he, their father, had assumed the toone, ^ 
Upon his ivory sceptre first he leant, 

Then shook his hes^ that shook the firmament: 
Air, earth, and seas, obey’d the almighty nod ; 
And, with a general fear, confess’d the god. 

At length, with indignation, thus he broke 235 
His awful silence, and the powers bespoke. 

I was not more concern’d in that debate 
Of empire, when our universal state 
Was put to hazard, and the giant race 
Our captive skies were ready to embrace : 

For though the foe was fierce, the seeds of all 
RebdHon sprung from one original ; 

Now wheresoever ambient waters glide. 

All are corrupt, and all must be destroy’d- 
Let me this holy protestation make : ^ 

hdl, and hell’s inviolable lake, 

I tried whatever in the god-head lay ; 

But gangrened members must he lopp’d away. 
Before the nobler parts are tainted to decay. 
There dwells below a race of demigods, ^ 

Of nymphs in watery and of fauns in woods ; 
Who, though not worthy yet in heaven to Hve, 
Let ’em at least enjoy that earth we give. 


Ter. 248. jBtrf grangrened] Jupitertalks like a surgeon 
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Can these be thought securely lodged below. 
When I myself who no superior know, ^ 

If who have heaven and eaith at my command, 
Have been attempted by Lycaon’s hand ** 

At this a murmur through the synod went, 
And with one voice they vote his punishment. 
Thus, when conspinng traitors dared to doom ^ 
The fell of Caesar, and in him of Rome, 

The nations trembled with a pious fear, 

All anxious for their earthly ^underer; 

Nor was their care, 0 Caesar, less esteem’d 
By thee, than that of heaven for Jove was deem’d : 
Wtio with his hand, and voice, did first restrain ^ 
Their murmurs, then resumed his speech again. 
The gods to silence were compos^ and sate 
With reverence due to his superior state. 

Cancel your pious cares ; already he ^ 

Has paid his debt to justice, and to me. 

Tet what his crimes and what my judgments were^ 
Remains for me thus briefly to declare. 

The clamours of this vile degenerate age, 

The cries of orphans, and the oppressor’s rage, ^ 
Had reach’d the stars ; I will descend, said I, 

In hope to prove this loud complaint a He. 
Disguised in human shape, I travell’d round 
The world, and more than what I heard, I found. 
O’er Msenalus I took my steepy way, ^ 

By caverns infamous for beasts of prey. 

Then cross’d CyHene, and the piny shade. 

More infemous by cursed Lycaon made : 

Dark mght had cover’d heaven and earth, before 
I enter d his unhospitable door. ^ 

Just at my entrance, I display’d the sign 
That somewhat was approaching of divine. 

The prostrate people pray ; the tyrant grins * 
And, adding profenation to his sins, 

I ’H try, said he, and if a god appear, ^ 

To prove his deity shall cost him dear. 

’Twas late ; the graceless wretch my death pre- 
pares. 

When I should soundlysleep, oppress’d with cares: 
This dire experiment he dios^ to prove 
If I were mortal, or undoubted Jove : ** 

But first he had resolved to taste my power: 

Not long before, but in a luckless hour, 

Some legates sent from the Molossian state;, 

Were on a peaceful errand come to treat ; 

Gf these he murders one, he boils the fle^ 

And kys the mangled morsels in a dish : 

Some part he roasts ; then serves it up so dress’d, 
Amd bids me welcome to tliis human feast. 

Moved with disdfein, the table I o’ertum’d. 

And with avenging flames the palace bum’d. ^ 
The tyrant, in a fright, for shelter gains 
The neighb’ring fields, and scours along the plains. 
Howling he fled, and fein he would have ^ke;, 
But human voice his brutal tongue forsook. 
About bis Hps the gather’d foam he chums, 

And breathing daughter, stiH with rage he bum% 
But on the bleating flock his fury turns. 

TTib mantle, now his hide, with ragged hairs 
Cleaves to his back ; a fexnish’d fece he bears ; 
His arms descend, his shoulders sink away, 
i To multiply his legs for chase of prey. 

He grows a wolf, hk hoaiiness remains, ^ 
the same rage in other members reofftB. 

His eyes still sparkle in a narrower space;,^ 

TTis jaws retain the grin, and violence of his kce.^^ 
This was a single ruin, hut not one 
Deserves so just a punishment alone. 

u 2 
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Mankind ’s a monster, and the tmgodly times. 
Confederate into guilt, are sworn to crimes. 

All are alike involved in ill, and all ^ 

Must by the same relentless fiiiy fall 
Thus ended he ; the greater gods assent, 

By clamours urging his severe intent ; 

The less fill up the cry for punishment. 

Yet stiU with pity they remember man ; ^ 

And mourn as much as heavenly spirits can. 

They when those were lost of human bhiih. 
What he would do with all his waste of earth 1 
If his dispeopled world he would resi^ 

To beasts, a mute, and more ignoble fine ? ^ 

iJiTeglected altars, must no longer smoke. 

If none were left to worship and invoke. 

To whom the fiither of the gods replied : 

Lay that unnecessary fear aside : 
iline be the care new people to provide. 

I will from wondrous principles ordain 
A race unlike the first, and try my skill again. 

Already had he toss’d the flaming brand, 

And roll’d the thunder in his spacious hand ; 
Preparing to discharge on seas and land : 345 

But stopp'd for fear, thus violently driven. 

The sparks should catch his asletree of heaven. 
Eemembering, in the Fates, a time, when fire 
Should to the batidements of heaven aspire, 

And aU his blazing worlds above should bum, ^ 
And all the inferior globe to cinders turn. 

Hm dire artillery thus dismiss’d, he bent 
His thougihts to some securer punishment : 
Concludes to pour a watery dduge down ; 

And, what he durst not bum, resolves to drown. 
The ISTorthem breath, that freezes floods he 
binds; 356 

\nth all the race of cloud-dispelling winds : 

The South he loosed, who night and horror brings ; 
And fogs are ^hllken from his flaggy wings. 

From Ms divided beard two streams be pours ; ^ 
His head and rheumy eyes distil in showers. 

With rain his robe and heavy mantle flow : 

And Inzy mists are lowering on his brow. 

Still as he swept along, with his clench’d fist. 

He squeezed ^e clouds ; the imprison’d clouds 
resist: 365 

The skies, fix>m pole to pole, with peals resound; 
And showers enlaiged come pouring on the 
ground. 

Then clad in colours of a various die, 

Junonian Iris breeds a new supply 

To feed the clouds ; impetuous rain descends ; 

The bearded com beneath the burthen bends ; 
j Defrauded downs deplore tbeir perish’d grain ; 

I And the long labours of the year are vain. 

I Kor from his patrimonial heaven alone 
I Is Jove content to pour his vengeance down : 375 
Aid from his brother of the seas he craves;, 

To help him with auxiliary waves. 

The watery tyrant calls his brooks and floods, 

Who roll from mossy caves, thdr moist abodes ; 
And with perpetual urns his palace fill : 38o 

I To whom, in bri^ he thus imparts his wilL 

Small exhortation needs ; your powers employ; 
And this bad world (so Jove requires) destroy. 

Let loose the reins to all your watery store : 

Bear down the dams, and open every door. 3® 
The floods by namre enemies to land. 

And proudly swelling with their new command. 
Remove the living stones that stopp’d their way. 
And, gushing from their socirce, augment the sea. 


Then, with his mace, their monai’ch stnick the 
ground : 

With inward trembling earth reoeived the wound ; 
And rising streams a ready passage found. 

The expanded waters gather on the plain, 

They float the fields, and overtop the gram ; 

Then rushing onwards, with a sweepy sway, 396 
Bear flocks, and folds, and labouring hinds 
away. 

Kor safe tiieir dwellings were ; for, sapp’d by 
floods, 

Their houses fell upon their household gods. 

The solid piles, too strongly built to fall, 

High o’er their heads behold a watery wall. ^ 
Kow seas and earth were in confusion lost; 

A world of waters, and without a coast. 

One climbs a cliff; one in his boat is borne, 
And ploughs abov^ where late he sow’d his 
com. 

Others o’er chimney-tops and turrets row, ^ 
And drop their andiors on the meads below : 

Or downward driven, they bruise the tender 
vine, 

Or toss’d aloft, are knock’d against a pine 
And where of late the kids had cropp’d the 
grass, 

The monsters of the deep now take their place.^® 
Insulting Nereids on the cities ride, 

And wondering dolpMns o’er the palace glide. 

On leaver and masts of mighty ois they browse. 
And their broad fins entangle in the boughs. 

The frighted wolf now swims among the sheep ; 
The yellow lion wanders in the deep : 

His rapid force no longer helps the boar : 

, The st^ swims faster than he ran before. 

} The fowls, long beating on their -wings in vain. 
Despair of land, and drop into the main. ^ 
Now bills and vales no more distinction know, 
Amd levell’d nature lies oppress’d below. 

The most of mortals perish in the flood, 

The s m all remainder dies for want of food. 

A mountain of stupendous height there stands ^ 
Betwixt the Athenian and Boeotian lands. 

The hound of fruitful fields, while fields they 
were, 

But then a field of waters did appear : 

Parnassus is its name; whose forky rise 
Mounts through the clouds, and mates the lofiy 
skies. ^ 

High on the summit of this dubious nb'ff, 
Deuc^on wafting moor’d his little skiff 
He -wi^ his wife were only left behind 
Of perish’d man ; they two were human kind. 

The mountam-nymphs and Themis they adore, ^ 
And from her oracles relief implore. 

The most upright of mortal men was be ; 

The most sincere and holy woman, she. 

When Jupiter, surveying earth from high, 
Beheld it in a lake of water lie, 

That, where so many miOions lately lived. 

But two, the best of either se::^ survived. 

He loosed the northern wind ; fierce Boreas flies 
To puff a-way the clouds, and purge the skies ; 
Serenely, while he blows, the vapours driven ^ 
Discover heaven to earth, and earth to heaven. 

The billows fall, while Neptune lays his mace 
On the rough sea, and smooths its furrow’d free. 
Already Triton, at his call, appears 
Above the waves ; a Tyrian robe he weara ; 

And in his hand a crooked trumpet bears. 
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The sovereign bids him peaceful sounds inspire, 
And give the waves the signal to retire. 

His writhen ^ell he takes, whose narrow vent 
Grows by degrees into a l^e extent ,* 

Then gives it breath; the blast, with doubling 
sound, 

Runs the wide circuit of the world around. 

The sun first heard it, m his early East, 

And met the rattlmg echoes m the "West. 

The waters, listening to the trumpet’s roar, ^ 
Obey the summons, and forsake the shore. 

A thm circumference of land appears , 

And Earth, but not at once, her visage rears, 

And peeps upon the seas from upper grounds : 
The streams, but just contain d within their 
bounds, 

By slow degrees into their channels crawl; 

And earth mcreases as the waters fall 
In longer time the tops of trees appear, 

'VVTnch mud on their dishonoui*’d branches bear. 

At length the world was all restored to view, ■‘7° 
But desolate, and of a sickly hne : 

Nature beheld herself, and stood aghast, 

A dismal desert, and a silent waste 
Which when Deucalion, with a piteous look. 
Beheld, he wept, and thus to Pyrrha spoke ; ^ 

Oh, wife, oh sister, oh of all thy kind 
The best and only creature left behmd. 

By kindred,- love, and now by dangei’s join’d; 

Of multitudes, who breathed the common an*. 

We two remain ; a species m a pan* , ^ 

The rest the seas have swallow’d , nor have we 
E’en of this wretched life a eertamty. 

The clouds are still above , and, while I speak, 

A second deluge o’er our heads may break. 
Should I be snatch’d from hence, and thou re- 
main, ^ 

Without relief or partner of thy pain, 

How cQuId’st thou such a wretched life sustain ? 
Should I be left, and thou be lost, the sea, 

That buried her I loved, should bury me. 

Oh, could our father his old arts inspire, ^ 
And make me heir of his infonnmg fire, 

That so I might abolish’d man retrieve, 

And perish’d people in new souls might Live 1 
But Heaven is pleased, nor ought we to complain. 
That we, the examples of mankind, remain. 

He said: the care& couple join their tears, 

And then invoke the gods, with pious prayers. 
Thus in devotion having eased their gneJ^ 

From sacred oracles they seek relief : 

And to Cephisus’ brook their way pursue : 

The stream was troubled, but the ford they 
knew. 

With livmg waters in the fountain bred, 

They sprinkle first their garments, and their head. 
Then took the way which to the temple led. 

The roofe were all defiled with moss and mire!, ^ 
The desert altars void of solemn fire. 

Before the gradual prostrate they adored, 

The pavement kiss’d; and thus the saint im- 
plored- 

0 righteous Themis, if the powers above 
By prayers are bent to pity, and to love ; 

If human mseries can move their mind. 

If yet they can forgive, and yet be kmd , 

Tell how we may restore, by second birth. 
Mankind, and people desolated earth. 

Then thus the gracious goddess, nodding, said 
Depaiii, and wifli your vestments veil your head : 


And stooping lowly down, with loosen’d zones, 
Throw each behind your backs your mighty 
mother’s bones. 

Amazed the pair, and mute with wonder, stand. 
Till Pyrrha first refoused the dire command. 
Forbid it Heaven, said she, that I should tear 
Those holy relics from the sepuchre. 

They ponder’d the mysterious words again. 

For some new sense; and long they sought in 
vain. 

At length Deucalion clear’d his cloudy brow, 

And said . The dark enigma wiU allow 
A meaning, which, if well I understand, 

From sacrilege will free the god’s command r 
This earth our mighty mother is, the stones 
In her capacious body are her bones : ^ 

These we must cast behind. With hope, and fear. 
The woman did the new solution hear : - 
The man difSdes in his own augury. 

And doubts the gods ; yet both resolve to tiy. 
Descending from the mouni^ they first unbmd 
Their vests, and, veil’d, they cast the stones 
behmd : 

The stones (a miracle to mortal view. 

But long tradition makes it pass for true) 

Did fii-st the rigour of their kmd expel. 

And suppled into softness as they ^ 

Then sweE’d, and, swelling, by degrees grew 
warm , 

And took the mdiments of human form ; 
Imperfect shapes, m marble such are seen, 

When the rude chisel does the man begin ; 

While yet the roughness of the stone remams^ ^ 
Without the rising muscles, and the veins. 

The sappy part^ and next resembling jnice, 

Were turn'd to moisture, for the body’s use : 
Supplymg humours, blo^ and nouiishment : 
The rest, too solid to receive a bent> ^ 

Converts to bones ; and what was once a vein. 

Its former name and nature did retain. 

By help of power divine, in little space, 

^e TTifl.n threw assumed a m^y &oe ; 

And what the wife, renew’d the female race. 
Hence we derive our nature, bom to bear. 
Laborious life, and harden’d into care. 

The rest of animals from teeming earth. 
Produced in various forms, received their birth. 
The native moisture, in its dose retreat, 

Digested by the sun’s ethereal heat. 

As in a kmdly womb, b^an to breed : 

Then swelTd, and quicken’d by tbe vital seed. 
And some in les^ and some in longer space, 

Were ripen’d into form, and took a several fiice. 
Thus when the Nile from Pharian fields is fled. 
And seeksi, with ebbing tides, his ancient bed, 
Tbie fat manure with heavenly fire is warm’d. 
And crusted creatures, as m wombs, are form’d: 
Thes^ when they turn the glebes, the peasants 
find : ^ 

Some md^ and yet unfinish’d in their kind : 
Short of their limbs, a lame imperfect birth ; 

One half alive, and one of lifeless earth. 

For heat and moisture, when in bodies join’d. 
The temper Hiat results from either kind, 
Conception makes ; and fightmg, till they mix. 
Their mingled atoms in each other fix. 

Thus nature’s hand the genial bed prepares 
With firfendly discord, and with firuitful wars. 

From hence the sui^e of the ground with mud 
And slime besmear’d (the feces of the flood) ^ 
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Beceived the rays of heaven ; and Buckmg in 
The seeds of heat, new creatnres did begin : 

Some were of several sorts produced before ; 

But of new monsters earth created more. 
Unwillingly, but yet she brought to light 
Thee, Python, too, the wondering world to &ighi^ 
And the new nations, with so dire a sight 
So monstrous was his bulk, so large a space 
IHd his vast body and long train embrace : 

■Whom Phoebus basking on a bank espied. 

Ere now the god his arrows had not tried 
; But on the tremhling deer, or mountain-goat ; 

I At thiR new quarry he prepares to dioot 
i Thou^ every shaft took place, he spent the 
store ^ 

Of his full quiver ; and ’twas long before 
The expiring serpent wallow’d in his gore. 

Then to preserve the fame of such a deed, 

For Python slain, he Pythian games decreed, 
Where noble youths for mastership should 
strive. 

To quoit to run, and steeds and chariots drive. 
The prize was fame, in witness of renown. 

An oaken garland did the victor crown. 

I The laurel was not yet for triumphs home, 

I But every green alike hy Phcsbus worn 
i Did, witli promiscuous grace, his flowing locks 
adorn. 


THE TEAlfSPOBMATIOJr OP DAPHFE 
lOTO A LAUEEL. 


The first and Surest of his loves was she. 
Whom not blind fortune, but the dire decree 
Of angry Cupid forced him to desire : 

Daphne her name, and Peneus was her sire. 
Swell’d with the pride that new success attends. 
He sees the stripling, while his bow he hendsi, 
And thus insults him : Thou lascivious boy. 

Are arms like these for children to employ ? 
Know, such achievements are my proper dann; 
Due to my vigour and unerring ftlyn ; 

JReaisrtless are my shafts, and I^thon late, 

In such a feather’d death, hna found his fate. 

Take up thy torch, and lay my weapons by ; 

With that "^e feeble souls of lovers fly. 

To whom the son of ‘Venus thus replied ; 

PbcehuB, thy drafts are sure on all beside ; 

But mine on Phoebus ; mine the fame ahall be 
Of all thy conquests, when I conquer thee. 

He said, and soaring swiftly wing’d his flight ; 
Xor stopp’d but on Parnassus’ airy height. 

Two different shafts he from his quivOT draws ; 
One to repel dedre, and one to cause. 

Ver. 610. Dfzp^ ««• tianu,] I shall not disturb and 
disgust the reader, in these notes, hy a series of msrtholoiripal 
tales, and historitjs of the heathen gods, but in humble 
imitation of Addisnn in his remarks sul^Joined to his trano- 
Jations of Ovid, from time to time endeavour to point out 
his beauties and blemishes, especially the misture of false 
^and false brilliancy so conspicuous in this hasty and 
fertile writtr. And though we may frequently praise him 
canwt possibly assent to an outrageous paradox advanced 
by Dryden. “tlmt O^d ex^ls JirgU in tl-e pathetic, S 
particularly m descnhmg the effects of the passion of love ’’ 
I r, J 'WaitTOjr. 


One shaft is pointed with refulgent gold, 

To bribe the love, and make the lover bold : 

One blun^ and tipp’d with lead, whose base allay 
Provokes disdain, and drives desire away. 

The blunted bolt against the nymph he dress’d. 
But with the sharp transfix’d Apollo’s breast. 

The enamour’d deity pursues the chase ; 

The scornful damsel shuns his loathed embrace; 
In hunting beasts of prey her youth employs ; 
And Phoebe rivals in her rural joys. 

With naked neck die goes, and shoulders bare, 
And with a fillet binds her flowing hair. ^ 

By many suitors sought, she mocks their pains, 
And still her vow’d vii'ginity maintains. 

Impatient of a yoke, the name of bride 
She shuns, and hates the joys she never tried. 

On wilds and wood she fixes her desire:^ ^ 

N'or knows what youth and kindly love inspire. 
Her fiither chides her oft : Thou ow'st, says he, 

A husband to thyself, a son to me. 

She, like a crime, abhors the nuptial bed : 

She glows with blushes, and she hangs her head. 
Then, casting round his neck her tender arms, 
Soothes biTn with blandishments, and filial charms : 
Give m^ my lord, she said, to live and die' 

A spotless maid, without the marriage-tie. 

’Tis but a small request ; I b^ no more ^ 
Than what Diana’s fiither gave before. 

The good old sire was soften’d to consent ; 

But said her wish would prove her punishment : 
For so much youth, and so much beauty join’d, 
Opposed the state which her desires design’d. ^ 
The god of light, aspiring to her bed, 

Hopes what he se^, with flattering fencies fed ; 
And is by his own oracles misled. 

And as in empty fields the stubble bumi^ 

Or nightly travellers, when day returns, 

Their useless torches on dry hedges throw, 

That catch the flames and kindle all the row ; 

So bums the god, consuming in desire. 

And feedmg in his breast the fiuitless fire : 

Her well-tum’d neck he view’d (her neck was 
bare) 

And on her shoulders her dishevell’d hair : 

Oh, were it comb’d, said be, with what a grace 
Would every waving curl become her face ! 

He view’d her eyes, like heavenly lamps that shone ; 
He view’d her lips, too sweet to view alone, ^ 
Her taper finger^ and her panting breast ; 

He praises all he sees, and for the rest. 

Believes the beauties yet unseen are best. 

Swift as the wind, the damsel fled away, 

Kor did for these alluring speeches stay : 

Stay, nymph, he crie<^ I follow, not a foe : 

Thus from the lion trips the trembling doe ; 

Thus from the wolf the frighten’d lamb removes. 
And from pursuing Mcons fearful doves ; 

Thou shunn’st a gc^ and shunn’st a god that loves, 
i Ah, lest some thorn should pierce thy tender foot, 
Or thou should’st fall in flying my pursuit 1 
To sharp uneven ways thy steps decline ; 

Abate Iby speed, and I will bate of mine. 

Tet think from whom thou dost so rashly fly ; 
Hor basely bom, nor shepherd’s swain am L 
Perhaps thou kuow’st not my superior state ; 

And from that ignorance proceeds thy hate. 

Me Claros, Delphos, Tenedos obey ; 

These hands the Patareian sceptre sway. 

The king of gods begot me : what ehnll oe. 

Or ifi» or ever was, in fate, I see. 




Mine is the invention of the charming lyre ; 

Sweet notes, and heavenly numbers I inspire. 

Sure is my how, unerring is my dart ; ^ 

But, ahj more deadly his, who pierced my heart 1 
Med’cme is mine ; what herbs and simples grow 
In fields and forests, all their powers I know ; 
And am the great physician cdl’d below. 

Alas, that fields and forests can afford 
No remedies to heal their love-sick lord ! 

To cure the pains of love, no plant avails ; 

And his own physic the physician 
She heard not half, so furiously she flies. 

And on her ear the imperfect accent dies. 

Fear gave her wings ; and as she fied the wind 
Increasing spread her flowing hair behind ; 

And left her legs and thighs exposed to view ; 
Which made the god more eager to pursua 
The god was young, and was too hofiy bent ^ 
To lose his time in empty compliment : 

But led by love, and fired by such a sight. 
Impetuously pursued his near delight 
As when the impatient greyhound, slipt from 
fiir, 

Bounds o’er the glebe, to coui*se the fearful 
hare, ^=0 

She in her speed does all her safety lay ; 

And he with double speed pursues the prey ; 
O'emins her at the fittmg turn, and hel^ 

His chaps in vain, and blows upon the flix : 

She ’scapes, and for the neighh’ring covert strives. 
And gaining shelter, doubts if yet she lives : 

If littie things with great we may compare, 

Such was the god, and such the flymg fair : 

She, urged by fear, her feet did s^vlftly move. 

But he more swiftly, who was urged by love ^ 
He gathers ground upon her in the chase ; 

Now breathes upon her hair, with nearer pace ; 
And just is festemng on the wish’d embrace. 

The nymph grew pale, and in a mortal fright. 
Spent wi^ the labour of so long a flight , ^ 

And now despairing east a mournful look 
Upon the streams of her paternal brook : 

Oh, help, she cried, in this extremest need, 

If water-gods are deities indeed ; 

Gape, Earth, and this unhappy wret<fli entomb : 

Or change my form whence all my soitowb come ! 
Scarce had she finish’d, when her feet she found 
Benumb’d with cold, and fasten’d to the groimd : 
A filmy rind about her body grows;, 

Her hair to leaves, her arms e^end to houghs. 
The nymph is all into a laurel gone. 

The smoothness of her skin remains alone. 

Yet Phoebus loves her still, and cabtiag round 
Her hole his arms, some httle warmth he found. 
The tree still panted in the unfinnOa’d part, 

Not wholly vegetive, and heaved her heart 
He fix’d his lips upon the tremblmg rind ; 

It swerved aside, and his embrace declin^ 

To whom the god . Because thou canst not he 
My mistress^ I espouse thee for my tree : ^ 

Be thou the prize of honour and renown ; 

The deathless poet, and the poem, crown. 

Thou shalt the Boman festivals adorn. 

And, after poets, he by victors worn. 

Thou shalt returning Csesar’s triumph grace ; ^ 
When pomps diaJl in a long procession pass ; 
Wreathed on tlie post before his palace wait j 
And he iie sacred guardian of the gate : 

Secure from thunder, and unharm’d by Jove^ 
Un&dmg as the immortal powers above : ^ 


And as the locks of Phoebus are unshorn. 

So shall perpetual green thy boughs adorn. 

The grateful tree was pleased wi& what he said, 
And shook the shady honours of her head. 


THE TRANSFORMATION OP 10 INTO 
AN HEIFER. 


An ancient forest in ThessaJia grows, ^ 
Which Tempe’s pleasant valley does enclose : 
Through this the rapid Peneus takes his course, 
From Pindus rolling with impetuous force ; 

Mists from the river s mighty fiill arise> 

And deadly damps enclose the cloudy skies : ^ 

Perpetual fogs are hangmg o’er the wood. 

And sounds of waters des^ the neighbourhood. 
Deep in a rocky cave he makes ab^e ; 

A mansion proper for a mourning god. 

Here he gi% es audience ; issuing out decrees 7® 
To rivers, his dependent deities. 

On this occasion hither they resort, 

I To pay their homage, and to make their court ; 

All doubtful, whether to congratulate 
I Bis daughter’s honour, or lament her frte. ^ 
Sperchaeus, crown’d with poplar, first appears ; 
Then old Apidanus came, crown’d with years : 
Enipeus turbulent, Amphrysoa tame ; 

And iEas last, with higgmg waters, came. 

Then of his kindred broo!^ a numerous throng 
Condole his loss, and brmg then* urns along. ^ 
Not one was wanting of the watery train, 

That fill’d his flood, or mingled with the main. 
But Inachus, who, in his cave alone. 

Wept not another’s losses, but his own ; 

For his dear Io> whether stray’d, or dead. 

To him uncert^ douhtfiil tears he shed. 

He sought her through the world, but sought in 
vam; 

And, nowhere findings rather fear’d her slain. 

Her just returning fr^m her frther’s brook, 
Jove h^ beheld, with a desiring look ; 

And, Oh, fair daughter of the flood, he said. 

Worthy alone of Jove’s imperial 

Happy, whoever shall those charms possess ! 

The king of gods (nor is thy lover less) 

Invites 3iee to yon cooler ^ades, to shun 
The scorching rays of the meridian sun. 

Nor shalt thou tempt the dangers of the grove 
Alone without a guide ; thy guidt- is Jove. 

No puny power, hut he, whose high command 
Is unconfined, who rules the seas and land. 

And tempers thunder m his awful hand. 

Oh, fly not ; for she fled from his embrace 
O’er Lerna’s pastures : he pursued the chase 
Along the shades of the Lyrcajan plain. 

At length the god, who never asks in vain. 
Involved with vapours, imitating night, 

Both air and earth ; and then suppress’d her 
flight, 

-Andj mingling force -with love, enjoy’d the full 
delight 

Meantime the jealous Juno, fifom on h^i, 
Survey’d the fiuitfol fields of Arcady ; 

And wonder’d that the mist should overran 
The face of daylight> and obscure the sun. 
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Ho natural cause she found, from brooks or bogs. 
Or marshy lowlands, to produce the fogs : 

Then round the skies she sought for Jupiter, 

Her faithless husband ; but no Jove was there. 
Suspecting now the worst. Or I, she said. 

Ait * much mistaken, or am much betray’d. 

With fury she precipitates her flight, ^3° 

Dispels the shadows of dissembled night. 

And to the day restores his native hght. 

The almighty lecher, careful to prevent 
The consequence, foreseeing her descent, 
Transforms his mistress in a trice ; and now 
In lo s place appears a lovely cow. 

So sleek her pkiUj so feultless twis her m ake. 

E’en Juno did unwilling pleasure take 
To see so fair a rival of her love ; 

And what she was, and w’hence, inquired of 
Jove • 

Of what fair herd, and from what pedigr^ 1 
The go<i half-caught, was forced upon a lie ; 

And said she sprung from earth- She took the 
word. 

And begg’d the beauteous heifer of her lord. 

should he do ? 'twas equal shame to Jove 
Or to relinquish, or betray his love : 

Tet to refill **0 slight a would be 
But more to .nerease his consort’s jealousy : 

Thus fear, and love, by turns his heart assail’d ; 
And stronger love had sure at length prevail’d, 

But some feint hope remain’d, has jealous queen 
Had not the misti’ess through the hefer seen. 
The cautious goddes^ of her gift possess’d, 

Tet harbour’d anxious thoughts within her 
breast ; 

As die who knew the felsehood of her Jove, 

And justly fear’d some new relapse of love : 
“Which to prevent, and to secure her care. 

To trusty Argus she commits the fair. 

The head of Argus (as with stars the skies) 

Was compass’d round, and wore an hundred 
I eyes. 

I But two by turns their lids in slumber steep ; 

The rest on duty still their station keep ; 

Kor could the total constellation sleep. 

Thni^ ever present to his eyes and mind. 

His chaige was still before him, though behind. 

In fields he suffer’d her to feed by day ; 

But, when the setting sun to night gave way. 

The captive cow he summon’d with a call, 

And drove her back, and tied her to the stall 
On leaves of trees and bitter herbs she fed, 

I Heaven was her canopy, bare earth her bed ; 

So hardly lodged i and to digest her food, 

She drank from troubled streams, defiled with 
mud. 

Her wofiil story fein she would have told. 

With hands uphdd, hut had no hands to hold. 

Her head to her ungentle keeper bow’4 
I She strove to speak ; she spoke not, but she low’d, 
f Af&ighted with the noise, she look’d around, 

And seem’d to inquire the author of the sound. 
Once on the banks where often she had 
play’d, S 80 

(Her fether’s banks) she came, and there survey’d 
Her alter’d visage, and her branching head; 

And, starring, from herself she would have fled. 
Her fellow-nymph^ familiar to her eyes. 

Beheld, but knew her not in this disguise. 

EVn Inachns himself was ignorant; 

And in his daughter did his daughter want. 


She follow'd where her fellows went, as she 
Were stdl a paatner of the company . 

They stroke her neck ; the gentle heifer stands, ^ 
And her neck offers to their stroking hands. 

Her fathei* gave her grass ; the grass she took; 
And lick’d his palms, and (^t a piteous look ; 
And in the language of her eyes she spoke. 

She would have told her name, and ask’d relief ^ 
But, wanting woids, in tears she tells her grief : 
Which with her foot she makes him understand ; 
And prints the name of lo in the sand. 

Ah, wretched me I her mournful fether cried ; 
She, with a sigh, to wretched me replied : 

About her milk-white neck his arms he threw. 
And wept, and then these tender words ensue. 
And art thou she, whom I have sought around 
The world, and have at length so sadly found ? 

So found, is worse than lost; with mutual 
words 

Thou answer^st not, no voice thy tongue affords : 
But sighs are deeply drawn from out thy 
I breast ; 

I And speech denied by lowing is express’d. 
TJnknowmg, I prepared thy bridal bed ; 

With empty hopes of happy issue fed. 

But now the husband of a herd must be 
Thy mate, and bellouing sons thy progeny. 

Oh, were I mortal, death might bring relief ! 

But now my godhead but extends my grief; 
Pipolongs my woes, of which no end I see, 

And mSkes me curse my immortality. 

More had he said, but fearful of her stay. 

The starry guardian drove his charge away, 

To some fresh pasture; on a hilly height 
He sat himself and kept her still in sight. 


I THE EYES OF ARGTJS TRANSFORMED 
INTO A PEACOCK’S TRAIN. 

Now Jove no longer could her sufferings bear: 
But call’d in haste his airy messenger. 

The son of Mai\ with severe decree 
To kill the keeper, and to set her free. 

With all his harness soon the god was sped ; ^ 

His flying hat was festen’d on his head ; 

Wings on his heels were hung, and in his hand * 
He holds the vh*tue of the snaky wand. 

The liquid air his moving pinions woimd, 

Aud, in the moment, shoot him on the ground. 
Before he came in sight, the crafty god ssi 

His wings dismiss’d, but still retain’d his rod : 
That sleepHprocuring wand wise Hennes took. 

But made it seem to sight a shepherd’s hook. 

With this he did a herd of goats control ; sss 

Which by the way he met, and slily stole. 

Clad like a country swain, he pipei and sung ; 
And,_ playing, drove his jolly troop along. 

Wim pleasure Argus the musician heeds; 

But wonders much at those new vocal reeda ^ 
And, Whosoe’er thou art, my friend, said h^ 

Up hither drive thy goat^ and play by me ; 

This hill has browse for them, and shade fop thee. 
The god, who was with ease induced to climb, 
Began discourse to pass away the time ; 
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And stOl, betmst, Ins fcunefid pipe lie plies ; 

And watcb’d bis hour, to close tie keeper’s eyes. 
With, much ado, he partly kept awake ; 

Not suffering all his eyes repose to take: 

And ask’d the stranger, who did reeds iavent, ^ 
And whence began so rare an instrument. 


THE TRANSFORMATION OF SYRINX 
INTO REEDa 

Then Hermes thus : A nymph of late there wa^ 
Whose heavenly form her fellows did suipass. 

The pride and joy of fair Arcadia's plains; 

Beloved by deities, adored by swains : 

Syrinx her name, by Sylvans oft pursued. 

As oft she did the lustful gods delude : 

The rural and the woodland powers disdain’d ; 
With Cynthia hunted, and her rites mamtain’d ; 
Like Phoebe clad, e’en Phoebe’s self she seems, 

So tall, so straight, such weU-proportion’d limbs : 
The nicest eye did no distinction know. 

But that the goddess bore a golden bow: 
Distinguish’d thim, the sight she cheated too. 
Descendmg from Lycaeus, Pan admires ^ 

The matchless nymph, and bums with new de- 
sires. 

A crown of pine upon his head he wore ; 

And thus began her pity to implore. 

But ere he ihus began, she took her flight 
So swift, she was ah’eady out of sight: ^ 

Nor stay’d to hear the courtship of the god; 

But bent her course to Ladon’s gentle flood : 
There by the river stopp’d, and, tired before, 
Rehef from water-nymphs her prayers imploi-e. 

Now while the lustful god, with speedy pace, 
Just thought to strain her in a stnct embrace. 

He Alls ^ arms with reeds, new rising on the 
place. 

And while he sighs his ill success to find. 

The tender canes were shaken by the wind ; 

And breathed a mournful air, unheard before; 
That, much surpiismg Pan, yet pleased him 
more. 

Admiring this new music. Thou, he said, 

Who canst not be the partner of my bed, 

At least shalt be the consort of my mind ; 

And often, often, to my bps be join’d. 

He form’d the reeds, proportion’d as they are : 
Unequal in their length, and wax’d with care. 
They still retain the name of his ungrateful feir. 
While Hermes piped, and sung, and told his 
tale, 

The keeper’s winking eyes began to feil, 

And drowsy slumber on the lids to creep; 

TiU all the watchman was at length asleep. 

Then soon the god his voice and song suppress’d; 
And with his powerful rod confirm’d his rest : 
Without delay his crooked fiiuchion drew, 

And at one fatal stroke the keeper slew. 

Down from the rock fell the di^ever’d head. 
Opening its eyes in death, and felling bled ; 

And mark’d the passage with a crimson trail : 
Thus Aigus lies m pieces cold and pale; 

And all his hundred eyes, with all their light, 

Are closed at once in one perpetual nighl 


Q?hese Juno take^ that they no more may fail, 
And spreads them in her peacock’s gaudy tail. 

Impatient to revenge her injured bed, lo® 
She wreaks her anger on her rival’s head ; 

With furies frights her from her native home, 
And drives her gadding round the world to roam: 
Nor ceased her madness and her flight, before 
She touch’d the limits of the Pharian shore. 

At length, arriving on the banks of Nile, 

Weained with len^ of ways, and worn with toil. 
She laid her down ; and, leaning on her knees, 
Invoked the cause of all her miseries : 

And cast her languishing regards above, 

For help from heaven, and her ungrateful Jove. 
She sigh’d, she wept, she low’d; ’twas all she 
could; 

And with unkindness seem’d to tax the god. 

Last, with an humble prayer, die begg’d repose. 
Or death at least to finish aU her woes. 

Jove heard her vows, and with a flattering look. 
In her behalf to jealous Jimo spoke. 

He cast his arms about her ne(^, and said : 

Dame, rest secure ; no more thy nuptial bed 
This nymph shall violate ; by Styx I swear, 

And every oath that hinds the Thunderer. 

The goddess was appeased ; and at the word 
Was lo to her former shape restored. 

The rugged hair began to fall away ; 

The sweetness of her eyes did only stay, 

Though not so large; her crooked horns de- 
crease; 

The wideness of her jaws and nostrils cease : 

Her hoofe lo hands return, in little space ; 

The five long taper fingers take their place ; 

And nothing of the heifer now is seen, ^ 

Beside the native whiteness of her skim 
Erected on her feet she walks again, 

And two the duty of the four sustain. 

She tries her tongue, her silence softly breaks. 
And fears her former lowmgs when sho speaks ; 
A goddess now thi'ough all the E^^tian state ; 
And served by priests, who in white Jnen wait. 

Her son was Epaphus, at length believed 
The son of Jove, and as a god received. 

With sacrifice adored, and public prayers, 

He common temples with nis mother shares. 
Equal in years, and rival in renown 
With Epaphus, the youthful PhaSton 
like honour claims, and boasts his sire the Sun. 
His haughty looks, and his assuming air, 

The son of Isis could no longer bear : 

Thou tak’st thy mother’s word too far, said he, 
And hast usurp’d thy boasted pedigree. 

Go, base pretender to a borrow'd name 1 
Thus tax’d, he blush’d with anger, and with 
shame ; 

But shame repress’d his rage: the daunted youth 
Soon seeks his mother, and mquires the truth : 
s Mother, said he, this infamy was thrown 
By Epaphus on you, and me your son. 

He spoke in public, told it to my fece ; 

Nor durst I vindicate the dire cQsgrace : 

Ev’n I, the bold, the sensible of wrong, 
Restrain’d by shame, was forced to hold my 
tongue. 

To hear an open slander, is a curse ; 

But not to find an answer, is a worse: 

Yer.in24. Dainc,r«»iJ A viilgarfomiiidtt^,unworfh> 
of the g()d. 33 t J. Wabton. 
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If I am heaven-begol^ assert your son 
By some sure sign ; and make my father 
known j 

To right my honour, and redeem your own. 

He said, and saying cast his arms about 
Her neck, and begg'd her to resolve the doubt. 

’Tis hard to judge if Clymen6 were moved 
More by his prayer, whom she so dearly loved. 

Or more with fby fired, to find her name 
Traduced, and made the sport of common fame. 
She stretch’d her arms to heaven, and fix’d her 
eyes 

On that fair planet that adorns the skies ; 

Now by those beams, said she, whose holy fires 
Cfonsume my breast, and kindle my desires ; 

By him who sees us both, and cheers our sight. 
By him, the public minister of light, 

I swear that Sun begot thee : if I lie, 

Let him his cheerful influence deny : 

Let him no more this peijured creature see, 

And shine on all the world but only me. 

If still you doubt your mother s innocence, 

His eastern mansion is not fiir from hence ; 

IrVith little pains you to his levee go, 

And firom himself your parentage may know. 
With joy the ambitious youth his mother heard. 
And eager for the journey soon prepared- ^ 

He longs the world beneath him to survey; 

To guide the charioi^ and to give the day : 

From Meroe’s burning sands he bends has course. 
Nor less in India feels his fiitheris force ; 

His travel raging, till he came in sight, 

And saw the palace by the purple Hght. 


MELEAGER AND ATALANTA. 

OCT OP THE EIGHTH BOOK OP 

OTID’S METAMORPHOSES. 


Connectioii to the former Story. 


Ovid, having told ho-w Theseus had freed Athens from tlio 
tribute of ^ildren, which was imposed on them bj Hinos, 
king of Greta, by killing the Minotaur, here makes a 
digresi^on to the story of Meleager and Atalanta, which 
is cue of the most inartificial connections in all the 
Metamorphoses : for he only says, that The.seus obtained 
aoeh boDOor from that comha^ that all Greece had re- 
coQTse to him in their necessities ; and, amongst others, 
Calydon, though the hero of that conntry, prince Meleager, 
was then living. '-o 7 

Feo 2 C him Ihe Calydonians sought relief; 

Thou^ valiant Meleagrus was their chiefi 
The caus^ a boar, who ravaged fiir and near. 

Of Cynthia’s wrath the avenging minister. 

For CEneus, with autumnal plenty bless’d, * 
By gifts to heaven his gratitade express’d : 

Cull’d sheafr, to Ceres ; to Lyaea% wine; 

To Pan, and Pales, off^d sheep and kine ; 

And fat of olives to Minerva’s shrine. 

B^inning from the rural gods, his hand 
Was liberal to the powers of high command: 
Each dei^ in every kind was hless’d, 

at Liana’ s fane the invidious honour ceased- 
Wia^ touches ev’n the gods ; the queen of ni^t 
Fired with disdain, and j ealons of her right, ** 


TJnhonour’d though I am, at least, said she. 

Not unrevenged that impious act shall he. 

Swift as the word, she sped the boar away, 

With charge on those devoted fields to prey. 

No larger bulls the ^Egyptian pastures feed, ^ 
And none so large Sicilian meadows breed : 

His eye-balls glare with fire, suffused with blood ; 
His neck shoots up a thick-set thorny wood ; 

His bristled back a trench impaled appear^ 

And stands erected, like a field of spears. 

Froth fills his chaps, he sends a grunting sound. 
And part he chums, and part befoams the ground. 
For tusks with Indian elephants he strove, 

And J ove’s own thunder from his mouth he drove. 
He bums the leaves ; the scorching blast invades 
The tender com, and shrivels up ihe blades : 

Or, suffering not their yellow beards to rear. 

He tramples down the spikes, and intercepts the 
year. 

In vain the bams expect their promised load, 

Nor bams at home, nor reeks are heap’d abroad : 
In vain the hinds tlie threshing-floor prepare, ^ 
And exercise their flails in empty air. 

With olives ever green the ground is strow’d. 

And grapes unga&er’d shed their generous blood. 
Amid the fold he rages, nor the sheep ^ 

Their shepherds, nor the grooms their bulls can 
keep. 

From fields to walls the frighted rabble run. 
Nor think themselves secure within the town ; 
Till Meleagms, and ids chosen crew. 

Contemn the danger, and the praise pursue. ^ 
Fair Leda’s twins, (in time to stars decreed) 

One fought on foot, one curb’d the fiery steed; 
Then issued forth famed Jason after these, 

Who mann’d the foremost ship that sail’d the 
seas; 

Then Theseus, join’d with bold Pirithous, came, 

A single concord, in a double name : 

The Thestian son^ Idas who swiftly ran. 

And Cseneus, once a woman, now a maiL 
Lynceus, with eagle’s eyes, and lion’s heart ; 
Leucippus, avith his never-erring dart ; 55 

Acastus, Phileus, Phoenix, Telamon, 

Echion, Lelex, and Eurytion, 

Achilles’ father, and great Phocus* son ; 

Diyas the fierce, and Hippasus the strong ; 

With twice old lolas, and Nestor then but young. 

I Laertes active, and Ancsens bold ; 

I Mopsus the sage, who future things foretold; 

I And t’ other seer yet by his wife unsold. 

A thousand others of immortal fiime ; 

Among the rest fair Atalanta came, fis 

Grace of the woods : a diamond buckle bound 
Her vest behind, that else had flow’d upon the 
ground, 

And show’d her buskin’d legs; her head was 
bare, 

But for her native ornament of hair; 

Which in a simple knot was tied abov^ ^ 

Sweet negligence, unheeded bait of love ! 

Her sounding quiver on her Moulder tied, 

One hand a dart, and one a bow supplied. 

Such was her face, as in a nymph display’d 
A fair fierce boy, or in a boy betray’d 7* 

The blushing beauties of a modest maid. 

The Calydonian chief at once the dame 
Beheld, at once his heart received the flame, 

With heavens averse. Oh happy youth, he cried ; 
For whom thy fiites reserve so feir a bride ! 



MELEAGER AND ATALANTA. 


299 


He sigh'd, and had no leisure more to say; 

His honour call’d his eyes another way. 

And forced him to pursue the now neglected 
prey. 

There stood a forest on the mountain’s brow. 
Which overlook’d the shaded plains below. 

No sounding axe presumed those trees to bite ; 
Coeval with the world, a venerable sight. 

The heroes there arrived, some spread around 
The toils, some search the footsteps on the ground. 
Some from the chains the faithful dogs unbound. 
Of action eager, and intent on thought, 

The chiefs their honourable danger sought : 

A valley stood below ; the common drain 
Of waters from above, and felling rain : 

The bottom was a moist and mar^y groimd, 
"Whose edges were with bending osiers crown’d; 
The knotty bulrush next in order stood. 

And all within of reeds a trembling wood. 

From hence the boar was rou^, and sprung 

amniTij 

Like lightning sudden, on the warrior-train ; 

Beats down the trees before hiTn, shakes the 
ground, 

The forest echoes to the crackling sound; 

Shout the fierce youth, and clamours ring aroimd. 
All stood with their protended spears prepared. 
With broad steel heads the brandish’d weapons 
glared- ^ 

The beast impetuous with his tusks aside 
Deals glancing wounds ; the fearful dogs divide : 
All spend their mouth aloft, but none abida 
Echion threw the first, but miss’d his mark. 

And stuck his boar-spear on a maple’s bark. 

Then Jason ; and his javelin seem’d to take, 

But fail’d with over-force, and whizz’d above his 
back. 


Mopsus was next ; but, ere he threw, address’d 
To Phoebus thus : 0 patron, help thy priest ; 

If I adore, and ever have adored ^ 

Thy power divine, thy present aid afford ; 

That I may reach the beast The god allow’d 
His prayer, and, smiling, gave him what he could : 
He readti’d the savage, but no blood he drew ; 
Dian unarm’d the javelin as it flew. ^ 

This chafed the boar; his nostrils flames expire. 
And his red eyeballs roll with living fire. 

Whirl’d from a sling, or fixim an engine thrown. 
Amidst the foes, so flies a mighty stone, 

As flew the beast ; the left wing put to flight, ^ 
^te chiefs o’erbome, he rushes on the right 
Empalamos and Pelagon he laid 
In dust, and next to death, but for their fellows’ aid. 
Onesimus fared worse, prepared to fly ; 

The fetal fang drove deep within his thigh, 

And cut the nerves ; the nerves no more sustain 
The bulk ; the bulk unpropp’d falls headlong on 
the plain. 

Nestor had fail’d the fell of Troy to see. 

But, leaning on his lance, he vatdt^ on a tree ; ^ 
Then gathering up his feet, look’d down with fear. 
And thought his monstrous foe was still too near. 
Against a stump his tusk the monster grinds, 

And in the shai-pen’d edge new vigour finds ; ^ 
Then, trusting to his arms, young Othrys found. 
And ranch’d his hips with one continu^ wound. 
Now Leda’s twins, the future stars, appear; 

White were their habits, white their horses were ; 
Conspicuous both, and both in act to throw, 

Their trembling lances brandish’d at the foe: 


Nor had they miss’d ; but he to thickets fled, 
Conceal’d from aiming spears, not pervious to the 
steed. 

But Telamon rush’d in, and happ’d to meet 
A rising root, that held his fasten’d feet; 

So down he fell, whom, sprawling on the ground. 
His brother from the wooden gyves unbound. ^ 
Meantime the viigin-huntress was not slow 
To expel the shaft from her contracted bow : 
Beneath his ear the fasten’d arrow stood. 

And from the wound appear’d the trickling blood. 
She blush’d for joy : hut Meleagrus raised ^ 
His voice with loud applause, and the feir archer 
praised. 

He was the first to see, and first to show 
His friends the marks ofiihe successful blow. 

Nor shall thy valour want the praises due> 

He said ; a virtuous envy seized the crew. ^ 
They shout; the shouting animates their heartEf, 
And all at once employ their thronging darts ; 

But out of order thrown, in air they join ; 

And multitude makes frustrate the design. 

With both hiR Tianda the proud takes 

And flourishes his double-biting axe : 

Th«i forward to his fate, he took a stride 
Before the rest, and to bis fellows cried. 

Give place, and mark the difference, if you can, 
Between a woman-warrior and a man ; ^ 

The boar is doom’d ; nor, though Diana lend 
Her aid, Diana can her beast defend. 

Thus boasted he ; then stretch’d, on tiptoe stood. 
Secure to make his empty promise good- 
But the more wary beast prevents the blow, ^ 
And upward rips the groin of his audacious foe. 
Ancaeus falls; his bowels from the wound 
Bush out, and clotted blood distains the ground. 

Pirithou% no small portion of the war, 

Press’d on, and shook his lance ; to whom firom fer. 
Thus Theseus cried : 0 stay, my better part, ^ 
My more than mistress; of my heart, the heart: 
The strong may fight aloof : Ancseus tried 
His force too near, and by presuming died : 

He said, and, while he s^^e, his javelin threw ; 
Hissing in air ilie unerring wes^n flew ; ^ 

But on an arm of oak, that sto<^ betwixt 
The marksman and the mark, his lance he fix’d. 

Once more bold Jason threw, but feil’d to wound 
The boar, and slew an undeserving hound ; 

And through the dog the dart was n^’d to 
ground. 

Two ^ears from Mdeager’s hand were sent, 
With equal fbrc^ hut various in the event : 

The first was fix’d in earth, the second stood 
On the boar’s bristled back, and deeply drank his 
blood. ^ 


Now while the tortured salvage turns aroxmd. 
And flings about his foam, impatient of the wound ; 
The wound’s great author close at hand provokes 
His rage, and plies him with redoubled strokes ; 
"WTieels as be wheels ; and with his pointed dart 
Explores the nearest passage to his heart. 

Quick and more quick he spins in giddy gyres. 
Then fells, and in much foam his soul o^ires. 
This act with shouts heaven-high the fri^dly band 
Applaud, and strain in theirs the victor’s h^d. 
Then all approach the slain with vast sc^rise^ 
Admire on what a breadth of ear^ he lies ; 

And, scarce secure, reach out their spe^ afer. 
And blood them points, to prove ^eir partner 
ship of war. 
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But lie, the conquering chie^ Ms foot iinpress’d-^® 
On the strong neck of that destructive beast; 

And gazing on the nymph with ardent eyes, 
Accept, said he, fair Nonacrine, my prize; 

And, though inferior, suffer me to join 
My labours, and my part of praise, with thine : ^ 
At this presents her with the tusky head 
And chine, with rising bristles roughly spread. 
Glad, she received the gift ; and seem'd to take 
With double pleasure, for the giver’s sake. 

The rest were seized with sullen discontent, ^ 
And a deaf murmur through the squadron went : 
All envied ; but the Thestian brethren bhow’d 
The least respect, and thus they vent their spleen 
aloud : 

Lay down those honour'd spoils, nor think to 
share, 

Weak woman as thou ait, the prize of war ; 225 

Ours is the title, thme a foreign claim, 

Since Meleagrus from our lineage came. 

Trust not thy beauty; but restore the prize, 
AVhich he, besotted on that face and eyes, 
Wouldrendfromus, At this, inflamed with spite,^ 
From her they snatch the gift, from him the giver’s 
right. 

But soon the impatient prince his fauchion drew. 
And cried, Ye lobbers of another’s due, 

Now leam the difference, at your proper cost, 
Betwixt true valour, and an empty boaai ^ 

At this advanced, and, sudden as the word, 

In proud Plexippus’ bosom plunged the sword : 
Toxeus amazed, and with amazement slow 
Or to revenge, or ward the coming blow, 

Stood doubting; and, wlule doubting thus he 
stood, ^ 

Received the steel bathed in his brother’s blood. 

Pleased with the first, unknown the second news. 
Althaea to the temples pays their dues 
For her son s conquest ; when at length appear 
Her grisly brethren stretch’d upon the bier ; 

Pale, at the sudden sight, she ch^ged her cheer. 
And with her cheer her robes ; but hearing tell 
The cause, the manner, and by whom they fell, 
’Twas grief no more, or grief and rage were one 
Within her soul ; at last ’twas rage Mone ; 

Which burning upwards in succession dries 
The tears that stood considering in her eyes. 

There lay a log unlighted on the earth : 

Wh«i rile was labouring in the throes of birth 
For the unborn chie^ the fatal sisters cam^ 255 
And raised it up, and tc^’d it on the flame : 

Then on the rock a scanty measure place 
Of vital and turn’d tiie wheel apace ; 

And taming sung, To this red brand and thee, 

0 new-born babe, we give an equal destiny : ^ 

So 'mnirii'd out of view. The frighted dame 
Sprung hasty frOTtt her bed, and quench’d the flame : 
The log, in secret lori^’d, she kept with car^ 

And that, while thus preserved, preserved her heir. 
This brand she now product; and first she 
StrOWS 265 

The hearth with heaps of chips, and after blows; 
Thrice heaved her hand, and heaved, riie thrice 
repress’d; 

The sister and the mother long contest. 

Two doubtful titles in one tender breast; 

And now her eyes and cheeks with fury glow, 270 
Now pale her cheeks, her eyes with piiy low ; 
Now lowering looks presage approaching storms, 
And now prevailing love her frl^e reforms : 


Resolved, she doubts again ; the tears, she dned _ 
With blushing rage, are by new tears supplied, 275 
And as a sMp, which winds and waves assml, 

Now with the current drives, now with the gale, 
Both opposite, and neither long prevail, 

She feels a double force, by turns obeys 
The impenous tempest, and the impetuous 
seas ; ^ 

So fares Althaea’s mind ; first riie relents 
With pity, of that pity then repents : 

Sister and mother long the scales divide, 
j But the beam nodded on the sister’s side, 
i Sometimes she softly sigh’d, then roar’d aloud; 

But sighs were stifled in the cries of blood. 

I The pious impious wretch at length decreed, 

To please her brother’s ghosts her son should 
i bleed ; 

And when the funeral flames began to rise. 
Receive, she said, a sister’s sacrMce : 290 

A mother’s bowels bum : Mgh m her hand, 
i Thus while she spoke, she held the fatal brand ; 
Then thrice before tiie kindled pile she bow’d. 
And the three Funes thiice invoked aloud : 

Come, come, revenging sisters, come and view ^ 
A sister paying her dead brothers’ due ; 

A crime I punish, and a crime commit ; 

But blood for blood, and death for death is fit : 
Great crimes must be with greater crimes repaid. 
And second funerals on the former laid. ^ 
Let the whole household in one ruin fidl. 

And may Diana’s curse o’ertake us all 
Shall fate to happy (Eneus still allow 
One son, while Thestius stands deprived of two 
Better three lost, than one unpunish’d go. 

Take then, dear ghosts, (while yet, admitted new 
In hell, you wait my duty) take your due , 

A costly offering on your tomb is laid. 

When with my blood the price of-yours is paid. 

Ah I whither am I huiTied? Ah ' forgive, 

Ye shades, and let your sister’s issue live ; 

A jother cannot give him death ; though he 
Deserves it, he deserves it not from me. 

Then shall the unpurdsh’d wretch insult the 
slain, 

Triumphant live 1 not only live, but reign ** 

While you, thin shades, the sport of winds are 
toss’d 

O’er dreary plains, or tread the burning coast 
I cannot, cannot bear ; ’tis past, ’tis done; 

Peiish this impious, this detested son ; 

Perish his sire, and perish I withal ; 

And let the house’s heir, and the hoped kingdom 
•fell. 

Where is the mother fled, her pious love. 

And where the pains vrith which ten months I 
strove I 

Ah ! hadst thou died, my son, in infant years, 

Thy little hearse had been bedew’d with tears. ^ 
Thou Hv’st by me ; to me thy breath resign ; 
Mine is the merit, the demeiit thine. 


Ver. 295. Oomef ame, reoertgvng sisters^ Ovid seems 
to imitate Catullus ; 

“ Quare, facta virom multantes vindice poenft 
Eumerddes, quibus angiiineo redimita capillo, 

Frons expirantis prseportat pectoris iras, 

Hues, hue adveutate, meas audlie querelas.” 

John 'Wabton, 

Ibid, €omt come,'] Here are six admirable lines. 

Dr. J, Wabton, 
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Thy life by double title I require ; 

Once given at bh'th, and once preserved from 
fire : 

One murder pay, or add one murder more, / 

And me to them who fell by thee restore. 

I would, but cannot : my son’s image stands 
Before my sight ; and now their angry hands 
My brothers hold, and vengeance these exacts 
This pleads compassion, and repents the fact. ^35 
He pleads in vain, and I pronounce his doom : 
My brothers, though rmjustiy, shall o’ercome. 

But having paid their injured ghosts their due. 
My son requires my death, and mine shall his 
pursue. 

At this for the last time she lifts her hand, 
Averts her eyes, and half unwilling drops the 
bi-and. 

The brand, amid the flammg fuel thrown. 

Or drew, or seem’d to draw, a dying groan ; 

The fires themselves but faintly lick’d their 
prey, 

Then loathed their impious food, and would have 
shrunk away. ^ 

Just then the hero cast a doleful cry. 

And in those absent flames began to fry: 

The blind contagion raged within his veins ; 

But he with manly patience bore bis pains ; 

He fear’d not fate, but only grieved to die ^ 
Without an honest wound, and by a death so 
dry. 

Happy Ancseus, thrice aloud he cried. 

With what becoming fate m arms he died ! 

Then call’d his brothers, sisters, sire, around. 

And her to whom his nuptial vows were bound; 
Perhaps his mother ; a long sigh he drew, ^ 
And his voice fadmg, took his last adieu : 

For as the flames augment, and as they stay 
At their full height, then languish to decay. 

They rise, and suik by fics; at last they soar ^ 
In one bright blaze, and then descend no more : 
Just so his inward heats, at height, impair, 

Till the last burning breath shoots out the soul 
in air. 

Now lofty Calydon in ruins lies ; 

All ages, all degree^ unsluice their eyes ; 

And heaven and earth resound wiih muimms, 
groans, and cries. 

Matrons and maidens beat their breasts, and 
tear 

Their habits, and root up tbeir scatter’d bair. 

The wretched father, father now no more. 

With sorrow suLk, lies prostrate on the floor, ^ 
Deforms his hoary locks with dust obscene, 

And curses age, and loathes a life prolong’d with 
pain. 

By steel her stubborn soul his mother freed, i 
And punish’d on herself her impious deed. 

Had I a himdred tongues, a wit so large ^ 
As could their hundr^ offices dischaige ; 

Had Phoebus all bis Helicon bestow’d. 

In all the streams inspiring all the god; 

Those tongues, that wit, those streams, that god 
in vain 

Would offer to describe his sisters’ pain : ; 

They beat thrir breasts with many a bruising ' 
blow, i 

Till they turn livid, and corrupt the snow. 

The corpse they cherish, while the corpse re- 
mains, 

And exercise and rub with friiitless pains ; 


And when to funeral flames ’tis home away, 3® 
They kiss the bed on which the body lay : 

And when those funeral flames no longer bum, 
(The dust composed withm a pious um) 

Ev’n in that um their brother they confess, 

And hug it in their arms, and to theic bosoms 
press. 

His tomb is raised ; then, stretch’d along the 
ground, 

Those hving monuments his tomb surround : 
Ev’n to his name, inscribed, their tears they 
pay, 

THl tears and kisses wear his name away. 

But Cynthia now had all her fury spent, ^ 
Not with less ruin, than a race, content ; 
Excepting Gorge, perish’d all the seed. 

And her whom Heaven for Hercules decreed. 
Satiate at last, no longer she pursued 
The weeping sisters; but with wings indued, ^ 
And homy beaks, and sent to flit in air; 

Who yearly round the tomb in feather’d flocks 
repair. 


BAUCIS AND PHILEMON. 

OUT OF THS EIGHTH BOOS OF 

OYID’S METAMORPHOSES. 

1 

The anthor, ptiTSuing tke deeds of Thesens, relates liow he, 
with Ms mend Pirithous, ware invited by Achelous, the 
nver god, to stay with him, till Ms» waters were abated. 
Achelous entertains them gyith a relation of his own love 
to Perimele, who was changed into an i-^Iand hy Xeptune, 
at his request. Pixlthous, being an atheist, dendes the 
legend, and denies the power of the ^ocis to wmk tZiat 
miracle. Lelez, another companion of Theseos, to con^ 
firm the story of Achelous, relates another metamor- 
phosis of Baucis and Philemon into trees; of which he 
was partly an eye-witness. 

Thus Achelous ends: his audience hear 
With admiration, and, admiring, fear 
The powers of heaven ; except Prion’s son. 

Who laugh’d at all the gods, believed in none ; 
He shook his impious head, and thus replies : ^ 

These legends are no mdre than pious lies : 

You attribute too much to heavenly sway. 

To think they give us forms, and take away. 

The rest, of better minds, their sense declared 
Against this doctrine, and with horror heard. “ 
Then Lelex rose, an old experienced man. 

And ^us vrith sober gravity began: 

Heaven’s power is incite: earth, air, and sea. 
The manrdacture mass, the making power obey : 
By proof to clear your doubt; in Phrygian 
ground 

Two neighb’ring trees, with walls encompass’d 
round. 

Stand on a moderate rise, with wonder shown, 
One a hard oak, a softer linden one : 

I saw the place and them, hy Pittheus sent 
To Phrygian realms, my grandsire’s govern- 
ment. * 

Not far from thence is seen a lakei, the haunt 
Of coots, and of the fishing cormorant: 

Here Jove with. Hermes came ; but in disguise 
Of mortal men conceal’d their deities : 
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One laid aside his thunder, one his rod ; ® 

And many toilsome steps together trod ; 

For harbour at'a thousand doors they ImocVd, 
Not one of aU the thousand but was lock'd. 

At last an hospitable house they found, 

An homely ^ed ; the roof, not far from ground, 
Was thatch'd with reeds and straw together 
bound. ^ 

There Baucis and Philemon lived, and there 
Had lived long married, and a happy pair : 

Now old in love ; though little was their store. 
Inured to want, their poverty they bore, ^ 
Nor aim’d at wealth, professing to be poor. 

For master or for sen'ant here to call. 

Was all alike, where only two were all 
Command was none, where equal love was paid. 
Or rather both commanded, both obey’d. 

From lofty roofs the gods repulsed before. 
Now stooping, enter’d through the little door ; 
The man (their hearty welcome first express’d) 

A common settle drew for either guest, 

Inviting each his weary limbs to rest. ^ 

But ere they sat, officious Baucis lays 
j Two cushions stuff’d -with straw, the seat to raise; 
Coarse, but the best she had; then takes the 
load 

Of ashes from the hearth, and spreads abroad 
The living coals, and, lest they should expire, ^ 
With leaves and barks she feeds her infant fire : 
It smokes, and then with trembling breath she 
blows, 

Till in a cheerful blaze the flames arose. 

With brushwood and with chips she strengthens 
these. 

And adds at last the boughs of rotten treea ^ 
The ni-e thus form’d, she sets the kettle on, 

(Like burnish’d gold the little seether shone) 
Next took the coleworts which her husband got 
From his own ground (a small well-water’d spot) ; 
She stripp’d the stalks of all their leaves; the 
best 

She cull’d, and then with handy care she dress’d. 
High o’er the hearth a chine of bacon hung; 

GkK«i old Philemon seized it with a prong; 

And from the sooty rafter drew it down. 

Then cut a slice, but scarce enough for one : 

Yet a large portion of a little store. 

Which for their sakes alone he wish'd were more. 
This in the pot he plunged without delay. 

To tame the flesh, and drain the salt away. 

The time between, before the fire they sat, 

And ^orten’d the delay by pleasing chat 
A beam there was, on which a beechen pail 
Hung by the handle, on a driven nail ; 

This fill’d with water, gently warm’d, they set 
Before their guests; in tins they bathed their 
feet, 75 

And after with clean towels dried their sweat 
This done, the host produced tixe genial bed; 

! Sallow the foot, the borders, and tiie stead. 

Which with no costly coverlet they spr^ ; 

But coarse old garments, yet such robes as these 
They Imd alone, at feasts, on holidays. si 

The good old housewife, tucking up her gown, 

The table sets ; the invited gods lie down. 

The tnvet-tabie of a foot was lame, 

A blot which prudent Baucis overcame, 

Who thrust beneath the limping leg a sherd. 

So was the mended board exactly J^aPd : 

Tlien nibb’d it o’er with newly gather’d mint j 


A wholesome herb, that breathed a gratefiil scent. 
Pallas began the jfeast, where first was seen 
The parfcy-colour’d olive, black and green ; 
Autmnnal cornels next in order served. 

In lees of wine well pickled and preserved : 

A garden salad was flie third supply, 

Of endivej, radishes, and succory : ^ 

Then cur^ and cream, the flower of country fere, 
And new-lMd eggs, which Baucis’ busy care 
Turn’d by a gentle fire, and roasted rara 
All these in earthenware were served to board ; 
And, next in place, an earthen pitcher, stored 
With liquor of the best the cottage could afford. 
This was the table’s ornament and pride, 

With figures wrought : like pages at his side 
Stood beechen bowls; and these were shining clam, 
Yamish’d with wax without, and lined within. 

By this the boiling kettle had prepared. 

And to the table sent the smoking lard ; 

On which with eager appetite they dine, 

A savoury bit, that served to relish wine ; 

Iffie wine itself was suiting to the rest, 

Still working in the must, and lately press'd. 

The second course succeeds like that before ; 
Plums, apples, nuts, and, of their wintry store, 
Dry figs and grapes, and wrinkled dates were set 
In camstei's; to enlarge the little treat : 

All these a milk-white honeycomb surround, 
Which in the midst the country banquet crown’d. 
But the kind hosts their entertainment grace 
With hearty welcome, and an open fece ; 

In all they did, you might discern with ease ^ 
A willing mind, and a desire to please. 

Meantime the beechen bowls went roimd, and 
still. 

Though often emptied, were observed to fill, 

JiU'd without hands, and of their own accord 
Ran without feet, and danced about the board. ^ 
Devotion seized the pair, to see the feast 
With wine, and of no common grape, increased ; 

A »d up they held their hands, and fell to prayer. 
Excusing, as they could, their country fere. 

One goose they had (’twas all they could allow) 

A wakeful sentry, and on duty now, 

Whom to the gods for sacrifice they vow : 

Her, with malicious zeal, the couple view’d ,* 

She ran for life, and, limping; they pursued : 

Pull well the fowl perceived their bad mtent, ^ 
And would not make her master’s compliment ; 
But, persecuted, to the powers she flies. 

And close between the legs of Jove she lies. 

He, with a gracious ear, the suppliant heard, ^ 
And saved her life ; then what he was declared. 
And own’d the god. The neighbourhood, said he. 
Shall justly pei& for impiety : 

You stand alone exempted ; but obey 
With speed, and follow where we lead the way : 
Leave these accursed; and to the mountain’s 
height 

Ascend; nor once look backward in your flight. 

They hast^ and what their tardy feet denied. 
The trusty staff (their better leg) supplied. 

An arrow’s flight they wanted to the top. 

And there secure, but spent with travel, stop ; ^ 
Then turn their now no more forbidden eyes ; 

Lost in a lake the floated level lies : 

A watery desert covei-s all the plains, 

Their cot alone, as in an isle remains : 

Wondering with peeping eye^ while they deplore 
Their neighbours’ fate, and country now no more, 
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Thwr little shed, scarce l^e enough for two, 
Seems^ &om the ground increased, in height and 
bulk to grow. 

A stately temple shoots within the sides : 

The crotchets of their cot in columns nse ; 

The pavement polish’d marble they behold. 

The gates with sculpture graced, the spires and 
tiles of gold. 

Then thus the sire of gods, with looks serene, 
Speak thy desire, thou only just of men ; 

^d thou, 0 woman, only worthy found 
To be with such a man in marriage bound. 

Awhile they whisper ; then, to Jove address’d, 
Philemon thus prefers their joint request : 

We crave to serve before your sacred shrine, 

And offer at your altars rites di\dne ; ^ 

And since not any action of our life 
Has been polluted with domestic stiife. 

We beg one hour of death ; that neither she 
With widow’s tears may live to buiy me. 

Nor weeping I, with wither’d arms, may bear 
My breathless Baucis to the sepulchre. 

The godheads sign their suit. They run their 
race 

In the same tenor all the appointed space ; 

Then, when their hour was come, while they 
relate 

These past adventures at the temple-gate, ^ 
Old Baucis is by old Philemon seen 
Sprouting with sudden leaves of sprightly green : 
Old Baucis look'd where old PhHemou stood. 

And saw his lengthen'd arms a sprouting wc^ : 
New roots their fijsten’d feet be^ to bind, ^ 
Their bodies stiffen in a rising lind : 

Then, ere the bark above their shoulders grew. 
They give and take at once their last adieu ; 

At once, Farewell, oh faithful spouse, they said ; 
At once the encroaching rinds their dosiiig lips 
invade. ^ 

Ev’n yet, an ancient Tymsem shows 
A spreadmg oak, that near a linden grows ; 

The neighbourhood confirm the pro^gy. 

Grave men, not vain of tongue, or like to lie. 

I saw myself the garlands on their boughs, ^ 

And tablets hung for gifts of g^ted vows ; 

And offering firedior up, with pious prayer. 

The good, said I, are God’s peculiar care, 

And such as honour Heaven shall heavenly honour 
share. 


THE 

FABLE OF IPHIS AND lANTHE. 

rsOM THE HINTH BOOE OF 

OVID’S JttETAMOEPHOSES. 

f— 

The fame of this, perhaps, through Crete had 
flown j 

But Crete had newer wonders of her own. 

In Iphis changed ; fbr near the Gnossian bound% 
(As loud report the miracle resounds) 

At Phsestus dwelt a man of honest blood, * 
But meanly bom, and not so rich as good ; 
Esteem’d and loved by all the neighbourhood : 


Who to his wife, before the time assign’d 
For childbirth came, thus bluntly spoke his mind : 
If Heaven, said Lygdus, will vouchee to hear, 

I have but two petitions to prefer ; 

Short pains for thee, for me a son and heir. 

Girls cost as many throes in bringing forth ; 
Beside, when bom, the tits are little worth ; 

Weak puling things;, unable to sustain 
Their share of labour, and their bread to gain. 

If, therefore, thou a creature shalt produce, 

I Of so gr^t charges, and so little use, 

(Bear witness, Heaven, with what reluctancy) 

Her hapless innocence I doom to die. ** 

He saiA and. tears the common grief display. 

Of him who hade, and her who must obey. 

Yet Teiethusa still persists, to find 
Fit arguments to move a fether’s mind ; 

To esitend his wishes to a laiger scope, 

And in one vessel not confine his hope. 

Lygdus continues hard : her time drew near. 

And she her heavy load could scarcely bear ; 
i When slumbering, in the latter shades of night. 
Before the approaches of returning light, ^ 
She saw, or thought she saw, before her bed, 

A glorious train, and Isis at their head : 

Her moony horns were on her forehead placed. 
And yellow sheaves her shining temples graced : 

A mitre, for a crown, she wore on high ; ® 

The dog and dappled hull were waiting by ; 

Osiris, sought along the banks of Nile , 

The silent god ; the sacred crocodile ; 

And, last, a long procession moving on. 

With timbrels, that assist the labouring moon. ^ 
Her slumbers seem’d dispell’d, and, broad awake. 
She heard a voice that thus dfetinctly spake : 

My votary, thy babe from death defend. 

Nor fear to save whate’er the gods will send 
Delude with art thy husband’s dire decree : • 

When danger call^ repose thy trust on me; 

And know thou ha^ not served a thankless deity. 
This promise mad^ with ni^t the goddess fled : 
With joy the woman wake% and leaves her bed : 
Devoutly lifts her spotless hands on bi^ ^ 
And prays the Powers their gift to ratify. 

Now grinding pains proce^ to bearing throes. 
Till its own weight the burden did disdose. 

’Twas of the beauteous kind, and brought to light 
secrecy, to shun the &ther’s sight. ^ 

The indulgent mother did her care employ. 

And pass’d it on her husband for a boy. 

The nurse was conscious of the &ct alone : 

The fikther paid his vows as for a son ; 

And call’d him Iphis, by a common name, 

Whicb either sex wi^ equal right may claim. 
Iphis his grandsire was : the wife was pleased. 

Of half the firaud by fortune’s favour eased : 

The doubtful name was used without deceit, 

And truth was cover’d with a pious cheat. ® 
The habit- show’d a boy, the b^uteous face 
With manly fierceness mingled female grace. 

Now thirteen years of age were swiftly run. 
When the fond ftther thought the time drew on 
Of settling in the world his only son. ^ 

lanthe was his choice ; so wondrous feir. 

Her form alone with Iphis could compare : 

A neighbour’s daughter of his own degree^ 

And not more bless’d with Fortune’s goodsthanhe, 
j They soon e^oused : for tiiey witii ease were 
1 join’d, ^ ^ 

; Who were before contracted in the mind. 
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Their age the same, their inclinations too ; 

And bred together in one school they grew. 

Thus, fatally disposed to mutual fire^ 

They felt, before they knew, the same desires. 
Equ£d their flame, unequal was their care : 

One loved with hope, one languish’d in despair. 
The maid accused the lingering days alone : 

For whom she thought a man, she thought her 
own. 

But Iphis bends beneath a greater grief : 

As fiercely biirus, but hopes for no relief 
E’en her despair adds fuel to her fire : 

A maid -with madness does a maid desire. 

And, scarce refraining tears, Alas ! said she, 

What issue of my love remains for me ! ^ 

How wild a passion works within my breast 1 
With what prodigious flames am I possess’d ! 
Could I the care of Providence deserve. 

Heaven must destroy me, if it would preserve. 
And that ’s my fate, or sure it would have sent ^ 
Some usual evil for my punishment : 

Not this unkindly curse ; to rage and bum, 
Where Nature shows no prospect of return. 

Nor cows for cows consume with firuitless fire : 
Nor mares, when hot, their fellow-mares desire : 
The father of the fold supplies his ewes ; 

The stag through secret woods his hind pursues ; 
And birds for mates the males of their own species 
choose. 

Her females nature guards fr-om female flame. 
And joins two sexes to preserve the game : 

Would I were nothing, or not what I am ! 

Crete, femed for monsters, wanted of her store. 
Till my new love produced one monster more. 
The daughter of the Sun a bull desired. 

And yet e’en then a male a female fired : ^ 

Her passion was extravagantly new : 

But mine is mucli the madder of the two. 

To things impossible she was not bent. 

But found the means to compass her intent. 

Tq cheat his eyes she took a different shape ; 

Yet still she gam’d a lover, and a leap. 

Should all the wit of all the world conspire. 
Should Daedalus assist my wild desire, 

What art can make me able to enjoy, 

Or what can change lanthe to a boyl ^ 

Extinguirii then Ihy passion, hopeless maid. 

And re-collect thy reason for thy aid ; 

Enow what thou art^ and love as maidens 
ought. 

And drive these golden wishes from thy thought. 
Thou canst not hope thy fond desires to gain ; ^ 
"Wliere hope is wanting^ wishes are in vain. 

And yet no guards against our joys conspire ; 

No j^ouB husband hinders our desire : 

34y parents are propitious to my w^h, 

And she herself consenting to lie bliss, ^ 

All things concur to prosper our design : 

Ail things to prosper any love but mine. 

And yet I never can enjoy the fair : 

’Tis past the power of Heaven to grant my 
prayer. 

Heaven has been kind, as far as Heaven can be ; ^ 
Our parents with oui* own desires agree ; 

But Nature, stronger than the gods abov^ 

Refuses her assistauce to my love ; 

She sets the bar that causes all my pain ; 

One gift refused makes all their bounty vain, 

And now the happy day is just at hand, 

To bmd our hearts in Hymen’s holy band : 


Our hearts, hut not our bodies : thus accursed, 

In midst of water I complain of thirst 
Why com’st thou, Juno, to these haxi'en rites, ’ 
To bless a bed defrauded of delights 
And why should Hymen lift his torch on high, 
To see two brides in cold embraces he ? 

Thus love-sick Iphis her vam passion mourns 
With equal ardour fair lanthe bums, ^ 

Invoking Hymen’s name, and Juno’s power, 

To speed the work, and haste the happy hour. 

She hopes, while Telethusa fears ihe day, 

And strives to interpose some new delay : 

Now feigns a sickness, now is in a fright ^ 
For this bad omen, or that boding sight. 

But having done whate’er she could devise, 

And empfred all her magazine of lies, 

The time approach’d, the next ensuing day 
The fatal secret must to light betray. 

Then Telethusa had recourse to prayer, 

She and her daughter with dishevell’d hair ; 
Trembling with fear, great Isis they adored, 
Embraced her altar, and her aid implored : 

Fair queen, who dost on fruitful Egypt smile, 
Who sway'st the sceptre of the Pharian isle, 

And sevenfold falls of disemboguing Nile ; 
Relieve, in this our last distress she said, 

A suppliant mother, and a mournful maid. 

Thou, goddess, thou wert present to my sight ; 
Reved’d I saw thee by thy own fair light : 

I saw thee in my dream, as now I see. 

With all thy marks of awful majesty : 

The glorious train that compass’d thee around ; 
And heard the hollow timbrel’s holy sound. 

Thy words I noted, which I still retain ; 

Let not thy sacred oracles be vain. 

That Iphis lives, that I myself am free 
From shame, and punishment, I owe to thee. 

On thy protection all our hopes depend : 

Thy counsel saved us, let thy power defend. 

Her tears pursued her words, and while she 
spoke. 

The goddess nodded, and her altar shook : 

The temple doors, as with a blast of wind, 

I Were heard to clap ; the lunar horns, that bind 
I The brows of Isis, cast a blaze around ; ^ 

The trembling timbrel made a murmurir g sound. 

Some hopes these happy omens did impart; 
Forth went the mother with a beating heart, 

Not much in fear, nor fully satisfied ; 

But Iphis follow’d with a larger stride : 

The whiteness of her skin forsook her face : 

Her looks embolden’d with an awful grace : 

Her features and her strength together grew. 
And her long hair to curling locks withdrew. 

Her sparkhng eyes with manly vigour shone ; 

Big was her voice, audacious was her tone. 

The latent parts, at length reveal’d, began 
To shoot, and spread, and burnish into man. 

The maid becomes a youth ; no more delay 
Your vows, but look, and confidently pay. 

Their gife the parents to the temple bear : 

The votive tables this inscription wear : 

Iphis, the man, has to the goddess paid 
The vows that Iphis offer’d when a maid. ^ 
Now when the star of day had shown his face, 
Venus and Juno with their presence grace 
•The nuptial rites, and Hymen from above 
Descended to complete their happy love ; 

The gods of marriage lend their mutual aid, 

And the w’arm youth enjoys the lovely maid. 


PYGiLAilOX AYB THE STATUE. 


PYGMALION AND THE STxVTUE. 

FE03I THE TENTH BOOK OF 

OYTD’S METAHOEPHOSES. 


Tho PropoBtides, for their impudent behaviour, being 
turned into stone by Venus, Pygmalion, piiiue of Cypxur>, 
detested all women for their Like, and xesolvod never to 
many. He falls in love with a statue of his own 
making, winch is changed into a maid, whom he inairie'-. 
One ot his descendants is Ginyras, the lather of Alj'nlia : 
the daughter incestuously loves her own father, fur 
which she is changed into a tree which hears her n ime. 
These two stones immediately follow each other, aud are 
admirably well connected. 

Ptgmaltojt loathing their lascivious life, 

Abhorr’d all womankind, but most a wife : 

So single chose to live, and shunn’d to wed. 

Well pleased to want a consoii; of his bed : 

Yet fearing idleness, the nurse of ill, ® 

In sculpture exercised his happy skill ; 

And carved in ivory such a maid, so fair. 

As nature could not with his art compare. 

Were she to work ; but in her own defence, 

Must take her pattern here, and copy hence. 
Pleased with his idol, he commends, admires. 
Adores ; and last, the thing adored desires. 

A very vii^ in her face was seen, 

And, had ie moved, a living maid had been : 
One would have thought she could have stirr’d ; 

but strove ^ 

With modesty, and was ashamed to move. 

Art, hid with art, so well perform’d the cheat, 

It caught the carver with his own deceit ; 

He knows ’tis madness, yet he must adore, 

And still the more he knows it, loves the more : ® 
The flesh, dr what so seems, he touches oft, 
Which feels so smooth, that he believes it soft. 
Fired with this thought, at once he strain’d the 
breast, 

And on the lips a burning kiss impress’d. 

Tis true, the harden’d breast resists the gripe, ^ 
And the cold lips return a kiss unripe : 

But when, retiring back, he look’d again. 

To think it ivory was a thought too mean : * 

So would believe she kiss’d, and courcing more, 
Again embraced her naked body o’er ; 

And straining bard the statue, was aft^d 
His hands had made a dint, and hurt the maid ; 
Explored her, limb by limb, and fear’d to find 
So rude a gripe had left a livid mark behind : 
With flattery now he seeks her mind to move. ^ 
And now with gifts, the powerful bribes of love : 
He ftimislies her closet first ,* and fills 
The crowded dielves with rarities of shells : 

Adds orient pearls, which ftom the conchs he drew. 
And ail the sparkling stones of various hue : ^ 

And parrots, imitating human tongue. 

And singing-birds in ^ver cages hung ; 


And every fragi*a:.t -U‘v. i,., x 1 1 r.c^n. 

Were soned well, with Lm.p- u: 
between : 

Ihch, fashionable roLc'? he:* per 'n tle.'n 
Pendents her ears, and po. a.Ui'n her nock . 

Her taper’d fingers too v.ith rmgs are 
And an embroider’d zone suiTcunds Lcr b-endor ‘ 
waist 

Thus like a queen array’d, so richly clrcii u, 
Beauteous she show’d,but naked sho^r'd thcLcsn^ 
Then ftom the floor, he raised a rcval bed, • 

With coveiings of Sidonian purple ..]>reid : ! 

The solemn ntes periorm’d, he calls her hrid-, | 
AVith blandishments inwtes her to his 
And as she were with vital sense possess’d, * 

Her head did on a plumy j ihew re-t j 

The feast of Venus came, a solemn day, j 

To which the Cypnots due devotion pay ; i 

AVith gilded horns the milk-white heifei-s led, | 
Slaughter'd before the sacred altars, bled : “ 1 

Pygmalion offering, first approach’d the shrine, 

Arid then with prayers implored the powers di’^'ine : 
Almighty gods, if all we moitals want. 

If all we can requii*e, be yours to gnmfc ; I 

Make this fiir statue mine, he would have said, 

But changed his words far shame, and only pi*ay’d. 
Give me the likeness of my ivoiy maid. 

The golden goddess, present at the prayer, 

ATell knew he meant the inanimated fair, 

And gave the sign of granting his desire ; ' 

For thrice in cheerful flames ascends the fire. | 

The youth, returning to his mistress, hies, | 

And,' impudent in hope, with ardent eyes. 

And beating brea^ by the dear statue' lies. ; 

He kisses her white lips, renews the bhss, ^ 
And looks and thinks they redden at the kiss: 

He thought them warm before; nor longer stays, 
But next his hand on her hard bosom lays: 

Hard as it was, b^inning to relent, 

It seem’d the breast beneath his fingers bent ; 

He felt again, his fingers made a print, 

’Twas fierii, but flesh so firm, it rose against the 
dint 

The pleasing task he fails not to renew : 

Soft, and more soft at every touch it grew : 

Like pliant wax, when chafing hands reduce ® 
The former mass to form, and fiume to use. 

He would believe, but yet is still in pain. 

And tries his argument of sense again. 

Presses the pulse, and feels the leaping vein- 
Convinced, o’eijoy’d, his studied thanks and praise, 

To her who made the miracle, he pays : 

Then lips to lips he join’d; now freed fi^am fear. 

He found the favour of the kiss ©ncerc : 

At this the waken’d image oped her eyes. 

And view’d at once the fight and lover, wi& 
surprise. ^ 

The goddess present at the match she madei, 

So bless’d the bed, such fruitfulness convey’d, 

That ere ten moons bad sharpen’d either horn, 

To crown their bliss, a lovely boy was bom ; 

Paphos his name, who, grown to manhood, wall’d 
The city Paphosj, the founder call’d* 


CnmiAS AND MYERHA. 


CIXYRAS AXD MYRRHA. 


OUT or THE TENTH EOOK OF 


UYID^S iilETAMORPHOSES. 


There needs no connection of this stoir with the former; 
for tlie heginning of this immecl’ately follows the end of 
the la«t : the leader is only to tafce notice, that Orpheus, 
who relates both, was by birth a Thracian: and his 
c»''untTy far distant fi'oin Cypi us, v, here ^lyrrha was horn, 
and from Arabi.i, whither she fled. You will see the 
reason of this note, suon after the first lines of this fahle. 

Nor him alone produced the fiuitfiil queen; 

But Cinyins, who hire his sire had been 
A happy prince, had he not been a sire. 

Daughters and fitlicrs from my song retire: 

I sing of hoiTor ; and, could I prevail, ® 

You should noc hear, or not believe my tale. 

Yet if the pleasure of my song be such. 

That you will hetm and credit me too much, 
Attentive listen to the last event. 

And With the sin bebovo the punishment : “ 

Since nature could behold so dire a crime, 

I 'jratulato at least my native clime, 

That such a land, winch such a mon'^ter bore, 

So f,ir is distant from our Thracian shore. 

Let AriXhy extol her happy coa'',t, 

Her cinnamon and sweet amomum boa=t, 

Em* fragrant flowei*s, her trees ^ritli precious tears. 
Her second harvest, and her double years; 
blow can the land be call'd so bleas’d that ^yrrha 
bears ^ 

Not all her o-loroiis tears can cleanse her crime, 
Her jflant alone defunns the happy clime : 

Cupid denies to have infiamed thy heart, 

D:sot\xs thy love, and -vindicates his dai*t ; 

Some fury gave thee those infernal pairxS, 

And shot her venom’d vipers in thy veins. ^ 
To hate thy sire, had merited a curse : 

But such an impious love deserved a wci-se. 

The neighbouring monarchs, by thy beauty led. 
Contend in crowds, ambitious of thy bed : 

The -world is at thy choice, except hut one, ^ 
Except but him, thou can^ not choose, alone. 

She knew it too, the miserable maid. 

Ere impious love her better thoughts betray’d. 
And thus within her secret soul said : 

Ah, Myrrha I whither would thy wishes tend? 

Ye gods, ye sacred laws, my soul defend 
From such a crime as all mankind detest. 

And never lodged before in human breast I 
But is it sin ? Or makes my mind alone 
The imagined sin ] For nature makes it nona 
YTiat tyrant then these envious laws began. 

Made not for any other beast but man ! 

The father-bull his daughter may bestride. 

The horse may moke his mother-mare a bride; 
What piety forbids the lusiy ram, ^ 

Or more Sidacious goat, to rut their dam 1 
The ben is free to wed her chick she borei, 

And make a husband, whom she hatch’d before 
All creatures else ai*e of a happier kmd, 

Whom nor ill-natured laws firom pleasure bind, ^ 
Nor thoughts of sin disturb their peace of mind. 
But man a slave of his own making lives ; 

The fool denies himself wliat nature glve« : 


Too busy senates, with an over-eaxe 

To make us better than our kind can bear, ® 

Have dash’d a spice of en-vy in the laws, 

And, straimng up too Mgh, have spoil’d the 
cause. 

Yet some -wise nations break their cruel chains, 
And o-wn no laws, but those which love ordams ; 
Where happy daughters -with their sires are join’d, 
And pietj' is doubly paid in kind. 

Oh that I had been bom in such a clime. 

Not here, where ’tis the country makes the crime f 
But whither would my impious fancy stray ] 
Hence hopes, and ye forbidden thoughts, away ! ^ 
His worth deserves to kindle my desires, 

But -with the love that daughter bear to sires. 
Then had not Cinyras my father been, 

What hinder’d Myrrha’s hopes to be his queen 
But the perverseness of my fate is such, ^ 

That he ’s not mine, because he ’s mine too much: 
Our kindred-blood debars a better tie : 

He might be nearer, were he not so nigh. 

Eyes and then* objects never must unite, 

Some distance is required to help the sight : ^ 

Fam would I travel to some foreign shoi’e, 

Never to see my native country more, 

So might I to myself myself restore; 

So might my mind these impious thoughts remove. 
And ceasing to behold, might cease to love. 

But stay I must, to feed my famish’d sight, 

To talk, to kiss ; and more, if more I might : 
More, impious maid! What more canst thou 
design 1 

To make a monstrous mixture in thy line, 

And break all statutes human and divine ? ® 

' Canst thou be call’d (to save thy -wretched life) 
Thy mother’s rival, and thy father’s wife ^ 
Confound so many sacrod names in one, 

Thy brother's mother ! sister to thy son I 
And fear’st thou not to see the infernal bands, ^ 
Their heads -with snakes, -vrith torches arm’d their 
hand.<. 

Full at thy face the avenging brands to bear. 

And shake the sei’pents from their hissing hair ? 
But thou in time the increasing ill control, 

Nor first debauch the body by the soul ; ^ 

Secure the sacred quiet of thy mind, 

And keep the sanctions nature has design’d. 
Suppose I should attempt, the attempt were vain ; 
No thoughts like mine his sinless soul profane : 
Observant of the right ; and oh, that he 
Could cure my madness, or be mad like me ! 

Thus she ; but Cinyras, who daily sees 
A crowd of noble suitors at his knees, 

Among so many, knew not whom to choose, 
Irresolute to grant, or to refuse. 

But having told their names, inquired of her, 

WTio pleased her best, and whom she would 
prefer ? 

The blushing maid stood silent with surpi*ise. 

And on her fixther fix’d her ardent eyes, 

And looking sigh’d ; and as she sigh’d, began 
Round tears to sheA that scalded as they ran. 

The tender sire, who saw her blush and cry. 
Ascribed it all to maiden modesty ; 

And dried the falling drops, and yet more kind, 
He stroked her cheeks, and holy kisses join’d : 

She felt a secret venom fire her blood. 

And found more pleasure than a daughter should 

And, ask’d again, what lover of the crew 

She liked the best ; she answer’d. One like you. 
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Mistaking wliat she meant, her pious will ^ 
He piuised, and hade her so continue still : 

The word of Pious heard, she blush’d with shame 
Of secret guilt, and could not bear the name 
’Twas now the mid of night, when slumbers 
close 

Our eyes, and soothe our cares with soft repose ; 
But no repose could wretched Myrrha find, 

Her body rolhng, as she roll’d her mind : 

Mad with desire, she luminates her sm. 

And wishes all her wishes o’er agam : 

Now she despairs, and now resolves to try ; 

Would not, and would again, she knows not 
why; 

Stops, and returns, makes and retracts the vow ; 
Fam would begin, but understands not how : 

As when a pine is hewn upon the plains. 

And the last mortal stroke alone remains, 
Labouring in pangs of death, and tlireatening all. 
This way and that she nods, considering where to 
fall: 

So Myrrha’s mind, impell’d on either side, 

Takes every bent, but cannot long abide : 
Irresolute on which she should rely, 

At last unfix’d in all, is only fix’d to die : 

On that sad thought she rerts ; resolved on death. 
She rises, and prepares to choke her breath : 

Then while about the beam her zone she ties. 

Dear Cinyras, farewell, she softly cries ; 

For thee I die, and only wish to he 

Not hated, when thou know'st I die for thee : 

Pardon the crime, in pity to the cause : 

This said, about her neck the noose she draws. j 
The nuwe, who lay without, her faithful guard, 
Though not the words, the murmurs overheard, ( 
And sighs, and hollow sounds : surprised with 
flight, 

She starts, and leaves her bed, and springs a light: 
Unlocks the door, and entering out of breath. 

The dying saw, and instruments of death. ^ » 
She shrieks, she cuts the zone with trembling ' 
haste. 

And in her arms her fainting charge embraced : 
Next (for she now had leisure for her tears) 

She weeping ask’d, in these her blooming years, ; 
\'\Tiat unforeseen misfortune caused her care, 

To loathe her life, and languish m despair * 

The maid, with downcast eyes, and mute with 
grief. 

For death unfinish’d, and ill-timod relief 
Stood sullen to her suit : the beldame press'd 
The more to know, and bared her wither’d breast ; 
Adjured her, by the kindly food she drew 
From those dry founts, her secret ill to show. 

Sad Myrrha sigh’d, and turn’d her eyes aside : 

The nurse still urged, and would not be denied : 
Nor only promised secret ; but pray’d 
She might have leave to give her offer'd aid. 

Qood mil, she said, my want of strength supplier 
And diligence shall give what age denies : 
if strong desires thy mind to fury move, 

With charms and med’eines I can cure thy love : 

If envious eyes their hurtful rays have cast, 

More powerful verse shall free thee from the blast : 
If Heaven offended sends thee this disease, 
Offended Heaven with prayers we can/appease. 
What then remains, that can these cares procure ? 
Thy house is flourishing, thy fortune sure : 

Thy careful mother yet m health survives, 

; And, to thy comfort, thy kind father lives. 


The virgin started at her father’s name, 

And sigh’d profoundly, conscious of the shame ; 
Nor yet the nui*se her impious love divined: ^^6 
But yet siumused, that love disturb’d her mmd : 
Thus thinkmg, she pursued her point, and laid 
And lull’d within her lap the mourmng maid ; 
Then softly soothed her thus: I guess your 
grief: 

You love, my child ; your love shall find relief 
My long experienced age shall he your guide ; 
Rely on that, and lay distrust aside : 

No breath of air shall on the secret blow, 

Nor shall (what most you fear) jour father 
know. 

Struck once again, as with a thunder-clap, ^ 
The guilfy viigm bounded from her lap. 

And threw her body prostrate on the bed. 

And, to conceal her blushes, hid her head : 

There silent lay, and warn’d her with her hand 
To go : but she received not the command ; ^ 

Remaining still importunate to know : 

Then Myrrha thus : Or ask no more, or go : i 

I pr’ythee go, or staying spare my shame ; 

\Vliat thou would’st hear, is impious ev'n to 
name. 

At this, on high the beldame holds her hands, 

And trembling, both with age and terror, 
stands; 

Adjures, and falling at her feet entreats, 

Soothes her with, blandishments, and frights with 
threats, 

To tell the crime intended, or disclose ^ 

What part of it she knew, if she no farther 
knows: 

And last, if conscious to her counsel made, 
Confirms anew the promise of her aid- 
Now Myrrha raised her head; but soon op- 
press’d 

With shame, reclined it on her nurse’s breast; 
Bathed it with tears, and strove to have confess’d; 
Twice she began, and stopp’d ; again she tried ; 

The Altering tongue its office still demed ; 

At last her veil before her fiice she spread, 

Amd drew a long preluding sigh, and said, 

O happy mother, in thy marriage-bed 1 
Then groan’d, and cea^; the good old woman 
shook, 

Stiff were her eyes, and ghastly was her look : 

Her hoary hair upright with horror stood. 

Made (to her grief) more knowing than she 
would: ^ =» 

Much die reproach’d, and many things she said. 

To cure the madness of the unhappy maid : 

In vain : for Myrrha stood convict of ill ; 

Her reason vanquish’d, but unchanged her will ; 
Perverse of mind, unable to reply, ^ ^ 

She stood r^olved or to possess, or die. 

At length the fondness of a nurse prevail’d 
Against her better sense, and virtue fidi’d ; 

Enjoy, my child, since such is thy desir^ 

Thy love, she said ; die durst not say, thy sire. ^ 
Live, though unhappy, live on any terms : 

Then with a second oath her fidth confirms. 

The solemn feast of Geres now was near. 

When long white linen stoles the raatrons 
wear; 

Rank’d m procession walk the pious train, _ 
Offering first-fruits, and spikes of yellow grain : 

For nine long nights the nuptial bed they shmv 
And, sanctif^hig harvest, Ke alone. 
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Mix’d wit'll tho crowd, the queen forsook her 

And Ceres’ power with secret rites adored : 

The royal couch now vacant for a time, 

The ciifty crone, officious in her crime. 

The cursed occasion took : the king she found 
TUfiy with wine, and deep in pleasure drown’d. 
Prepared for love : the beldame blew the flam e, 
Confess’d the passion, but conceal’d the name. 
Her form she praised; the monarch ask’d her 
years. 

And she replied, the same that Myrrha bears. 
Wine and commended beauty fired his thought ; 
Impatient, he commands her to be brought. ^ 
Pleased with her chaige perform’d, she hies her 
home, 

And gratnlates the nymph, the task was ove 3 > 
come, 

Myrrha was joy’d the welcome news to hear ; 

Buk clpgg’d with guilt, the joy was insincere : 

So various, so discordant is the mind, ^ 

That in our will, a different will we ^d. 
m she presaged, and yet pursued her lust ; 

For guilty pleasures give a double gust. 

*Twas depth of night ; Arctophylax had driven 
His lazy wain half round the northern heaven, ^ 
When Myrrha hasten’d to the crime desired ; 

The moon beheld her first, and first retired ; 

The stars amazed ran backward from the sight, 
And, shrunk within their sockets, lost their light. 
Icarins first withdraws his holy flame : 270 

The Yiigin sign, in heaven the Second name, 
Slides down the belt, and from her station flies, 
And night with sable clouds involves the skies. 
Bold Myrrha still pursues her black intent : 

She stumbled thrice, (an omen of the event ;) 
Thrice shriek’d the funeral owl, yet on she went, 
Secure of shame, because secure of sight ; 

Erin bashful sins are impudent by night. 

Link’d hand in hand, the accomplice and the 
dame, 

Their way exploring, to the chamber came : ^ 

The door was ope, they blindly grope their way. 
Where dark in bed the expecting monarch lay : 
Thus fiar her courage held, but here forsakes; 

Her faint knees knock at every step she makes. 
The nearer to her crime, the more within ^ 
^0 feels remorse, and horror of her sin : 

Repents too late her criminal desire. 

And widies, that unknown she could retire. 

Her lingering thus, the nurse (who fear’d delay 
The fatal secret might at length betray) 290 
Poll'd forward, to complete &e work begun, 

And said to Cinyras, Receive thy own : 

Thus saying, she deliverid kind to idn^ 
Accursed, and their devoted bodies join’d. 

The sire, unknowing of the crime, admits 295 
His bowels, and profanes the hallow’d sheets. 

He found she trembled, but believed die strove, 
W’ith maiden modesty, against her love ; 

And sought with flatt^ing words vain fimdes to 
remove. 

Perhaps he said, My danghter, cease thy fears, 
(Because the title suited with her years ;) 

And, Father, she might whisper him again. 

That names might not be wanting to the sin. 

Full of her s^, she left the incestuous bed, 

And carried in her womb the crime she bred ; ^ 
Another, and another night she came ; 

For frequent sin had left no sense of shame : 


Tin Cinyras desired to see her free, 

Whose body he had held in close embrace, 

And brought a taper ; the revealer, hght, 
Exposed both enme and criminal to sight : 

Grief, rage, amazement, could no speech afford, 
But from ihe sheath he di-ewthe avenging sword; 
The guilty fled : the benefit of night. 

That favour’d fii’st the sin, secured the flight. 
Long wandering through the spacious fields, she 
bent 

Her voyage to the Arabian continent; 

I Then pass’d the region which Panchasa join’d, 
And, flying, left the palmy plains behind. 

Ifine tunes the moon had mew’d her horns ; at 
length ^ 

With travel weary, unsupplied with strength. 
And with the burden of her womb oppress’d, 
Sabsean fields afford her needful rest : 

There, loathing life, and yet of death afraid. 

In anguish of her spirit, thus she pray’d : 

Te powers, if any so propitious are 
To accept my pemtence, and hear my prayer. 
Tour judgments, I confess, are justly sent : 

Great sins deserve as great a punishment : 

Yet since my life the living profane, ^ 
And since my death the happy dead will stain, 

A middle state your mercy may bestow, 

Betwixt the realms above, and those below : 

Some other form to wretched Myrrha give, 

‘N’or let her wholly die, nor whoUy hve. ^ 

The prayers of penitents are never vain : 

At least, she did her last request obtain ; 

For, while she spoke, the ground began to rise, 
And gather’d round her feet, her legs, and thighs : 
Her toes in roots descend, and, spreading wide, 

A firm foimdation for the trunk provide ; 

Her solid bones convert to solid wood, 

To pith her marrow, and to sap her blood : 

Her arms are boughs, her fingers change their 
kind, 

Her tender skin is harden’d into lind. ^ 

And now the rising tree her womb invests, 

How, shooting upwards still, invades her breasts, 
And shades the neck ; and, weary with delay, 

She sunk her head within, and met it half the way. 
And though with outward shape she lost her 
sens^ 

With hitter tears she wept her last offence ; 

And still she weeps, nor sheds her tears in vain ; 
For still the precious drops her name retain. 
Meantime the misbegotten infmt grows, 

And, ripe for birth, distends with deadly throes 
The swelling rind, with unavailing strife, ^ 
To leave the wooden womb, and pushes into life. 
The mother-tree, as if oppress’d with pain, 
Writhes here and there, to break the btirk, in 
vain; 

And, like a labouring woman, would have pray’d, 
But wants a voice to call Lucina’s aid ; 

The bending bole sends out a hollow sound, 

And trickling tears fall thicker on the ground. 
The mild Lucina came uncall’d, and stood 
Beside the struggling boughs, and heard the 
groaning wood : 365 

Then reach’d her midwife-hand, to speed the 
throes. 

And spoke the powerfol spells that babes to birth 
disclose. 

The hark divides, the living load to free. 

And safe delivers the convulsive tree- 
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The ready nymphs receive the crying child, 

And wash him in the tears the parent plant 
distill’d. 

They swathed him with their scarfs ; beneath him 
spread 

The ground with herbs; with roses raised hii 
head. 

The lovely babe was bom with every grace : 

Ev*n envy must have praised so fair a face : ^ 

Such was his form, as painters, when they show 
Their utmost art, on naked loves bestow : 

And that their arms no difference might betray. 
Give him a bow, or his from Cupid fc^e away. 
Time glides along, with undiseover’d haste, 

The future but a length behind the past : 

So swift are years ; the babe, whom just before 
His giundsire got, and whom his sister bore ; 

The drop, the thing which late the tree inclosed. 
And late the yawning bark to life exposed ; ^ss 
A babe, a boy, a beauteous youth appears ; 

And lovelier than himself at riper years. 

Now to the queen of love he gave desires. 

And, with her pains, revenged his mother’s fires. 


CEYX AND ALCYOKK 

OUT OF THE BLEVE2TTH BOOK OF 

OVID’S METAMORPHOSES. 


COXNECnOX OF THIS FABLE WITH THE FOBStEE. 

Oeyx, the son of Lucifer (the morning star) and Mng of 
Tiacliin, in Thessaly, was married to Alcyone, daughter 
to iEoliis, god of the winds. Both the hnshand and the 
wife loved each other with an entire affection. Daedalion, 
the elder brother of (Jeys, whom he succeeded, having 
been tinned into a falconby Apollo, andChione, Daedalion s 
daughter, slam by Diana, Ceyx prepares a ship to sail 
to Claros, there to consult the oracle of Apollo, and (as 
Ovid seemh to intimate) to eng.uir8 how the an^r of die 
gods might be atoned. 

These piudigies affect the pious prince, 

But, more perplex’d with those that happen’d 
since. 

He purposes to seek the Clarion god, 

Avoiding Delphos, his more fam^ abode ; 

Since Phlegian robbers made unsafe the road. ® 
Yet could not he from her he loved so well, 

The fatal voyage, he resolved, conceal : 

But when she saw her lord prepared to part, 

A deadly cold ran shivering to her heart ; 

Her faded cheeks are changed to boxen hu^ ^ 
And in her eyes the tears are ever new : 

She thrice essay’d to speak ; her accents hung, 
And faltering died unfinish’d on her tongue. 

Or vanish’d into sighs : with long delay 
Her voice return’d ; and found ihe wonted way. ^ 
Tell me, my lord, said, what fruit unknown 
Thy once beloved Alcyone has done 1 
Whither, ah, whither is thy kindness gone ! 

, Can Cejx then sustain to leave his wife, 

* And unconcem’d forsake the sweets of life ? ® 

What can thy mind to this long journey move, 

Or need’st thou absence to renew thy love 1 
Yet, if thou goest by land, though grief possess 
My soul ev’n then, my fears will be the less. 

But ah ! bo warn’d to shun the watery way, ^ 
I The face is frightfiil of the stormy sea. 


For late I saw adrift disjointed planks. 

And empty tombs erected on the banks. 

Nor let false hopes to trust betray thy mind. 
Because my sire in caves constrams the wind, 

Can with a breath a clamorous rage appeasci, 

They fear his whistle, and forsake the seas; 

Not so, for, once indulged, they sweep the main. 
Deaf to the call, or, hearing, hear in vain ; 

But bent on mischief bear the waves before^ ^ 

And not content with seas insult the shore ; 
When ocean, air, and earth, at once engage. 

And rooted foreks fiy before their rage : 

At once the clashing clouds to battle mov^ 

And lightnings run across the fields above : ^ 
I know them well, and mark’d their rude comport, 
While yet a child, within my frther’s court ; 

In times of tempest they command alonei. 

And he but sits precarious on the throne : 

The more I know, the more my fears augment, ^ 
And fears are oft prophetic of Hie event. 

But if not fears, or reasons will prevail. 

If fate hftft fix’d thee obstinate to sail. 

Go not without thy wife, but let me bear 
My part of danger with an eqnal share, 

And present suffer what I only fear : 

Then o’er the bounding billows shall we fly. 
Secure to Hve together, or to die. 

These reasons moved her starlike husband’s heart, 
But still he held his purpose to depart : ** 

For as he loved her equM to his life, 

He would not to the seas expose his wife ; 

Nor could be wrought his voyage to refrain, 

But sought by arguments to soothe her pain ; 

Nor these avail’d ; at length he lights on one, ^ 
With which so difficult a cause he won : 

My love, so riiort an absence cease to feai^ 

For, by my father’s holy flame, I swear. 

Before two moons their orb with light adorn, 

If Heaven allow me lif^ I will retonL * 

This promise of so short a stay prevails : 

He soon equips the ship, supplies the sails, 

And gives the word to launch ; she trembling 
views 

This pomp of death, and parting tears renews : 
Last, with a kis^ she took a long ferewell, ^ 
Sigh’d, with a sad presage, and swooning fell 
While Ceyx se^ delays, the lusty crew, 

Baised on their banks, their oars in order drew 
To their broad breast^ the ship with flew. 

The queen, recover’^ rears her humid eyes, ^ 
And first her husband on the poop espies. 
Shaking his hand at distance on the mam : 

She took the sign, and shook her hand again. 

Still as the ground recedes, retracts her view 
With sharpen’d sight, till ^e no longer knew 
The much-loved face ; that comfort lost supplies 
With less, and with the ^ey feeds her eyes ; 
The galley borne from view by rising gale^ 

She follow’d with her sight the flying sails : 

When ev’n the flying saSs were seen no more^ * 
Forsaken of all sight, she left the shore. 

Then on her bridal bed her body throws, 

And sought in sleep her wearied eyes to close : 
Her husband’s pillow, and the widow’d part 
Which once ho press’d, renew’d the form^* 
smart. ^ 

And now a breeze from diore began to blow. 
The sailors ship their oars, and cease to ro"^ ; 
Then hoist their yai*ds a trip, and all their sails 
Let frilj to court the wind, and catch the gales 
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By tke vessel half her course had run, ^ 
And as much rested till the rising sun ; 

Both shores were lost to sight, when at the close 
Of day, a stiffer gale at east arose : 

The sea grew wMte, the rolling waves from far. 
Like heralds, first denounce the watery war. 

This seen, the master soon began to cry. 

Strike, strike the top-sail ,* let the mainsheet fiy. 
And ftirl your sails. The winds repel the sound, 

I And in the speaker s mouth the speech is drown’d. 
f Yet of their own accoi-d, as danger taught, i®® 

I Each in his way, officiously they wrought ; 

I Some stow their oars, or stop the leaky sides, 

: Another bolder yet the yard bestrides, 

’ And folds the sails ; a fourth, with labour, laves 
' The intruding seas, and waves ejects on waves. 

Tn this confusion while their work they ply, 

' The winds augment the winter of the sky, 

' And wage intesdne wars ; the suffering seas 
Are toss’d, and mmgled as their tyrants pleasa 
The master would command, but, in despair 
Of safety, stands amazed with stupid care. 

Nor what to bid, or what forbid, he know^ 

The ungovem’d tempest to such fury grows ; 

Vain is his force, and vainer is his sl^l ; 

"With such a concourse comes the flood of ill : 

; The cries of men are mix’d with rattlmg shrouds ; 

' Seas dflflh on seas, and clouds encounter clouds : 

‘ At once from east to west, from pole to pole, 
Theforky lightnings flash, Ihe roarmg thimdei-sroU. 
i Now waves on waves ascending scale the skies, 
j And, in the fires above, the water fries : ^ 

VTien yellow sands are sifted from below, 

; The glittering billows give a golden show : 
j And when the fouler bottom spews the black, 
j The Stygian dye the tainted watei*s take : 

I Then frothy white appear the flatted seas, 

And change their colour, changing their disease. 

: Like various fits the Trachin vessel finds, 

' And now sublime she rides upon the winds ; 
i As from a lofty summit looks from high, ^^5 
I And from the clouds beholds the nether sky ; 
j Now from the depth of heU they lift their sight, 

' And at a distance see superior Lght : 
i The lashing billows make a loud report, 

I And beat her sides, as battering-rams a fort : 

! Or as a lion, bounding in his way, 

; With force augmented bears against his prey, 

I Sidelong to seize : or, unappali’d with fern*, 
j Springs on the toils, and rushes on the spear : 

So seas impell’d by winds with added power 
Assault the sides, and o’er tho hatches tower. 

The planks, their pitchy coverings wash’d away. 
Now yield; and now a yawning breach display : 
The roaring waters, with a hostile tide, 

' Bush through the luins of her gaping side. 
i Meantime in sheets of rain the sky descends, j 

, And ocean, sweU’d with waters, upwards tends, j 
, One rising, falling one ; the heavens and sea 
ZMeet at their confines, in the middle way : 

The sailsaredrunk with showers, and drop with rain, 
Sweet waters mingle with the brmy main. ^ 
No star appears to lend his friendly light : 

I Darkness and tempest make a double night. 

; But flashing fires disclose the deep by turns, 

And while the lightnings blaze, the water bums. 

Now all tho waves their scatter’d force unite, 
And as a soldier, foremost in the fight. 

Makes way for others, and, an host alone. 

Still presses on, and urging gains the town ; 


' So while the invading billows come a-breast, 
j The hero tenth, advanced before the rest. 

Sweeps all before him with impetuous sway. 

And from the walls descends upon the prey ; 

Part following enter, part remain without, 

With envy hear their fellows' conquermg shout,_ 
And mount on others’ backs, in hope to share 
The city, thus become the seat of war. 

An universal cry resounds aloud, 

The sailors run in heaps, a helpless crowd ; 

Art fails, and courage falls, no succour near ; 

As many waves, as many deaths appear. 

One weep^ and yet despairs of late relief; 

One cannot weep, his fears congeal his giief ; 

But, stupid, with dry eyes expects his fate. 

One with loud shneks laments his lost estate, 

And calls those happy whom their funerals wait. 
This wretch with prayers and vows the gods im- 
plores, 

And ev’n the skies he cannot see adores. 

That other on his Mends his thoughts bestows, 
His careful father, and his faithful spouse 
The covetous worldling in his anxious mind 
Thinks only on the wealth he left behind. 

All Ceyx his Alcyone employs, 

For her he grieves, yet in her absence joys : 

His wife he wishes, and would still be near, 

Not her with him, but wishes him with her : 

Now mth Last looks he seeks his native shore. 
Which fiite has destined him to see no more ; 

He sought, hut in the dark tempestuous night 
He knew not whither to direct his sight. 

So whirl the seas, such darkness blinds the sky. 
That the black night receives a deeper dye. 

The giddy ship ran round ; the tempest tore 
Her mast, and over-board the rudder bore. 

One billow mounts ,* and with a scornful brow, ^ 
Proud of her conquest gain’d, insults the waves 
below : 

Nor hghter falls, than if some giant tore 
Pindus and Athos with the freight they bore, 

And toss’d on seas . press’d mth the pondemusblow 
Down sinks the ship within the abyss below : 
Down with the vessel sink into the mam 
The many, never more to rise again. 

Some few on scatter’d planks "svith fruitless care 
Lay hold, and swim, but, while they swim, despair. 

Ev’n he, who late a sceptre did command, 

Now grasps a floating fragment in his hand, 

And while he struggles on the stormy main. 
Invokes his father, and his wife, in vain ; 

But yet his consort is his greater care ; 

Alcyone he names amidst his piuyer, 215 

Names as a charm against the waves and wind ; 
Moat in his mouth, and ever in his mind ; 

- Tii'ed with his toil, all hopes of safety past, 

Prom prayers to wishes he descends at last ; 

Tliat his dead body, wafted to the sands, 

Might ha\ e its burijil from her Mendly hfi-nd jS. 

As oft as he can catch a gulp of air, 

And peep above the seas, he names the fair; 

And ev n when plunged beneath, on her he raves. 
Murmuring Alcyone below the waves : 22.1 

At last a falling billow stops his breath, ‘ 

Breaks o’er his head, and whelms him underneath. 
Bright Lucifer unlike himself appears 
That night, his heavenly form obscm’ed with 
tears; 

And since he was forbid to leave the skies, 23'j 
He niuffied with a cloud his moiu*nfal eyes. 
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Meantime Alcyone (Hs fate unkno-wn) 
Computes how many nights he had been gone ; 
Observes the waning moon with hourly view. 
Numbers her age, and wishes for a new ; 235 

Against the promised time provides with care, 
And hastens m the woof the robes he was to wear : 
And for herself employs another loom, 

New dress’d to meet her lord returning home, 
Flattering her heart with joys that never were to 
come : 

She fumed the temples with an odorous flame. 
And oft before the sacred altars came, 

To pray for him, who was an empty name. 

All powers implored, but far above the rest. 

To Juno she her pious vows address’d, 

Her much-loved lord from perils to protect. 

And safe o’er seas his voyage to direct : 

Then pray’d that she might still possess his heart, 
And no pretending nval share a part. 

This last petition heai’d of all her prayer, 250 
The rest, dispersed by winds, were lost in air. 

But she, the goddess of the nuptial bed, 

Tired with her vain devotions for the dead. 
Resolved the tainted hand should be repell’d. 
Which incense offer’d, and her altar held . ^ 

Then Iris thus bespoke : Thou faithful maid. 

By whom the queen’s commands are well convey’d, 
Haste to the house of Sleep, and bid the god. 
Who rules the night by visions with a nod. 
Prepare a dream, in figure and in form ^ 

Resembling him who perish’d in the storm : 

This form before Alcyone present, 

To make her certain of the sad event. 

Indued with robes of various hue she flies, 

And flying draws an arch, (a segment of the s^es :) 
Then leaves her bending bow, and firam the steep 
Descends to search the silent house of Sleep. 

Near the Cimmerians, in his dark abode. 

Deep in a cavern, dwells the drowsy god ; 

Whose gloomy mansion nor the rising sun, ^ 
Nor setting, visits, nor the lightsome noon : 

But lazy vapours round the region fly. 

Perpetual twilight, and a doubtful sky; 

No crowing cock does there his wings display. 
Nor with Ins homy bill provoke the day : ^ 

Nor watchful dogs, nor the more wakeful geese. 
Disturb with nightly noise the sacred peace : 

Nor beast of nature, nor the tame, are mgh. 

Nor trees with tempests rock’d, nor human cry ; 
But safe repose, without an air of breath, 

Dwells here, and a dumb quiet nest to death. 

An arm of Lethe, with a gentle flow, 

-A riring upwards from the rock below, 

The palace moats, and o’er the pebbles creeps, 
And with soft murmurs calls the coming sleeps ; 
Around its entry nodding poppies grow, ^ 
And aH cool simples that sweet rest bestow ; 
Night from the plants their sleepy virtue drains 
And passing dieds it on the silent plains * 

No door there was the unguarded house to keep. 
On creaking hinges turn’d, to break his sleep. 

But in the gloomy court was raised a bed. 
Stuff’d with black plumes, and on an ebon stead : 
Black was the covenng too, where lay the god, 
And slept supine, his limbs display’d abroad : ^ 
About his head ^tastic visions fly, 

Which various images of things supply, 

And mocktheirforms; theleaves on trees not more. 
Nor bearded ears in fields, nor sands upon the 
shore. 


i The virgin entering bright indulged the day 
' To the brown cave, and brush’d the dreams away : 
The god, disturb’d with this new glare of light 
Cast sudden on his face, unseal’d his sight. 

And raised his tardy head, which sunk again, 
j And CT-nkiTig on his bosom knock’d his chin : 

I At length shook off himself ; and ask’d the dame, 
! (And asking yawn’d) for what intent she came ? 

' To whom the goddess thus ; 0 sacred Rest, 
Sweet pleasing Sleep, of all the Powers the best ! 
O peace of mind, repairer of decay, 

Whose balms renewthe limbs to labours of the day. 
Care shuns thy soft approach, and sullen files away! 
Adorn a dream, expressing human form, 

. The shape of him who suffer’d in the storm, 
j And send it flitcing to the Trachin court, 
j The wreck of wretched Ceyx to report : 
j Before his queen bid the pale spectre stand, 
i Who begs a vain relief at Jtmo’s hand. 

She said, and scarce awake her eyes could keep, 

' Unable to support the fames of sleep : ^ 

But fled, returning by the way she went. 

And swerved along her bow with swift ascent. 

The god, uneasy till he slept again. 

Resolved at once to rid himself of pain ; 

1 And, though against his cusicin, call’d aloud, ^ 
i Exciting Morpheus from the sleepy crowd : 
j Morpheus of all his numerous traan express’d 
I Tile shape of man, and imitated best ; 

' The walk, the words, the gesture could supply,^ 
The habit mimic, and the mien belie ; ^ 

Plays well, but all his action is confined ; 
Extending not beyond our human kind. 

Another birds, and beasts, and dragons apes. 

And dreadful images, and monster shapes : 

This dmmou, Icelos, m heaven's high hall 
The gods have named ; but men Phobeter call : 

A thu’d is Phantasns. whose actions roll 
On meaner thoughts, and things devoid of soul ; 
Earth, fruits, and flowera, he represents in dreams, 
And solid 1‘ocks uninovei and running streams : 
These three to kings and chiefstheir scenes display. 
The rest before the ignoble commons play ; 

Of these the chosen Morpheus is dispatch’d : 
TMiich done, the lazy monarch, overwatch’d, 
Down from his propping elbow drops his head. 
Dissolved in sleep, and shrinks vithin his bed. 

Darkimg the diemon glides, for flight prepared. 
So soft that scarce his fanning wings are heard, 
j To Trachin, swift as thought, the Mtting shade^ 
Through air his momentary journey made : ^ 

Then lays aside the steerage of his wings. 
Forsakes his proper form, assumes the king' s ; 
And pale as death, despoil'd of his aiTay, 

Into the queen’s apartment takes his way. 

And stands before the bed at dawn of day : ^ 

Unmoved his eyes, and wet his beai’d appears ; 
And shedding vain, but seeming real te.u*s; 

The briny water dropping from his hairs; 

Then staling on her, with a ghastly look 
And hollow voice, he thus the queen bespoke ; ^ 
Enow’st thou not me Not yet, unhappy wife? 

Or are my features perish’d ’^yith my life? 

Look once again, and for thy husband lost 
Lo ! all that ’s left of him, thy husband’s ghost ’ 
Thy vows for my return were all in vain ; 

The stormy south o’ertook us in the main ; 

And never shalt thou see thy losing lord again. 
Bear witness, Heaven, I call’d on thee in death. 
And wHle I calTd, a billow stopp’d my breath : 
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Think not that flying fame reports my fate ; 

I present, I appear, and my own wreck relate. 
Piibe, wretched widow, lise, nor undeplored 
Permit my ghost to pass the Stygian ford : 

But rise, piepared, in black, to muum tliy 
perish’d lord. 

Thus said the player god ; and ad^g art 
Of voice and gestm'e, so perform’d his part. 

She thought iso like her love the shade appears) 
That Ccvs spake the words, and Ceys shed the 
tears. 

She groan’d, her inward soul with grief oppress’d. 
She sigh’d, she wept; and sleeping beat her 
treast: . ^ 

Then srretch’d her arms to embrace his body bare. 
Her clasping aims> inclose hut empty air: 

At this not yet awake she cried. Oh, stay. 

Cine is our fate, and common is our way I 
So ui'ea'diul v as the dream, so loud she spoke, 
That starting sudilcn up, the slumber broke ; 
Then cast her eyes around, in hope to view 
Her vamsh’d lord, and find the vision time : 

For now the maids, who waited her commands, 
Pan in with lighted tapers in their hands. 

Tired with the search, not finding w’hat she seeks, 
W ith cimel blows she ponnds herbluhber’d cheeks; 
Then from her beaten breast the linen tare. 

And cut the goldeu caul that bound her hair : 
Her nurse demands the cause ; with louder cries 
She prosecutes her gnefs, and thus replies : 

No more Alcyone, she suffer’d deatli 
"With her lovedlord, when Ceyx lost his breath : 
No flattery, no false comfort, give me none, 

My shipwreck’d Ceyx is for ever gone ; ^ 

I saw, I saw him manifest in view*, 

His voice, his figure, and his geatui*e5 knew : 

His lustre lo-st, and eveiy living grace. 

Yet I retain'd the features of Ms face ; 

Though with pale cheeks, wet beard, and drop 
ping hair, 

None but my Ceys could appear so fair : 

I would have strain'd him with a stiict embrace. 
But through my arms he slipp’d, and vanish’d 
from the place : 

There, ev’n just there, he stood ; and as she spoke. 
Where last the spectre was, she cast her look : 
Fain would she hope, and gazed upon the ground. 
If any printed footsteps might be foimd. 

Then sigh’d and said : This I too well foreknew. 
And my prophetic fear presaged too true ; 

*Twas what 1 hegg’d, when with a bleeding heart 
I took my leave, and suffer’d thee to part, 

Or I to go along, or thou to stay. 

Never, ah, never to divide our way ! 

Happier for me, that all our hom^ assign’d 
Together we had lived ; ev’n not in death disjoin’d! 
So had my Ceyx still been living here, ^ 

Or with my Ceyx I had peiish’d there : 

Now I die absent in the vast profound ; 

And me without myself the seas have drown’d : 
The storms were not so cruel : should I strive 
To IcEcrtlien life, and such a grief survive; 

But neither will I strive, nor wretched thee 
In death forsake, hut keep thee company. 

If not one common sepulchre con tuns 
Our bodies, or one um oiu* remains, 

Yet Ceys and Alcyone shall join, 

Tiieir names reinciiiber’d in one common line. 

No faither voice her mighty gi*iof affords. 

For sighs come moiling in betwixt her word^ 


And stopp’d her tongue; hut what her tongue 
denied, ^ 

Soft tears, and groans, and dumb coinplaints 
supplied. 

*Twas morning ; to the port she takes her way. 
And stands upon the margin of the sea : 

That place, that veiy spot of ground she sought, 
Or tMther by her destmy was brought, ^ 

Where last he stood: and while she sadly said, 
’Twas here he left me, lingering here delay’d 
His partmg kiss , and there his anchors weigh’d ; 
Thus speaking, while her thoughts past actions 
trace, 

And call to mind, admonish’d by the place, ^ 
Shaip at her utmost ken she cast her eyes. 

And somewhat floating from afar descries ; 

It seem’d a corpse adrift, to distant sight, 

But at a distance w’ho could judge anght 'i 
It wafted neai*er yet, and then she knew 
That what before she hut surmised, was tme : 

A corpse it was, but whose it was, unknown. 

Yet moved, howe’er, she made the case her own : 
Took the bad omen of a shipwreck’d man. 

As for a stranger wept, and thus began . 

Poor wretch, on stormy seas to lose thy life. 
Unhappy thou, hut more thy widow’d wife ! 

At this she paused ; for now the flowing tide 
Had brought the body nearer to the side : 

The more she looks, the more her fears increase 
At nearer sight ; and she ’s herself the less : 

Now diiven ashore, and at her feet it lies, 

She knows too much, in knowing whom sees: 

Her husband’s corpse ; at this she loudly shrieks, 
’Tis he, ’tis he, she cries, and tears her cheeks, 
Her hair, her vest, and stooping to the sands, 
About his neck she cast her trembling hands. 

And is it thus, 0 deai’er than my life, 

Thus, thus retum’st thou to thy longing wife ! 
She said, and to the neighbouring mole she strode, 
(Raised there to break the incursions of the 
flood ;) 471 

Headlong from thence to plunge herself she 
springs, 

But shoots Mong supported on her wings ; 

A bird new made about the hanks she phes. 

Not far from shore ; and short excursions tries ; 
Nor seeks in air her humble flight to raise, *76 
Content to skim the surface of the seas ; 

Her bill, though slender, sends a creaking noise. 
And imitates a lamentable voice : 

Now lighting where the bloodless body lies, 4so 
She with a Mneral note renews her cnes. 

At all her stretch her little wings she spread. 

And with her feather’d arms embraced the dead : 
Then flickering to Ms pallid lips, she sti’ove 
To prmt a kiss, the last essay of love : 485 

"Vniether the vital touch revived the dead, 

Or that the moving waters raised his head 
To meet the kiss, the vulgar doubt alone ; 

For sm*e a present miracle was shoTvm. 

The gods their shapes to winter-birds translate, 
But both obnoxious to their former fate, 491 
Their conjugal affection still is tied. 

And still the mournful race is multiplied ; 

They bill, they tread ; Alcyone compress’d 
Seven days sits brooding on her floatmg nest : 495 
A wmtiy queen : her sire at length is kind. 

Calms eveiy storm, and hushes eveiy wind : 
Prepares Ms empire for Ms daughter’s ease. 

And for his hatching nephews smooths the seas. 
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^SACUS THANSFOHMED INTO A 
CORMORANT. ' 

FEOM THE ELEVENTH BOOK OF 

OVID’S METAMORPHOSES. 


These some old man sees wanton in the air. 

And praises the unhappy constant pair. 

Then to his Mend the long-neck’d cormorant 
shows, 

The former tale reviving others* woes : 

That sable bii-d, he cries, which cuts the flood * 
"With slender legs, was once of royal blood ; 

His ancestors from mighty Tros proceed, 

The bi-ave Laomedon, and Ganymede, 

(Whose beauty tempted Jove to steal the boy) 
And Piiam, hapless prince ! who fell with Troy : 
Himself was Hector’s brother, and had fate 
But given this hopeful youth a longer date, 
Perhaps had rivall’d warlike Hector’s worth. 
Though on the mother’s side of meaner birth ; 
Fair Alyxothoe, a country maid, 

Bare AEsacus by stealth m Ida’s shade. 

He fed the noisy town, and pompous courc. 
Loved the lone hills, and simple rural sport. 

And seldom to the city would resoit. 

Yet he no rustic clownishness profess’d, ^ 

Hor was soft love a stranger to Ms breast : 

The youth had long the nymph Hesperia woo’d. 
Oft through the thicket, or the mead pursued : 


Her haply on her fatlier’s bank he spied. 

While feai-less she her silver tresses dned : ^ 

Away she fled : not stags with h^df such speed, 
Before the prowling wolf, scud o’er the mead; 
Not ducks, when they the safer flood forsake. 
Pursued by hawks, so swift regain the lake. 

AlS fast he follow’d in tlie hot career ; 30 

Desire the lover wing’d, the virgin fear. 

A snake unseen now pierced her heedless foot ; 
Quick through the veins the venom’d juices shoot: 
She fell, and ’scaped by death his fierce pui-smt 
Her lifeless body, frighted, he embraced, ^ 
And cried, Kot this I dreaded, hut thy haste : 

Oh, had my love been less, or less thy fear 1 
The victoiy thus bought is flir too dear. 

Accursed snake ! yet I more cursed than he ! 

He gave the wound ; the cause was given by me. 
Yet none shall say, that unrevenged you di^ ^ 
He spoke ; then climb’d a cHfT’s o’er-hanging side. 
And, resolute, leap’d on the foaming tide. 

Thetys leceived him gently on the wave ; 

The death he sought deni^ and feathers gave. ^ 
Debarr'd the surest remedy of grie^ 

And forced to live, he cursed the unask’d relief. 
Then on his ain- pimons upward flies, 

And at a second fall successless tides ; 

The downy plume a quick descent denies- ^ 
Enraged, he often dives beneath the wave. 

And there in vam expects to find a grave, 

His ceaseless sorrow for the unhappy maid 
Meagred.his look, and on his spirits prey’d. 

Still near the soimding deep he lives ; his name 
From frequent divmg and emerging came. “ 
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CONNECTION TO THE END OF THE ELEVENTH BOOK. 

iFsacHS, the son of Priam, loving a conntrj life, forsakes 
the court : living obscui ely, he falls in love with a nymph ; 
who, flying from him, was. killed by a seipent. for gnef 
of Jthis, he would have drowned himself ; hut, by the pity 
of the gods, IS turned into a Connoiant. PTiam, not 
hearing of Alsacus, believes Iiim to he dead, and raises a 
tomb to preserve Ms memoiy. By tMs tranbitinn, which 
is one of the finest in all Ovid, the poet naturally falls 
into the story of the Trojan war, which is summed up, in 
the piesent hook, but so very biiefly, in many places, 
that Ovid seems more short than Vii"^ contrary to his 
nsnal style. Yet the House of Fame, which is here 
desenhed, is one of the most beautiful pieces in the whole 
Metamorphoses, The fight of Achilles and Cygnus, and 
the fray betwixt the Lapithe and Centaurs, yield to no 
other part of this poet : and parhculaily the loves and 
death of Cyllanis and Hylonome, the male and female 
Centaur, are wonderfhlly moving. 

Priam, to whom the story was unknown, 

As dead, deplored his metamorphosed son : 

A cenotaph his name and title kept. 

And Hector round the tomb, with all his brothers, 
wept 


This pious of&ce Paris did not share ; * 

Absent alone and author of the war, 

"Vniich, for the Spartan queen, the Grecians drew 
To avenge the rape, and Asia to subdue. 

A thousand ships were mann’d, to sail the sea : 
Nor had their just resentments fotmd delay, 

Had not the winds and waves opposed their way. 
At Aulis, with united powers, they meet ; 

But there, cross winds or calms detam’d the 
fleet 

Kow, wMle they raise an altar on the shore, 
And Jove with solemn sacrifice adore ; ^ 

A boding sign the priests and people see : 

A snake of size immense ascends a tree. 

And in tlie leafy summit spied a nest, 

"Wliich, o’er her callow young, a sparrow press’d. 
Eight were the birds unfledg^ ; their mother flew. 
And hover’d round her care ; but still in view : 
Till the fierce reptile first devour’d the brood ; 
Then seized the fluttering dam, and drank her 
blood. 
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This dire ostent the feai*ful people vie'W'j 
Calchas alone, hy Phoabus taught, foreknew ^ 
Wliat Heaven decreed : and with a smihng glance. 
Thus gratulates to Greece her happy chance : 

0 Argives, we shall conquer ; Troy is ours. 

But long delays shall first affict our powers : 
Xine years of* laboui' the nine birds poiiend; ^ 
The tenth shall in the town’s destniction end. 

The serpent, who his maw obscene had fill’d. 
The branches in his curl’d embraces held : 

But as in spires he stood, he turn’d to stone : ^ 

The stony snake retain’d the figure still his own. 

Yet not for this the wind-bound navy weigh’d,* 
Slack were their sails ; and Yep tune chsobey’d. 
Some thought bim loth the town should be de- 
stroy’d. 

Whose buiiding had liis hands divine employ’d : 
Yot so the seer; who knew, and known fore- 
show'd, 

The virgin Phoehe wuth a virgin’s blood 
Must first he reconciled ; the common cause 
Prevail’d ; and pity yielding to the laws, 

Fair Iphigenia, the devoted maid, 

Was, by the weeping priests, inlinen robes array’d; 


I The courts are fill’d with a tumultuous din 
Of crowds, or issuing forth, or enteiang in : 

A thoroughfare of news : where some devise 
Things never heard ; some mmglo truth wnth hes : * 
The troubled air with empty sounds they beat ; 

; Intent to hear, and eager to repeat. 

! Error sits brooding there ; ivith added train 
Of vain Credulity, and Joys as vain : 

Suspicion, with Sedition join’d, ai’e near ; ^ 

And rumours raised, and murmurs mix’d, and 
panic fear. 

Fame sits aloft; and sees the subject ground, 
And seas about, and skies above ; euquirmg all 
around. 

The goddess gives the alarm ; and soon is 
^own 

The Grecian fleet, descending on the town. ^ 
Fix’d on defence, the Trojans ai’O not slow 
To guard their shore from an expected foe. 

They meet in fight : by Hector’s fatal hand 
Pi'otesilaus falls, and bites the strand, 

Which with expence of blood the Grecians won ; 
proved the sti-ength unknown of Priam’s 
son. “ 


AU mourn her fate ; hut no relief appear’d : i And to their cost the Trojan leadera felt 


The royal victim bound, the knife already roar’d : 
When that offended Pow*er, w*ho caused thcii* woe. 
Relenting ceased her wi*ath; and stopp’d the 
coining blow. 

A mist before the ministers ahe cast ; 

And, in the viigm’s room, a bind she placed. 

The oblation slmn, and Phoebe roconoied, 

The storm Wiis huah’d. and dimpled ocean smiled: 
A favourable g,ile arose from shores, 

WTiich to the port deriiel the Grecian galleys bore. 

Full in the midst of this crctited space, 

Betwixt heaven, eai’th, and skies, there stands a 
place 

Confinhig on all three ; with triple bound ; 
"Whence all things, though remote, are view'd 
around. 

And thither Lnng their undulating sound. 

The palace of loud Fame , her seat of power ; 
Placed on the summit of a lofty tower. 

A thousand winding entries, long and wide. 
Receive of fresh reports a fioiving tide. 

A thousand crannies in the walls are made ; ® 

Yor gate nor bai-s exclude the busy trade. 

Tis built of brass, the better to di^sc 
The spreadmg sounds, and multiply the news ; 
Where echoes in repeated echoes play : 

A mart for ever full, and open night and day. ^ 
Yor silence is within, nor voice express. 

But a deaf noise of sounds that never cease ; 
Confused, and chiding, like the hollow* roar 
Of tides, receding from tho iinsulted shore : 

Or like the broken thunder, heai'd from fiir, ^ 
MTien Jove to distance drives tho rolling war. 


Ter. 67. ’’Tis The folloTving lines are some of 

Diyden's Iiappiest niireratious, cons.ii>iing of letteis thnee 
lepeated: 

And shot her venom’d \*ipcrs in her veins — 

The breast beneath his fingeit. bent — 

‘Tis budt of hi ass the better to diffuse — 

Nor did the nliizzing weapon iniss the 'vraj. 

The first uf these lines reminds me of the following one 
in Lucretms : 

“ Verbera rentonim vitare 

"With a repetition of an uncommon consonant. Dr. J. | 
Wartoh 


1 The Grecian heroes, and what deaths they dealt. 

I From these first onsets, the Sigaean shore 
■ Was strew’d with eai*cases, and stain’d with gore : 
j Yeptunian Cygnus troops of Greeks had slain, 
Achilles in his car had scoui*’d the plain, 

And clear’d the Trojan ranks : where’er he fought, 
Cygnus, or Hector, through the fields he sought : 

' Cygnus he found; on him his force essay’d : 

I For Hector was to the tenth year delay’d. 

^ His white-maned steeds, that bow’d beneath the 

1 yoke? 

, He cheer’d to courage, with a gentle stroke; 
j Then urged his fieiy ehaiiot on the foe : 

; And nshig shook his lance, m act to throw. 

But fii'st he cried, 0 youth, be proud to bear 
, Thy death, ennobled by Pelidea spear. 

The lance pui’sued the voice without delay ; 

{ Yor did the whizzing weapon miss the way, 

I But pierced his cuirass, wuth such fuiy sent ; 

1 And sign’d his bosom with a purple dint. 

At this tho seed of Yeptime : Goddess-born, 

I For ornament, not use, these arms ai'e worn ; 

I This helm, and heavy buckler, I can spare, 
j As only decorations of the war : 

‘ So Mai'S is arm’d for glory, not for need. 

; ’Tis somewhat more from Yeptune to proceed, 

I Than from a daughter of the sea to spring : 
j Thy sire is mortal ; mine is ocean’s king. 

I Secure of death, I should contemn thy dai't, . 
j Though naked, and impassible depart : 

! He said, and threw* ; tho trembling weapon pass’d 
Through nine bull-hides, each under other placed, 
On hib broad shiel(^ and stuck within the last 
Achilles wrench’d it out ; and sent again 
The hostile gifc ; the hostile gift was vain. 

He tried a thu’d, a tough well-chosen spear ; 

The inviolable body stood sincere, 

Though Cygnus then did no defence provide, 

Buc scornful offer’d Ids unshielded side. 135 

Yot otherwise the impatient hero fared, 

Tliau as a bull, encompass’d wnth a guard, 

Amid the circus roars : provoked from far. 

By sight of scarlet, and a sanguine war : 

They qmt their ground ; his bended horns elude; 
In vain pursuing, and in vain pui-sued. 
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Before to fartlier fight he would advance, 

He stood considering, and survey’d his lance. 
Doubts if he wielded not a wooden spear 
"Without a point . he look’d, the point was there. 
This is my hand, and this my lance, he said, 

By which so many thousand foes are dead. 

Oh, whither is their usual virtue fled ! 

I had it once ; and the Lyrncssian wall, 

And Tenedos confess’d it in their fall ^ 

Thy streams, Caicus, roU’d a crimson flood ; 

And Thebes ran red with her own natives’ blood. 
Twice Telephus employ’d their piercing steel. 

To wound him first, and afteiwacd to heal 
The vigour of this arm was never vain : ^ 

And that my wonted prowess I retain. 

Witness these heaps of slaughter on the plain. 

He said, and, doubtful of his former deeds, 

To some new trial of his force proceeds. 

He chose Mensetes from among the rest ; 

At him he lanched his spear, and pierced his 
breast : 

On the hard earth the Lycian knock’d his head, 
And lay supine ; and forth the spirit fled. 

Then thus the hero : 2^ either can I blame 
The hand, or javchn ; both are still the same. 

The same I will employ against this foe ; 

And wish but witli the same success to throw. 

So spoke the chief ,* and while he spoke he threw; 
The weapon with unerring fury flew ; 

At his left shoulder aim’d : nor entrance found 
But back, as from a rock, with swift rebound 
Harmless return’d ; a bloody mai’k appear’d. 
Which with false joy the flatter’d hero cheer’d.^ 
Wound there w'as none; the blood that was in 
view, __ 

The lance before from slain jVIensetes drew. 

Headlong he leaps from off his lofty car. 

And in close fight on foot renews the war. 

Raging with high disdain repeats his blows; 

Nor shield nor armour can their force oppose ; 
Huge cantlets of his buckler strew the groimd, ^ 
And no defence in his bored arms is found. 

But on his flesh no wound or blood is seen ; 

The sword itself is blunted on the skin. 

This vain attempt the chief no longer bears ; 
But round his hollow temples and his ears ^ 
His buckler beats ; the son of Neptune, stunn’d 
With these repeated buffets, quits his ground ; 

A sickly sweat succeeds, and shades of night ; 
Inverted nature swims before bis sight : 

The msulting victor presses on the more, 

And treads the steps the vanquish’d trod before, 
Nor rest, nor respite gives. A stone there lay 
Behind his trembling foe, and stopp’d bis way : 
Achilles took the advantage which he foimd, 
O’er-tum'd, and push’d him backward on the 
ground. ^ ^ 

TTir buckler held him under, while he press’d, 
With both his inees above, his panting breast : 
Unlaced his helm : about Ids chin the twist 
He tied ; and soon the strangled soul dismiss’d. 

With eager haste he went to strip the dead ; ^ 
The vanquish’d body from his arms was fled. 

His sea-god sire, to immortalise his fame. 

Had turn’d it to the bird that bears bis name. 

A truce succeeds the labours of this day. 

And arms suspended with a long delay. ^ 

While Trojan walls are kept with watch and ward; 
The Greeks before their trenches mount the 
guard. 


The feast approach’d ; when to the blue-eyed maid 
His vows for Cygiius slain tbe victor pai^ 

And a white heifer on her altar laid. 

The reeking entrails on the fire they threw ; 

And to the gods the grateful odour flew : 

Heaven had its part m sacrifice : the rest 
Was broil’d and roasted for the future feast. 

The chief invited guests were set around : 

And, himger first assuaged, the howls were 
crown’d, 

Which in deep draughts their cares and labours 
drown’d- 

The mellow harp did not their ears employ : 

And mute was all the warlike symphony. 
Discourse, the food of souls, was their delight, ^ 
And pleasing chat prolong’d the summer’s night. 
The subject, deeds of arms ; and valour shown. 
Or on the Trojan side, or on their own. 

Of dangers imdertaken, fame achieved. 

They talk’d by turns; the talk by turns re- 
lieved. 

What things but these could fierce Achilles tell. 
Or w'hat could fierce Achilles hear so well ^ 

The last greai act perform’d, of Cjguus slain, 

Did most the mailial audience entertaiu : 
Wondermg to find a body, free by fate ^ 

From steel, and which co^d ev n that steel rebate : 
Amazed, them admiration they renew ; 

And scarce Bolides could believe it true. 

Then Nestor, thus: "Whai once this age has 
known. 

In fitted Cygnus, and in him alone, ^ 

These eyes have seen in Cseneus long before, 
Whose body not a thousand swords could bore. 
Cameus, in courage, and m strength, excell’d. 

And still his Oth^s with his fame is fill’d : 

But what did most his martial deeds adorn, 
(Though since he changed his sex) a woman 
bom. 

A novelty so strange, and full of fat^ 

TTtr listening audience ask’d him to relate. 
Achilles thus commends their common suit ; 

0 father, first for prudence in repute, 

Tell, with that eloquence, so much thy own, 

What thou hast heard, or what of Cseneus known ; 
"What was he, whence his change of sex begun, 
"What trophies, join’d in wars wfith thee, he won ** 
"Wlio conquer’d him, and in what fatal strife ^ 
The youth, without a wound, could lose his life 1 
Neleides then : Though tardy age, and time. 
Have shrunk my sinews, and decay’d my prime ; 
Though much I have forgotteu of my store, 

Yet not exhausted, I remember more. ^ 

Of all that arms achieved, or peace design’d. 

That action stiH is fresher in my mind 
Than aught beside. If reverend age can give 
To fidth a sanction, in my third 1 live. 

’Twas in my second century, I survey’d ^ 
Young Cjenis, then a fair Thessalian maid: 

Csenis the bright was bom to high command; 

A princess, and a native of thy land. 

Divine Achilles: every tongue proclaim’d 
Her beauty, and her eyes all hearts inflamed. 
Pelens, thy sire, perhaps had sought her bed. 
Among the rest ; but be had either led 
Thy mother then, or was by promise tied ; 

But she to him, and all, alike her love denied. 

It was her fortune once, to take her way ^ 
Along the sandy margin of the sea : 

The Power of ocean view’d her as she pass’d. 
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And, loved as soon as seen, by force embracecL 
So fame reports. Her virgin treasure seized, 

And bis new joj^ the ravisher so pleased, ^ 
Tliat thus, transported, to the nymph he cried ; 

; Ask what thou ■^t, no prayer shall be denied. 

I This also fame relates : the" haughty fair, r 

"Who not the rape ev’n of a god could bear, ^ 
This answer, proud, return’d : To mighty wrongs 
A mighty recompense, of right, belongs. 

Give me no more to suffer such a shame ; 

But change the woman for a better name ; 

One gift for all : ie said ; and while she spoke, 
A stem, majestic, manly tone she took. ^85 

A mart she was ; and as the godhead swore. 

To Cseneus turn’d, who Caenis was before. 

To this the lover ad^, without request, 

!Ko force of steel should violate his breast. 

Glad of the gift, the new-made warrior goes ; ^90 

And arms among the Greeks, and longs for equal 
foes. 

Now brave Pirithous, bold Ision’s son, 

The love of fair Hippodame had won. 

The cloud-beKotten race, half-men, half-beast, 
Invited, came to grace the nuptial feast : ^ 

[ In a cool cave’s recess the treat was made, 

Whose entrance trees with spreading boughs 
o’ershade. 

They sat: and, summon’dby the bridegroom, came, 
i To mis with those, the Lapithaean name : 

Sor wanted I : the roofe with joy resound : ®so 
And Hymen, lo Hymen, rung around, 
Raised"altars shone with holy fires ; -^e bride, 
Lovely herself {and lovely by her side 
A bevy of bright nymphs, with sober grace,) 
Came glittering like a star, and took her place . ^ 
Her heavenly form beheld, all wish’d her joy ; 
j And liitle wanted, but in vain their wishes aU 
r employ. 

For one, most brutal of the brutal brood, 

Or whether wine or beauty fired his blood. 

Or both at once, beheld with lustfiil eyes ^lo 

The bride ; at once resolved to make his piize. 
Down went the board ; and fastening on her hair, 

! He seized with sudden force the firightod fair. 

I Twas Enrytus began : his bestial kmd 
His crime pursued; and each as pleased his 
mind, ^ 

Or her, whom chance presented, took : the feast 
An image of a taken town express’d. 

The cave resounds with female shrieks; we 
rise, 

jMad with revenge, to make a sufift reprise : 

And Theseus first : What frenzy has possess’d, 

0 Eurytus, he cried, thy brutal breast, 

To wrong Pirithous, and not him alone. 

But. while I live, two friends conjoin’d in one ? 

To justify his threat, he tlunists aside 
Tlie crowd of Centaurs, and redeems the bride. ^ 
The monster nought replied: for words were 
vam : 

And deeds could only deeds unjust maintain : 

But answers with his hand ; and forward press’d, 
With blows redoubled, on his face and breast. 

An ample goblet stood, of antique mould, ^ 

And rough with figui-es of the rising gold ; 

The hero snatch’d it up, and toss’d in air. 

Full at the front of the foul ravisher : 

Ho falls , and falling vomits forth a flood 
Of wine, and foam, and brains, and mingled 
blood. 3J5 


Half-roaring; and half-neighing through tht hall. 
Arms, aims, the double-form’d with fury call , 

To wreak their brother’s death : a medley flight 
Of bowls and jars, at first, supply the fight, 

Once instruments of feasts, but now of fate ; 
Wine animates them rage, and arms their hate. 

Bold Amyous, from ihe robb’d vestry, brings 
The chalices of heaven, and holy thmgs 
Of precious weight : a sconce, that hung on high, 
Wiili tapers fill’d, to light the sacristy, 

Tom from the cord, with Ms unhallow’d hand 
He threw amid the Lapithsoan band. 

On Celadon the min fell, and loft 
His face of feature and of foim bereft : 

So, when some brawny saciificer knocks, 

Before an altar led, an offer’d ox, 

His eye-halls rooted out are thrown to ground; 
His nose dismantled in his mouth is found, 

His jaws, cheeks, front, one undistinguish’d wound 
This, Belates, the avenger, could not brook; ^ 
But, by the foot, a maple-boai’d he took. 

And hurl’d at Amycus ; his chin is bent 
Against his chest, and down the Centaur sent ; 
Whom sputtering bloody teeth, the second blow 
Of his drawn sword dispatch’d to shades below. ^ 
Grineus was near ; and cast a furious look 
On the side-altar, censed with sacred smoke. 

And bright with flaming fires : The gods, he cried, 
Have with their holy trade our hands supplied : 
Why use we not their gifts 1 Then from the floor 
An altar-stone he heaved, with all the load it 
bore: 3“ 

Altar and altar’s freight together flew 
Where thickest throng’d Lapithsean crew; 
And, at once, Broteas and Oryus slew : 

Oryus’ mother, Mycale, was Imown 3^ 

Down from her sphere to di-aw the labouimg 
moon. 

Exadius cried, TJnpunish’d shall not go 
This £ict, if arms ai*e found against the foe. 

He look’d about, W’here on a pine were spread 
The votive horns of a stag’s brancMng head , 375 

At Grineus these he throws ; so just they fly. 

That the sharp antlers stuck in either eye : 
Breathless and blind he fell; with blood besmear’d. 
His eye-balls beaten out hung dangling on Ms 
beard. 

Fierce Rhaetus, from the hearth, a burning brand ^ 

I Selects, and whii-ling waves ; till, from Ms hand, 
The fire took flame, then dash’d it from the right, 
On fair Charaxus’ temples, near the sight : 

The whistling pest came on, and pierced the bone. 
And caught the yellow hair, that shri\ell’d while 
it shone ; ^*’5 

Caught, hke diy stubble fired, or like sere-wood ; 
Yet from the wound ensued no purple flood ; 

But look’d a bubbling mass of frying blood. 

His blazing locks sent forth a crackling soimd, 
And Mss’d, like red-hot iron within the smithy 
drown’d. 590 

The wounded warrior shook his flaming hair, 

Then (what a team of horae could hardly reai') 

He heaves the threshold-stone; but could not 
throw ; 

The weight itself forbad the threaten’d blow ; 
'VMiich, topping from his lifted arms, came down 
Full on Cometes’ head, and crush’d Ms crown. ^ 
Nor Rhjietus then retain’d his joy, but said. 

So by their fellows may our foes be sped, 

Then with redoubled strokes he plies Ms bead : 
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The burning lever not deludes his pains, 

But drives the batter’d skull within the brains. 

Thus flush’d, the conqueror, with force renew’d, 
Evagnis, Diyas, Coiythus, pursued : 

Fu-st, Corythus, vdth downy cheeks, he slew; 
\Vhose fall when fierce Evagrus had in view, ^ 
He cried. What palm is from a beardless prey? 
Ehsotus prevents what more he had to say ; 

And drove within his mouth the fiery death, 
W'hich enter’d hissmg in, and choked his breath. 

At Dryas nest he flew ; but weary chance 

No longer would the same success advance. 

But while he whirl’d in fiery circles round 

The brand, a sharpen’d stake strong Dryas found ; 
And in the shoulder's jomt inflicts the wound. 

The weapon stuck, which roaring out with pain 

He drew ; nor longer durst the fight mainfa^ 

But turn’d his back for fear, and fled amain. 

"With him fled Omens, with like dread possess’d ; 
Thaumas and Medon, wounded in the breast. 

And Mermeros, in the late race renovm’d, ^ 

Now limpmg ran, and tardy with his wound. 
Pholus and Melaneus from fight withdrew, 

And Abas maim’d, who boais encountering slew : 
And augur Astylos, whose art in vain 

From fight dissuaded the four-footed train, ^ 

Now beat the hoof with Nessus on the plain ; 

But to his fellow cried. Be safely slow. 

Thy death deferr’d is due to great Alcides’ bow. 
Meantime strong Dryas urged his chance so 
well, 

That Lycidas, Areos, Imbreus fell ; ^ 

All, one by one, and fighting face to face ; 

Crenaeus fled, to fall with more disgrace : 

For, fearful while he look’d behind, he bore. 
Betwixt his nose and front, the blow before. 

Amid the noise and tumult of the fray, ^ 

Snoring and drunk with wine, Aphidas lay. 

Ev n then the bowl within his h^d he kept. 

And on a bear’s rough hide securely slept. 

Him Phorbas with his flying dart transfe’d : 

Take thy next draught with Stygian waters mix’d. 
And sleep thy fill, ike insulting victor cried ; 
Surprised with death unfelt, the Centaur died : 

The ruddy vomit, as he breathed his soul. 

Repass’d his throat, and fill’d his empty bowl 

I saw Petrseus’ arms employ’d around ^ 

A well-grown oak, to root it from the ground. 

This way, and that, he wrench’d the fibrous bands^ 
The trunk was like a sapling in his hands. 

And still obey’d the bent : while thus he stood, 
Pirithous’ dart drove on, and nail’d him to ike 
wood. . ^ -*50 

Lycus and Chromys fell, by him oppress’d ; 

Helops and Diciys added to the rest 

A nobler palm : Helops, throngh either ear 
Transfix’d, received the penetrating spear. 

This Dicb^ saw ; and sensed with sudden f^ht, **®5 
Leapt headlong fi:x)m the hill of steepy height ; 

And crush’d an ash beneath, that could not bear : 
his weight. 

The shatter’d tree receives his fall, and strikes. 
Within his full-blown paunch, the sharpen’d spikes. 
Strong Aphareus had heaved a mighty stone, ^ 
The fragment of a rock, and would have thrown ; 
But Theseu^ with a club of harden’d oak. 

The cubit-bone of the bold Centaur broke ; 

And left bim maim’d ; nor seconded the stroke. 
Then leapt on tall Bianor’s back ; (who bore 

No mortal burden but his own, before.) 

Press’d with his knees his sides ; the double man, 
His speed with spurs increased, unwilling ran. 

One hand the hero fasten’d on his locks ; 

His other plied him with repeated ftrukes. 

The club hung round his ears, and batter’d brows; 
He falls, and lashing up his heels, his nder throw's. 

The same Herculean aims Nedyninus wound , 
And lay by him Lycotas on the gi’ound ; 

And Bippasus, whose beard his breast invades’ 

And Ripheus, haimter of the woodland shades 

And Tereus, used with mountain bears to stl‘i^ e ; 
And from their dens to draw the indignant beasts 
alive. 

Demoleon could not bear this hateful sight. 

Or the long fortune of the Athenian knight : 

But pull’d with all his foi*ce, to disengage 

From earth a pine, the product of an age : 

The root stuck fast; the broken trunk he sent 

At Theseus : Theseus frustrates his intent. 

And leaps aside, by Pallas w’am’d, the blow 

To shun : (for so he said; and we believed it so.) 
Yet not in vain the enormous weight was cast ; 
TYhich Cranror’s body sunder’d at the waist. 

Thy fiither’s squire, Achilles, and his care; 

Whom, conquer’d in the Dolopeian war, ■*** 

Their king, his present luiii to pi event, 

A pledge of peace implored, Ui Peleus sent 

Thy sire, witib grievmg eyes, beheld his fate ; I 

And cned. Not long, loved Ci*antor, shalt tliou 
wait 

Thy vow’d revenge. At once he said, and threw 
His ashen-spear, which quiver’d as it flew, ^ 

With all his force and all his soul applied; 

The sharp point enter'd in the Centaur’s side : 

Both hands, to wrench it out, the monster jo’m’d; 
And wrench’d it out ; but left the steel behind 
Stuck in his lungs it stood : enraged he ream 

His hoofe, and dowm to ground thy father bears. 
Thus trampled under foot, his shield defends 

His head ; his other hand the lance protends. 

Ev'n while he lay extended on the dust, ^ 

He sped the Centaur with one single thiust. 

Two more his lance before transfix’d from far ; 

And two his sword had dain in closer war. 

To these was added Dorylas; who spread 

A bull’s two goring horns around his head. 

With these he push’d ; in blood already dyed : 
j Him, fearless, I approach’d, and thus deti^ : I 

Now, monster, now, by proof it shall appear, | 

Whether thy horns are sharper, or my spear. 

At this, I threw : for want of other ward, 

He lifted up his hand, his front to guard. 

His hand it pass’d, and fix’d it to ms brow : 

Loiril shouts of ours attend the lucky blow : 

HiTTi Peleus finish’d, with a second wound. 

Which -through the navel pierced: he reel'd 
around, 

And dragg’d his dangling bowds on the ground : 
Trod what he drap’d, and what he trod he 
crush’d: 

And to his mother-earth, with empty belly, 
rush’d- 

Nor could tby form, 0 Cyllarus, foreshow 

Thy flite ; (if form to monsters men allow :) 

Ju^ bloom’d -thy beard, thy beard of gohleu 
hue : 

Thy locks, in golden -waves, about thy shoulders 
flew. 

Sprightly thy look : thy shapes in every part 

So cleau, as might instruct tke seulptoi’s art : 
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As fiir as man extended : where began 
I The beast, the bea&t was equal to the man. 

I Add but a horse’s head and neck, and he, 
i O Castor, was a courser woiihy thee. 

; So was his back propoi’tion’d for the seat ; 
i So rose his brawny chest ; so swiftly moved his 
1 feet. ^ 

1 Cool-black his colour, but hke jet it shone ; 
j Hi'* legs and Sowing tail w'ere white alone. 

{ Beloved by many maidens of his kind, 

I But fair Hylonozne possess’d his mind; 
i Hylonome, for features, and for face, 

! Excelling all the nymphs of double race : 

Xor less her blandisiiinents^ than beauty, move ; 

! At once both loving, and confessing love. 

, Fur him she dresb’d , for him with female care 
I SLe comb'd, and set in curls, her auburn hair. ^ 
Of rose«, violets, and lilies mix’d, 

’ And sprigs of flowing rosemary betwixt, 

, She fumi'd the chaplet that adorn’d her front : 

I In water's of the Pegisaean fount, 

I And in the streams that fi'om the fountain play, 

I She wash’d her face, and bathed her twice a day. 
j Trie seaii of fill's, that hung below her side, 

I W'a? ei'mine, or the panther’s spotted pride ; 
i Spoils of no common beast : with equal fliame 
They loved; their sylvan pleasures were the 
same: ^ 

All day they hunted ; and when day expired. 
Together to some shady cave retired. 

Invitcfl, to the nuptials both repair : 

And, side by side, they both engage in war. 

Uncertain from what hand, a flying dart 
At Cyllanis was sent, which pierced his heart. 
The javelin dmivn fi’om out the mortal wound, 

I He faints wiili shiggering step^ and seeks the 
j groimd : 

The fair within her arms received his fall. 

And .«;trove his waiideiing spirits to recal : 

And while her h.md the streaming blood opposed. 
Join’d face to face, his lips with hers she closed. 
Stifled with kisses, a sw eet death he dies ; 

She fills the fields with undistinguish’d cries : 

At least her words were in her clamour drown’d; 
For my stunn’d eai*s received no vocal sound, 

In madness of her gnef, she seized the dart 
Xew-drawn, and reeking fi:om her lover’s heart ; 
To her bare bosom the sharp point applied, 

[ And wounded fell ; and falling by his side, 
Embraced him in her arms, and thus embracing 
died, 

Ev’n still, methinks, I see Phseocomes ; 

Strange was his habit, and as odd his dress. 

Six lions’ hides, with thongs together fast, 

His upper part defended to ius waist ; ^ 

And where man ended, the continued vest, 
Spread on his back, the houss and trappings of a 
beast 

A stump too heavy for a team to draw, 

(It seems a fable, though the fact I saw ;) 

He threw at Pholon ; tlie descending blow 
Divides the skull, and cleaves his head in two. 

The brains, from nose and mouth, and either ear. 
Came issuing out as through a cullender 
The curdled milk : or from the press the whey, 
Driven down by weights above, is drain’d away. 

But him, w’hile stooping down to spoil the 
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Pierced through the paunch, I tumbled on the 
plauL 


Then Chthonius and Teleboas I slew : 

A fork the former arm’d ; a dai’l his fellow throw 
The javelin wounded me ; (behold the scar ) •'*' 
Then was my time to seek the Trojan war ; 

Then I was Hector’s match in open field , 

But ho was then unborn ; at least a child ; 

Now, I am nothing. I forbear to tell 
By Peripbantes how Pyretus fell ; 

The Centaur by the knight : nor wdll I stay 
On Amphix, or what deaths he dealt that day : 
TVhat honour, with a pointless lance, he won. 
Stuck m the front of a four-footed man. 

MTiat fame young Macareus obtain’d in fight : 

Or dwell on I^essus, now return’d from frght. 
How prophet Mopsus not alone dirined, 

"WTiose valour equall’d his foreseeing mind. 

Already Cscneus, writh his conquering hand, 
Had slaughter’d five the boldest of thoir band : 
Pyrachmus, Helymus, Antimachus, 

Bromus the brave, and stronger Stiphclus ; 

Their names I number’d, and remembor w'oll, 

Ko trace remaining, by what wounds they fell. 

Latreus, the bulkiest of the double race, 

"Vniom the spoil’d arms of slain Halesus gmeo. 

In years retaming still his youthful might. 
Though his black hairs were interspei’sed with 
white, 

Betwixt the embattled ranks beg^ to prance, 
Proud of his helm, and Macedonian lance ; 

And rode the ring around ; that either host 
Might hear him, while he made this empty boast : 
And from a strumpet shall we suffer shame ? 

For Csenis still, not Cseneus is thy name : 

And still the native softness of thy kind ^ 
Prevails, and leaves the woman m thy mind. 
Remember what thou weri : what price was paid 
To change thy sex ; to make thee not a maid : 
And but a mim in show : go, card and spin ; 

And leave the business of the war to men. 

While thus the boaster exercised his pride. 

The fatal speai' of Cameus reach’d his side : 

Just m the mixtui'e of the kinds it ran; 

Betwixt the nether beast and upper man. 

The monster mad with rage, and stxmg witli 
smart, 

His lance directed at the hero’s heart : 

It strook ; but bounded fi'om his harden’d breast. 
Like hail from tiles, which the safe house invest ; 

! 2s or seem’d the stroke with more effect to come, 
Than a small pebble falling on a drum. 

He next his fauchion tried, in closer fight ; 

But the keen fauchion had no power to bite. 

He thrust ; the blunted point return’d again : 
Since downright blows, he cried, and thmsts are 
vain, 

I ’ll prove his side : in strong embraces held, ^ 
He proved his side ; his side the sword repell’d : 
Bhs hollow belly echoed to the stroke; 

Untoueh’d his body, as a solid rock ; 

Aim’d at his neck at last, the blade in shivers 
broke. 

The impassive knight stood idle, to deride 
His rage, and offer’d oft his naked side : 

At length, How, monster, in thy turn, he cried, 
Try thou the strength of Cseneus : at the word 
He thrust; and in his shoulder plunged the 
sword- 

Then writhed his hand; and as he drove it 
down, Gss 

Deep in his breast, mado many wounds in one. 
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The Centaurs saw, enraged, the unhoped success; 
And, rushing on, in crowds, together press ; 

At him, and him alone, their dai-ts they threw : 
Repulsed they from hi'a fated body flew. 

Amazed they stood ; till Monychus began : 

0 shame, a nation conquer’d by a man I 
A woman-man ; yet more a man is ho, 

Than all our race ; and what he was, ai’e we. 

Now, what avail our nerves ^ the united force, 

Of two the strongest creatures, man and horse ? j 
Nor goddess-bom, nor of Ixion’s seed | 

We seem ; (a lover built for Juno* bed ;) i 

Master’d by this half man. "Whole mountains ! 

throw I 

With woods at once, and buiy him below. 

This only way remains. Nor need we doubt ' 
To choke the soul within, though notto forceit out. 
Heap weights, instead of wounds. He chanced to j 
see 

Where southern storms had rooted up a tree ; 

This, raised from earth, against the foe he 
threw ; 

The example shown, his feUow-brutes pursue. 

With forest-loads the warrior they invade ; 

Othiys and Pelion soon were void of shade ,* 

And spreading groves were naked mountains 
made. 

Press’d with the burden, Caeneus pants for breath; 
And on his shoulders bears the wooden death. 

To heave the intolerable weight he tries ; 

At length it rose above bis mouth and eyes ; 

Yet still lie heaves : and stru^ling with despair. 
Shakes all aside, and gains a gulp of air : 

A short relief, which but prolongs his pain; 

He fidnts by fits ; and then respires again ; 

At last, the burden only nods above. 

As when an earthquake stirs the Idsean grove. 
Doubtfiil his death : he suffocated seem’d ^ 
To most ; but otherwise our Mopsus deem’d : 

Who said he saw a yellow bird arise 

From out the pile, and cleave the liquid skies : 

1 saw it too, with golden feathers bright. 

Nor e’er before beheld so strange a sight 
VTiom Mopsus viewing, as it soar’d aiound 
Our troop, and heard the pinions’ rattling sound. 
All hail, he cried, thy country’s grace and love ; 
Once first of men below, now fii^ of birds above. 
Its author to the story gave belief: ^ ^ 

For us, our courtage was increased by grief : 
Ashamed to see a single man, pursued 

With odds, to sink beneath a multitude : 

We push’d the foe, and forced to shameful fight ; 
Part fell ; and part escaped by favour of the night 
This tale, by Nestor told, did much displease 
Tlepolemus, tihe seed of Hercules : 

For, often he had heard his fiither say, 

That he himself was present at the fray ; 

And more than shared the glories of the day. 

Old Chronicle, he said, among the rest. 

You might have named Alcides at the least : 

Is he not worth your praise ? The Pylian prince 
Sigh’d ere he spoke; then made this proud defence. 
My former woes, in long oblivion drown’d, ^ 

I would have lost ; but you renew the wound : 
Better to pass him o’er, than to relate 
The cause I have your mighty sire to hate. 

His fame has fill'd the world, and reach’d the sky ; 
OVhich, oh, I wi^ with truth, I could deny !) ^ 
We praise not Hector ; though his name, we know. 
Is great in arms ; ’tis hard to praise a foe. 


He, your great father, lovelVd to the ground ' 
Messenia’s towers : nor bettor fortune found i 
Elis, and Pylns ; that, a neighbouring state, ; 

And this, my own : both guiltless of their fate. | 

To pass the rest, twelve, wanting one, he slew, ' 
My brethren, who their birth from Neleus drew, j 
All youths of early promise, had they lived ; ] 

By him they perish’d : I alone survived. 

The rest were easy conquest : hut the fiite 
Of Periclymenos is wondrous to relate. i 

To him our common grandsire of the maf-n ! 

Had given to change his form, and, changed, I 
resume again. | 

Varied at pleasure, eveiy shape he tried ; Tss i 

And in all beasts Alcides still defied : I 

Vanquish’d on eaith, at length he soar'd above ; ' 

Changed to the bird that hears the holt of Jove : ; 

The new dissembled eagle, now endued ' 

With beak and pounces, Hercules pursued, "40 [ 
And cuff’d his manly cheeks, and tore his face ; I 
Then, safe retired, and tower’d in empiy space. 
Alcides bore not long his flying foe : 

But bending his inevitable bow. 

Reach’d him in air, suspended as he stood ; I 

And in his pinion fix’d the feather’d wood. I 

Light was the wound ; but in the sinew hung * 
The point ; and his disabled wmg unstrung. ! 

He wheel’d in air, and stretch’d his vans in 
vain ; 

His vans no longer could his flight sustain : 

For while one gather’d wind, one unsupplied 
Hung drooping down ; nor poised his other side. 

He fell : the ^affc that slightly was impress’d, 

Now from his heavy fall with weight increased, 
Drove through his neck, aslant ; he spurns the 
ground, 755 

And the soul issues through the weazen’s woimd. 
Now, brave commander of the Rhodian seas; 
What praise is due from me to Hercules? 

Silence is all the vengeance I decree 

For my slain brothers ; but ’tis peace with thee. 

Thus with a flowing tongue old Nestor spoke : 
Then to frill bowls each other they provoke : 

At length with weariness and wine oppress’d. 

They rise from table, and withdraw to rest. 

The sire of Cygnus, monarch of the main, "5® 
Meantime, laments his son in battle sLiin : 

And vows the victor s death, nor vows in vain. 

For nine long years the smother’d pain he bore ; 
(Achilles was not ripe for fiite before :) 

Then when he saw the promised hour was near, TTO 
He thus bespoke the god, that guides the year. 
Immortal offspring of my brother Jove ; 

My brightest nephew, and whom best I love, 

Vrliose hands were join’d with mine, to raise the 
wnll 

Of tottering Troy, now nodding to her fall ; 775 

Dost thou not mourn our power employ’d in 
vain; 

And the defenders of onr city slain ? 

To pass the rest, could noble Hector lie 
Unpitied, dragg’d around his native Troy? 

And yet the murderer lives : himself by far 7» 

A greater plague than all the wasteful war : 

He hves ; the proud Pelides lives, to boast 
Our town deslroy’d, our common labour lost T 
Oh, could I meet him I But I wish too late, 

To prove my trident is not in his fiite. Tfc 

BuL let him try (for that ’s allow’d) thy dart, 

And pierce his only penetrable part 
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Apollo bows to tbe superior throne ; 

And to bis uncle's anj^er adds bis own. 

'Pben, in a cloud involved, he takes his flight, 
Where Grcei and Trojans mix’d in mortal fight; 
And found out Pans, lurking where he stood, 
And stain’d his arrows with plebeian blood : 
Pbccbus to him alone the god confess’d. 

Then to the recreant knight he thus address’d : ^ 
Dost thou not blush, to spend thy shafts in vain 
On a degenerate and ignoble tinin ) 

If fame, or better vengeance, be thy care, 

There aim : and, with one arrow, end the war. 

I He said ; and show’d from flirthe blazing shield 
! And sword, which but Achilles none could wield ; 

And how he moved a god, and mow’d the stand- 
! ing field- 

The deity himself directs aright 
The envenom’d shaft ; and wungs the fatal flight. 

Thus fell the foremost of the Grecian name;*® 
And he, the base adulterer, boasts the fame. 

A spectacle to glad the Trojan tinin ; 

And please old Pnam, after Hector sJaat- 
If by a female hand he had foreseen 
He was to die, his wish had rather been 
The lance and double axe of the fair warrior 
queen. 

And now, the terror of the Trojan field, 

The Grecian honour, ornament, and shield. 

High on a pile, the unconquer’d chief is placed : 
The god, that arm’d him first, consumed at last. 

Of all the mighty man, the small remains 
A little um, and scarcely fill'd, contains. 

Tet great m Homer, stiU Achilles lives; 

And, equal to himself, himself survives. 

His buckler owns its former lord; and brings 
New cause of strife betwixt contending kings ; 
^Vho worthiest, after him, bis sword to wield, 

( Or wear his armour, or sustain bis shield. 

1 Ev’n Diomede sat mute, with downcast eyes ; 
j Conscious of wanted worth to win the prize ; 
j Xor Menelaus presumed these arms to claim, 

I Xor he the king of men, a greater name, 
j Two rivals only rose : Laertes’ son, 
j And the vast bulk of Ajax Telamon. 

I The king, who cherish’d each with equal love^ 
And from himself all envy would remove. 

Left both to he determined by the Iuavs ; 

And to the Grecian chiefe transferr’d the cause. 
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The chiefs were set, the soldiers crown’d the field : 
To these the master of the seven-fold shield 
Upstarted fierce : and kindled with diadaiTi, 
E^er to speak, unable to contain 

• The Metaniorphoses (as well as the Fasti of Ovid) have 
preserved, it must he owned, many carious particnlara of 
ancient Mstoiy. philosophy, and mythology. For Ovid was 

a ^at and learned autiq.u^^'rlan, which, finom the levity 
and spoJtlveuess of some of his poems, one would not 


j His boiling rage, he roll’d his eyes around ® 
' The shore, and Grecian galleys baled agi'ound. 
Then stretching out his hands, 0 Jove, he cried, 
Must then our cause before the fleet be tried 1 
And dares Ulysses for the prize contend, 

In sight of what be dm-bt not once defend! 

But basely fled, that memorable day, 

When I from Hector’s hands redeem’d the flaming 
prey. 

So much ’tis safer at the noisy bar 
\Vith words to fiourish, than en^ge in war. 

By different methods we maintain’d our nght, 

I Nor am I made to talk, nor he to fight. 

In bloody fields I labour to he great ; 

His arms are a smooth tongue, and soft deceit 
Hor need I speak my deeds, for those you see , 
The sun and day are witnesses for me. 

Let Mm who fights unseen relate Ms ovm, 

And vouch the silent stars, and conscious moon. 
Great is the prize demanded, I confess, 

But such an abject rival makes it less. 

That gift, those honours, he but hoped to gain, 
Can leave no room for Ajax to be vain : 

Losing he wins, because his name will be 
Ennobled by defeat, who durst contend with mo. 
Were mine own valour question'd, yet my blood 
Without that plea would make my title good : 

My sire was Telamon, whose arms, employ’d 
With Herculesi, these Trojan walls destroy’d ; 

And who before, with Jason, sent from Greece, 

In the first sMp brought home the golden fleece : 
Great Telamon from. -lEacns derives ^ 

His birth (the inquisitor of guilty lives 
In shades below ; where Sisyphus, whose son 
This tMef is thought, rolls up the restless hoa\ 7 ’ 
stone,) 

Just .Eacus the king of gods above 

Begot : thus Ajax is the tMrd fi’om Jove. ^ 

Xor should I seek advantage from my Ime, 

Unless (Achilles) it were mix’d mth thine ; 

As next of km Achilles’ arms I claim ; 

This fellow would ingraft a foreign name 
Upon our stock, and the SisypMan seed ^ 

By fraud and theft asserts his father’s breed. 

Then must I lose these arms, because I came 
To fight unoall’d, a voluntary name ] 

Nor shmm’d the cause, but offer’d you my aid, 
While he long lurking was to war betray’d : “ 

Forced to the field he came, hut in the rear ; 

And feign’d distraction to conceal Ms fear : 

Tdl one more cunning caught him in the snare, 
(HI for himself) and dragg’d Mm into war. 

How let a hero’s arms a coward vest, 55 

And he, who shunn’d all honours, gain the best ; 
And let me stand excluded from my nght, 

Robb'd of my kinsman’s arim^ who first appear’d 
in fight. 

Better for us, at home he had remain’d. 

Had it been true the madness which he feign’d, ** 

suspect. An old French translator of Ovid, Thomas Vallois, 
called the Metamorphoses the Bible of the poets; his work 
was printed at Pans, in black letter, 1523 The Abb6 
Pmier published a magnificent edition in 4to. 4 vols 1767, 
with historical and mythological illnatrations — Benserade 
made a kind of travestie of Ovid in Rondeaux, printed in 
4to. with beautiful sculptures. The AbhCi Bellegarde trans- 
lated at the same time Ovids Metamorphoses, and the 
pions Thomas Kempis. Perhaps he was ordered hy his 
confessor to undertake the latter work as an act of penance; 
as Di-yden was ordered by his confessor to write the Hind 
and Panther, ae an ex]nation for having written the Snamah 
Friar. Dr Joseph Wabtox. 
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Or so believed ; tbe less had been our shame, ' 
The less his counseU’d crime, which brands the j 
Grecian name ; i 

Xor Philoctetes had been left inclosed 
In a bai’e isle, to wants and pains exposed, | 

^VTiere to the rocks, with sohtary groans, 

His sufferings and our baseness he bemoans ; 

And wishes (so may Heaven his wish fulfil) 

The due reward to him who caused his ilL 
Now he, with us to Troy’s destruction sworn, 

Our brother of the war, by whom are borne ^ 
Alcides’ arrowy pent in narrow bounds. 

With cold and hunger pinch’d, and pain’d with 
wounds, j 

To find him food and clothing, must employ ’ 
Against the birds the shafts due to the fttc of 
Troy. i 

Tet still he lives, and lives from treason free, ^ 
Because he left Ulysses’ company : 

I^oor Palamede might wish, so void of aid J 

Bather to have been left, than so to death 
betray’d. j 

The coward bore the man immortal spit^ ' 

Who shamed him out of madness into fight : * j 

Is or daring otherwise to vent his hate, | 

Accused him first of treason to the state ; ‘ 

And then, for proof, produced the golden store [ 
Himself had hidden in his tent before : j 

Thus of two champions he deprived our host, ® 
By exile one, and one by treason lost 
Thus fights Ulysses, thus his fame extends, 

A formidable man, but to his friends : 

Great, for what greatness is in words and sound : 
Even faithful N^or less in both is found ; ^ 

But that he might without a rival rei^ 

He left his fiuthful Nestor on the plam ; 

Forsook his friend ev’n at his utmost need, 

Who tired and tardy, with his wounded steed. 
Cried out for aid, and call’d him by Lis name ; ^ 
But cowardice h^ neither ears nor shame : 

Thus fled the good old man, bereft of aid. 

And, for as much as lay in him, betray’d. 

That this is not a fable forged by me. 

Like one of his, an Ulyssean lie, 

I vouch ev’n Diomede, who, though his friend. 
Cannot that act excuse, much less defend : 

He call’d him back aloud, and tax’d his fear ; 

And sure enough he heard, but durst not hear. 

The gods with equal eyes on mortals look ; 

He justly was forsaken, who forsook : 

Wanted that succour he refused to lend, 

Found every fellow such another friend : 

No wonder," if he roar’d that all might hear, ' 
His elocution was increased by feiu: : i 

I beard, I ran, I found him out of breath, ; 

Pale, trembling, and half dead with fear of 
death. 

Though he had judged himself by bis own laws, 
And stood condemn’d, I help’d the common 
cause: 

With my broad buckler hid him from the foe ; ; 

(Ev’n the shield trembled as he lay below :) 

And jftom impending fate the coward freed : ' 

Good heaven forgive me for so bad a deed ! 

If still he will persist, and urge the strife, 

First let him give me back his forfeit life ; ^ 

Let him return to that opprobrious field : 

Agam creep under my protecting shield : 

Lot him lie wounded, let the foe be near. 

And let Ms quivering heart confess his fear ; 


There put him in the very jaws of fate ; 

And let him plead Ms cause in that estate : 

And yet, when snatch’d fi’om death, when from 
below 

My lifted sMeld I loosed, and let Mm go, 

Good heaven^ bow light he rose, with what a 
bound 

He sprung from earth, forgetful of his wound : ^ 
How fresh, how eager then his feet to ply ; 

Who had not strength to stand, had speed to fly ! 

Hector came on, and brought the gods along ; 
Fear seized alike the feeble and the strong : 

Each Greek was an Llysses ; such a dread 
Th’ approach, and ev’n the sound, of Hector bred : 
Him, flesh’d with slaughter, and with conquest 
crown’d, 

I met, and overturn’d him to the ground. 

When after, matcMess as he deem’d in might. 

He challenged all our host to single fight, 

AH eyes were fix’d on me : the lots were thrown 
But for your champion I was wish’d alone : 

Yotir vows were heard, we fought, and neither 
yield; 

Tet I return’d un vanquish’d firom the field. 

With Jove to friend th’ insulting Trojan came, 
And menaced us with force, our fleet with flame : 
Was it the strength of this tongne-valiant lord. 

In that black hour, that saved you from the 
sword ; 

Or was my breast exposed alone, to brave 
A thousand swords, a thousand sMps to save ? 
The hopes of your return ! and can you yield. 
For a saved fleet, less than a single ^eld ? 

Think it no boast, 0 Grecians, if I deem 
These arms want Ajax, more than Ajax them ; 

Or, I with them an equal honour slwe ; ^ 

They honoured to be worn, and I to wear. 

Will he compare my courage with his flight? 

As weU he may compare the day with night 
Night is indeed the province of his reigp : 

Yet all his dark exploits no more contSn 
Than a spy tak«a, and a deeper slain ; 

A priest made prisoner. Pallas made a prey ; 

But none of all these actions done by day : 

Nor aught of these was done# and Diomede away. 
If on such petty merits you confer 
So vast a prize, let each his portion share ; 

Make a ju^ dividend : and if not alL 
The greater part to Diomede wiH fiill 
But why for Ithacus such arms as those, 

Wb .0 naked and by night invades his foes ? 

The glittering helm by moonlight wiH proclaim 
The latent robber, and prevent his game ; 

Nor could he hold Ms tottering head upright 
Beneath that motion, or sustam the weight; 

Nor that right arm could toss the beamy lance 
Much less tile left that ampler diield advance ; 
Ponderous with precious weight, and rough with 
cost 

Of the round world in rising gold emboss’d. 

That orb would ill become his hand to wield. 
And look as for the gold he stole the shield ; 
Which should your error on the wretch bestow, 
It would not firighten, but allure the foe : 

Why ac>La he what avails him not in fight. 

And world but cumber and retard his fli^t, 

In wMch his only excellence is placed ? ^ 

You give him death, that intercept his haste;. 
Add. that his own is yet a maiden-sMeld, 

Nor the least dint has stiffer’d in the field, 
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Guiltless of fight ; mine batter’d, bew’d, and 
bored, 

out of service, must forsake bis lord. 

VTbat farther need of words our right to scan ? 
ily arguments are deeds 5 let action speak the 
man. 

^ince from a champion’s arms the strife arose, 

So cast the glorious prize amid the foes ; 

Ibien send us to redeem both arms and shield, ^ 
And let him wear who wins ’em in the field. 

He said : a murmur from the multitude, 

Or somewhat like a stifled shout, ensued : 

[fill from his seat arose Laertes’ son, 

Look’d down awhile, and paused ere he begun 
Then to the expecting au^ence raised his look, 
And not without prepared attention spoke : 

Soft was his ton^ and sober was his fiice ,* 

Action his words, and w'ords his action grace. 

If heaven, my lord^ had heard our common 
prayer, ^ 

These arms had caused no quarrel for an heir ; 

Still great Achilles had his own possess’d. 

And we with great Achilles had been bless’d. 

But since hard fiite, and heaven’s severe decree, 
Have ravish’d him away from you and me, 

(At this he sigh’d, and wiped his eyes, and 
drew, 

Or seem’d to draw, some drops of kindly dew,) 
Who better can succeed Achilles lost, 

Than he who gave Achilles to your host 1 

This only I request^ that neither he sis 

May gain, by b^g what he seems to be, 

A ^pid thing nor I may lose the prize, 

By having sens^ which heaven to mm denies : 
Since, great or small, the talent I enjoy’d 

Was ever in the common cause employ’d : ^ 

Nor let my wit, and wonted eloquence, 

Which often has been used in your defence 

And in my own, this only time be brought 

To bear against myseli^ and deem’d a fe-ult 

Make not a crime, where nature made it none; 

For every man may freely use his own. 

The deeds of long-descended ancestors 

Are hut by grace of imputation ours, 

Theirs in effect : but since he draws his line 

From Jove, and seems to plead a right divine ; 
From Jove, like him, I ftkim my p^gree, 

And am descended m the same degree : 

My Sira Laertes was Arceaius’ heir, 

Arcesins was the son of Jupiter : 

Ho parricide, no banish’d ig known 

In ail my line : let him excuse his own. 

Hermes ennobles too my mother’s side, 

By both my parents to the gods allied ; 

But not be^nse that on the female part 

My blood is better, dare I claim desert, 

Or that my sdre from parricide is free, 

But judge by merit betwixt him and me : 

The prize he to the best ; provided yet, 

That Ajax for a while his Mn foi^t, 

And his great sire, and greater uncle's nam^ ^ 
To fortify by them his feeble claim : 

Be kindi^ and relation laid aside, 

And honour’s cause by laws of honour tried ; 

F'r, if he plead proximity of blood, 

T -at empty title is with ease withstood. ^ 

Peleus, the hero’s sire^ more nigh he;, 

And Pyrrhus his undoubted progeny, 

Inherit first these trophies of the field ; 

To Scyros, or to Phtl^ send the shield • 

And Teucer has an uncle’s right; yet he ^56 

Waves his pretensions, nor contends with me. 

Then, since the cause on pure desert is placed. 
Whence shsJl I take my rise, what reckon last? 

I not presume on every act to dwell, 

But take these few, in order as they fell ^ 

Thetis, who knew the fates, applied her care 

To keep Achilles in disguise from war ; 

And tiU the threatening influence were past, 

A woman’s habit on the hero cast : 

All eyes were cozen’d by the borrow’d vest, ^ 
And Ajax (never wiser than the rest) 

Found no Pelides there : at length I came 

With proffer’d wares to this pretended dame ; 

She, not discover’d by her mien or voice, 

Betray’d her manhood by ber manly choice ; ^ 

And while on female toys her fellows look. 

Grasp’d m her warlike hand, a javelin shook; 
Whom, by this act reveal’d, I lims bespoke : 

0 goddess-bom ! resist not heaven’s decree, 

The M of Ilium is reserved for thee ; ^ 

Then seized him, and, produced in open light, 

Sent blushing to the field the fatal knight 

Mine then are all his actions of the war ,* 

Great Telephus was conquer’d by my spear. 

And after cured : to me the Thebans owe, ^ 

Lesbos and Tenedos, their overthrow ; 

Scyros and Cylla : not on ^ to dwdl, 

By me Lymesus and strong Chiysa fell : 

And since I sent the man who Hector slew. 

To me the noble Hector’s death is due : ^ss 

Those arms I put into his living hand, 

Those arms, Pelides dead, I now demand. 

WTien Greece was injured in the Spartan prince. 
And met at Auhs to^revenge the offence^ 

’Twas a dead calm, or adverse blasts, that reign’d, 
And in the port the wind-bound fleet detain’d : 

Bad signs were seen, and oracles severe 

Were daily thunder’d in our general’s ear ; 

That by Ms daughter’s blood we must appease 
Diana’s kindled wrath, and free the seas. 

Affection, interest, fami^ his heart assail’d ; 

Bat soon the father o’er the king prevail’d 

Bold, on himself he took the pious crime, 

As angry with the gods, as they with Mm. 

Ho subject could sustain their sovereign’s look,*®*’ 
Till this hard enterprise I undertook : 

1 only durst th’ imperial power control, 

And undermined the parent in his soul ; 

Forced Mm to exert me king for common good, 

And pay our ransom with Ms daughter’s blood 

Hever was cause more dilQcult to plead, 

Than where the judge against himself decreed : 

Yet this I won by <^t of argument ; 

The wrongs Ms injured brother underwent, 

And Ms own of&ce, shamed Mm to consent. 

’Twas harder yet to move the mother’s mind. 

And to this heavy task was I design’d: 

Reasons against her love I knew were vain : 

I circumvented whom I could not gain : 

Had Ajax been employ’d, our slacken’d sails 

Had si^ at AuHs waited happy gales. 

Arrived at Troy, your choice was fix’d on me;, 

A fearless envoy, fit for a bold embassy : 

Secore, I enter'd through the hostile court, 
Glittering with steel, and crowded with resort : ^ 
There, in the midst of arm% I plead our caus^ 

Urge the foul rape, and violated laws ; 

Accuse the foes, as authors of the strife, 

1 Reproach the ravisher, demand the wife. 
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Priam, Antenor, and the wiser few, ^ 

I moved ; but Paris and his lawless crew 
Scarce held tbeir hands, and lifted swords: but 
stood 

In act to quench their impious thirst of blood : 
This Menelaus knows ; exposed to share 
With me the rough prelu(hum of the war. ^ 

Endless it were to tell what I have done, 

In arms, or counsel, since the siege begun. 

The first encounters past^ the foe repeU’d, 

They skulk’d within the town, we kept the field. 
War seem’d asleep for nine long years ; at length. 
Both sides resolved to pu^ we tried our 
stren^h. 336 

How what did Ajax while our arms took breath. 
Versed only in the gross mechanic trade of 
deaths 

If you require my deeds, with ambush’d arms 
I trapp’d the foe, or tired with false alarms ; ^ 

Secured the ships, drew lines along the plain, 

The feinting cheer’d, chastised the rebel train, 
Previded forage, our spent arms renew’d ; 
Employ’d at home, or sent abroad, the common 
cause pursued 

The king, deluded in a dream by Jove, 
Despair’d to take the town, and order’d to remove. 
What subject durst arraign the power supreme. 
Producing Jove to justify his dream 1 
Ajax might wish the soldiers to retain 
From shameful flight, but wishes were in vain ; 

As wanting of effect had been his words, 3*^ 
Such as of course his thtmdering tongue affords. 
But did this boaster threaten, did he pray. 

Or by his own example urge their stay ? 

None, none of these, but ran himself away. ^ 

I saw him run, and was ashamed to see ,* 

Who plied his feet so fast to get aboard as he 1 
Then speeding through the place, 1 made a stand. 
And loudly cried, 0 base degenerate band. 

To leave a town already in your hand ! 388 

After so long expense of blood, for feme. 

To bring home nothing but perpetual shame I 
These words, or what I have forgotten since, 

(For grief inspired me then with eloquence) 
Reduced their minds; they leave tiie crowded 
portj 3® 

And to their late forsaken camp resort; 

Dismay’d the council met : this man was there, 
But mute, and not recover’d of his fear : 

Thersites tax’d the king, and loudly rail’d, 

But his wide opening mouth with blows I seal’d. 
Then, rising; I excite their souls to feme, 371 
And kindle sleeping virtue into flame ; 

From thence, whatever he perform’d in fight 
Is justly mine, who drew him back firom flight. 
Which of the Grecian chiefs consorts with 
thee^ ^ 375 

But Diomede deares my company. 

And still communicates his praise with me. 

As guided by a god, secure he goes, 

Arm’d with my fellowship, amid the foes : 

And sure no little merit I may boast, 3ao 

Whom such a man selects from such an host; 
Unforced by lots I went without afiright, 

To dare witii him the dangers of the night : 

On the same errand sent, we met the spy 
Of Hector, double-tongued, and used to lie ; 3S5 

Him I despatch’d, but not till, undermined, 

I drew him first to tdl what treacherous Troy 
design’d ; 


My task perform’d, with praise I had retired. 

But not content with this, to greater praise 
aspired; 

Invaded Rhcesus, and his Thracian crew, 

And him, and his, in their own sirengtii, I slew’ ; 
Return’d a victor, all my vows complete, 

With the king’s chariot, in his royal seat : 

Refuse me now his arms, whose fiery steeds 
Were promised to the spy for ha nocturnal 
deeds: a* 

And let dull Ajax bear away my right, 

When all his days outbalance tMs one night. 

Nor fought I darkling still : the sun beheld 
With slaughter’d Lycians when I strew’d the 
field: 

You saw, and counted as I pass’d along; * 
Alastor, Cromius, Ceranos the strong; 

Alcander, Prytani^ and H^us, 

Noemon, Charopes, and Ennomus, 

Choon, Chersidmnas ; and five beside; 

Men of obscure descent, but courage tried : ^ 

All these this hand laid breathless on the ground; 
Nor want I proofe of many a manly wotind : 

AH honest, all before * believe not me ; 

Words may deceive, but credit what you sea 
At. this he bared his breast, and show’d his 
scars, 

As of a furrow’d field, well plotigh’d with wars ; 
Nor is this part unexercised, said he ; 

That giant bulk of his from wounds is firee : 

Safe in his shield, he fears no foe to try, 

And better manages his blood I ; 

But this avails me not ; our boaster strove 
Not with our foes alone, but partial Jove, 

To save the fleet : this I confess is true, 

(Nor will I take from any man his due) ; 

But thus assuming all, he robs firom you. 

Some part of honour to your share fell ; 

He did the best indeed, but did not all. 

Patrodus in Achilles’ arms, and thought 
The chief he seem’d, with equal ardour fought ; 
Preserved the fleet, repell’d the raging fire, 

And forced the fearful Trojans to retire. 

But Ajax boasts that he was only thought 
A match for Hector, who the combat sought : 
Sure he forgets the king, the chiefs, and me ; 

All were as eager for the fight as he ; ^ 

He but the ninth, and, not by public voice, 

Or ours preferr’d, was only fortune’s choice : 

They fought; nor can our hero b<»st th’ event. 
For Hector the field unwounded went. 

Why am I forced to name that fe.tal day, 

That snatch’d the prop and pride of Greece away? 
I saw Pelides sink, with pious grie^ 

And ran in vain, alas ! to his relief; 

For the brave soul was fled : full of my friend, 

I rudi’d amid the war, his relics to defend : 

Nor ceased my toil till I redeem’d the prey. 

And, loaded with Achilles, march’d away : 

Those arms, which on these shoulders then I 
bore, 

’Tis just you to these dioulders should restore. 
You see I want not nerves, who could sustain 
I The ponderous ruins of so great a man ; 

Or if in others equal force you find. 

None is endued with a more grated mind. 

Did Thetis then, ambitious in her care. 

These arms thus Idbourid for her son prepar e ^ 

I That Ajax after him the heavenly gift should 
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For that dull soul to stare, -with stupid eyes. 

On the leam’d, unintelligiblo prize ! 

\Miat are to him tbe sculptures of the shield. 
Heaven’s planets, etirth, and ocean’s watery field ’ 
Tlie Pleiads, Hyads ; less, and greater Bear, 
Undipp’d in seas ; Orion’s angry st.tr ; 

Two differing cities, graved on either hand 1 
Would he wear arms he cannot understand ? 

Beside, what wise objections he prepares 
Against my late accession to the waro i 
Does not the fool perceive his ailment 
Is vfith more force against Achilles bent ? 

For, if dissembling be so great a crime, 

The fault is common, and the same in him : ^ 

And if he taxes both of long delay, 

My guilt is less, who sooner came away. 

His pious mother, anxious for his life, 

Detain’d her son ; and me, my pious wife- 
To them the blossoms of our youth were due : 

Our riper manhood we reserved for you- 
But grant me guilty, ’tis not much my care. 

When with so great a man my guilt I share : 

My wit TO war the matchless hero brought, 

But by this fool he never had been caught. 

Xor need I wonder, that on me he thi-ew 
Such foul aspersions, when he spares not you : 

If Palamede unjustly fell by me. 

Your honour suffer’d in th’ unjust decree : 

I but accused, you doom’d ; and yet he died, ^ 
Convinced of treason, and was fhirly tried . 

You heard not he was false ,* your eyes behold 
The traitor manifest; the bribe reveal’d. 

That Philoctetes is on Lemnos left, 

Wounded, forlorn, of human aid bereft, 

Is not my crime, or not my crime alone; 

Defend your justice, for the fact ’s your own : 

’Ks true, the advice w’as mine; that stajdng 
there 

He might his weaiy limbs with rest repair. 

Prom a long voyago free, and ftom a longer 
war. 

He took tlie counsel, and he lives at least ; 

The event declares I counsell’d for the best : 
Though faith is all in ministers of state ; 

For who can promise to be fortunate ? 

Xow since his arrows are the fate of Troy, ^ - 
Do not my wit, or weak address, employ ; 

Send Ajax there, with his persuasive sense, 

To mollify the man, and dmw him thence : 

But Xanthus shall run backward ; Ida stand 
A leafless mountain ; and the Grecian baud . 
SbaU fight for Troy ; when my counsels fail. 
The wit of h^vy Ajax can prevail 
Bhrd Philoctetes, exercise thy spleen 
Against thy fellows, and the Idng of men ; 

Curse my ^voted head, above the rest, ^ 

And wish in arms to meet me breast to breast ; 
Yet I the dai^erous task wilL undertake, 

-Vnd either die myself or bring thee back. 

Xor doubt the same success, as when before 
The Phrygian prophet to these tents I bore, 
Surprised by night, and forced him to declare 
In what was placed the fortune of the war ; 
Heaven’s dark decrees and answers to «iisplay, 

.Ind how to t.ike the town, and where the seci’et 
lay : 

Yer this I compass’d, and from Troy convey’d 
Hie Altai image of their guardian maid ; 

That work was mine ; for PaUas, though our friend. 
Yet while she was in Troy, did Troy defend. 


Xow what has Ajax done, or what design’d 7 
A noisy nothing, and an empty wind. 

If he be what he promises in show, 

'V\’hy was I sent, and why fear’d he to go ^ 

Our boasting champion thought the task not light 
To pass the guards, commit himself to night , 

Xot only through a hostile town to pass, 

But scale, with steep ascent, the sacred place ; 
With wandering steps to search the citadel, 

And from the priests their patroness to steal : 
Then through surrounding foes to force my way. 
And bear in triumph home the heavenly prey ; ^ 
Which bad I not, Ajax in vain had held. 

Before that monstrous bulk, his sevenfold shield. 
That night to conquer Troy I might be said, 
When Hx>y was liable to conquest made. 

Why point’st thou to my pariner of the war'J 
Tydid^ had indeed a worthy share 
In all my toil, and praise ; but when thy might 
Our ships protected, didst thou singly fight 
An join’d, and thou of many wert but one ; 

I ask’d no friend, nor had, but him alone ; 

Who, had he not been well assured, that art 
And conduct were of war the better part. 

And more avail’d than strength, my valiant friend 
Had urged a better right thfm Ajax can pretend . 
As good at least Eurypylus may claim, 

And the more moderate Ajax of the name ; 

The Cretan king, and his brave charioteer, 

And Menelaus bold with sword and spear; 

All these had been my rivals in the shield, 

And yet all these to my pretensions yield. 

Thy boisterous hands are then of use, when I 
With this dii’ecting head those hands apply. 

Brawn without brain is thine : my prudent cai*e 
Foresees, provides, administers the war : 

Thy province is to fight ; but when shall be ^ 
The time to fight, the king consults with me : 

Ho dram of judgment with thy force is join’d ; 
Thy body is of profit, and my mind. 

By how much more the ship her safety owes 
To him who steers, than him that only rows, 

By how much more the captain merits praise 
Than he who fights, and fighting but obeys ; 

By BO much greater is my worth than thin^ 
canst but execute what I design. 

What gain’st thou, brutal man, if I confess 
Thy strength superior, when thy wit is less ? 

Mind is the man : I claim my whole desert 
Fi’om the mind’s vigour, and the immortal part 
But you, 0 Grecian chiefe, reward my care, 

Be grateful to your watchman of the war : 

For all my labours in so long a q;)ac^ 

Sure I may plead a title to your grace : 

Enter the town ; I then unbarr’d the gates, 

When I removed their tutelary fates. 

By all our common hopes, if hopes they be 
Which I have now reduced to certainty ; 

By falling Troy, by yonder tottering towers, 

And by their fciken gods, which now are ours ; 

Or if tiiere yet a farther task remains, 

To be perform’d by prudence or by pains ; ^ 

If yet some desperate action rests behind, 

Timt asks high conduct, and a dauntless mind ; 

If aught be wanting to the Trojan doom, 

IVhich none but I can manage and o’ercome ; 
Award those arms I ask, by your decree : ^ 

Or give to this what you refuse to ma 
He ceased : and, ceasing, with respect he bow’d. 
And with his hand at once the Altai statue show’d 
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Heaven, air, and ocean rung 'with loud applause. 
And by the geneiuL vote he gain’d his cause. 

Thus conduct -w'on tlie prize, -when coui-age fail’d. 
And eloquence o’er binital force prevail’d. 


THE DEATH OF AJAX. 

He ■who could often, and alone, 'withstand 
Tlie foe, the fire, and Jove’s o-wn partial hand. 
Now cannot his unmaster’d grief sustain, ^ 
But yields to rage, to madness, and disdain ; 

Then snatching out his fauchion. Thou, said h^ 
Art mine ; Ulysses lays no claim to thee. 

0 often tried, and ever trusty sword. 

Now do thy last kind office to thy lord : 

'Tis Ajax who requests thy aid, to show 
None but himself, himself could overthro'w. 

He said, and -with so good a "will to die 
Did to his breast the fatal point apply. 

It found his heart, a way till then unkno-wn, 
Where never weapon enter’d but his o-ttn : 

No hands could force it thence, so fix’d it stood, 
’Till out it rush’d, expell’d by streams of spoutmg 
blood. 

The fruitful blood produced a flower, which grew 
On a green stem, and of a purple hue : 

Like his, 'W’hom imaware Apollo slew. 

Inscribed in both, the letters are the same; 

But those express the griei^ and these the name. 


THE STORY OP 


ACIS, POLYPHEMUS, AND GALATEA. 


FBOX THU THIETEEKTH BOOK OF 


OVID’S METAMOEPHOSEa 


Ace^ the lovdy youth, whose loss I mourn, 

From Faunus and the nymph Symethis bom, 
Was both his parents’ pleasure ; but to me 
Was all that love could make a lover be. 

The Gods our minds in mutual bands did join : ® 
I was his only joy, and he was mine. 

Now sixteen summers the sweet youth had seen ; 
And doubtful do-wn b^an to shade his chm ; 
When Polyphemus first disturb’d our joy, 

And loved me fiercely as I loved the boy, 

Ask not which passion in my soul was higher. 

My last aversion, or my first desire : 

Nor this the greater was, nor that the less ; 

Both were afie, for both were in excess. 

Th«e, Venus, thee both heaven and earth obey; ^ 
Immense thy power, and boundless is thy sway. 
The Cyclops, who defied th’ ethereal throne. 

And thought no thunder louder than his O'ftn, 
The terror of the woods, and wilder fiir 
Than wolves in plains, or bears in forests are, ^ 
Th’ mbninan host, who made his bloody feasts 
On mangled members of his butcher’d guests. 

Yet felt the force of love, and fierce desire, 
knd buni’d for mo "with unrelenting fire : 


Foigot his caverns, and his woolly care, ^ 

Assumed the softness of a lover’s air; 

And comb’d, -with teeth of rakes, his rugged hair. 
Now with a crooked scythe his beard he sleeks. 
And mows the stubborn stubble of his cheeks * 
Now in the crystal sti*eam he looks, to try 
His simagres, and rolls his glaring eye. 

His cruelty and thirst of blood are lost, 

And ships securely sail along the coast 
The prophet Telemus (arrived by chance 
Where -Etna’s summits to the seas advance, 

Who mark’d the tracks of every bird that flew, 
And sure presages from their flying drew,) 
Foretold the (^clops, that Ulysses’ hand 
In his broad eye should thrust a finming brand. 
The giant, with a scornful grin, replie^ 

Tain augur, thou hast falsely prophesi^ ; 
Already Love his flammg brand has toss’d ; 
Looking on two fear eyes, my sight I lost 
Thus, warn’d in vain, 'with stalking pace he strode. 
And stamp’d the margin of the briny flood ^ 
With heavy steps ; and, weary, sought again 
The cool retirement of his gloomy den. 

A promontory, sharpening by degrees. 

Ends in a wedge, and overlooks the seas : 

On either side, below, the -water flows ; ® 

This airy walk the giant-lover chose ; 

Here on the midst he sate ; his flocks, unled. 
Their shepherd follow’d, and securely fed. 

A pine so burly, and of length so vast. 

That sailing ships required it for a mast, ** 
He 'wielded for a staff, Ms steps to guide : 

But laid it by, his whistle while he tried, 

A hundred reeds, of a prodigious growth, 

Scarce made a pipe proportion’d to his mouth : 
Which when he gave it wind, the rocks around. 
And wateiy plami^ the ’dreadful hiss resound, 

I heard the ruffian shepherd rudely blow. 

Where, in a hollow cav^ I sat below ; 

Ou Acis* bosom I my bead reclined : 

And still preserve the poem in my mind. ® 
0 lovely Galatea, whiter far 
Than falling sno-ws, and rising lilies are ; 

More flowery than the meads; as crystal bright ; 
Erect as alders, and of equal height : 

More wanton than a kid ; more Seek thy skin ^ 
Than orient shelly that on the shores axe seen : 
Than apples feirer, when the boughs they lade ; 
Pleasing as winter suns, or summer shade : 

More grateful to the sight than goodly plains; 
And softer to the touch than down of swans, 

Or curds new turn’d ; and sweeter to the taste 
Than swelling grapes, that to the -smtoge ha‘?te : 
More dear than ice, or running streams, that stray 
Throughgarden plots, but, ah \ more swift than they. 

Yet, G^tea, harder to be broke 
Than bullocks, unreclaim’d to bear the yoke : 
And fer more stubborn than the knotted oak : 
Like sliding streams, impossible to hold; 

Like them fallacious ; like their fountain^ cold : 
More wai'ping than the -vrillow, to decline ® 
My -warm embrace ; more brittle than the vino; 
Immoveable, and fix'd m thy disdam : 

Eough as these rocks, and of a harder grain ; 
More violent than is the rising flood ; 

And the praised peacock is not half so proud : 
Fierce as the fire, and sharp as thistles are ; 

And more outrageous than a mother-bear: 

Deaf as the billows to the vows I make : 

And more revengeful than a trodden sn^e 
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In swiftness fleeter than the flying hind, 

Or driTen tempests, or the driTing wini 
All other faults with patience I can hear j 
But swiftness is the Tice I only fear. 

Yet> if you knew me well, you would not ^un 
My loTe, but to my wi^’d embraces run : 

Would languish in your turn, and court my stay ; 
And much repent of your imwise delay. 

My palace, in the li^g rock, is made 
By nature’s hand ; a spacious pleasing shade ; 
Which neither heat can pierce, nor cold invade. 
My garden fill’d with firuits you may behold, 

And grapes in clusters, imitating gold ; 

Some blushing bunches of a purple hue : 

And these, and those, are all reserved for you 
Bed strawberries in ^ades expecting stand, 
Proud to be gather’d by so white a hand,* 
Autumnal cornels latter fruit provide 
And plums, to tempt you, turn their glossy side : 
Not those of common kinds ; but such alone^ 

As in Phseacian orchards might have grown : 

Nor chestnuts shall be wantmg to your food. 

Nor garden-fruits, nor wildings of the wood ; 

The laden boughs for you alone shall bear ; 

And yours shaB be the product of the year. 

The flocks, you see, are all my own; beside ^ 
The rest that woods and winding valleys hide; 
And those that folded in the caves abide. 

Ask not the numbers of my growing store ; 

Who knows how many, knows he Las no more. 
Nor win I praise my cattle ; trust not me, 

But judge yourself and pass your own decree : 
Behold their swdling dugs; the sweepy weight 
Of ewes, that sink bSieaSi the milky ^ight ; 

In the warm folds their tender lambkins He ; 
Apart fpom^ kids, that call with human cry. ^ 
New milk in nut-brown bowls is duly served 
For daily drink ; the rest for cheese reserved. 

Nor are these household dainties all my store : 
The fields and forests will afford us more ; 

The deer, the hpe, the goat, the savage boar : ^ 
All sorts of venison ; and of birds the best ; 

A pair of turtles taken from the nest. 

I walk’d the mountains, and two cubs I found. 
Whose dam had left ’em on the naked ground; 

So like, that no distinction could be seen ; 

So pretty, they were presents for a queen ; 

And so t^y dbAU ; I took'them both away ; 

And keep, to be companions of your play. 

Oh raise, flur nymiii, your beauteous fece above 
The waves ; nor scorn my presents, and my love. 
Come, Galatea^ come^ and view my fiice ; 

I late b^eld it in the wateiy glass. 

And found it lovelier than I fear’d it was. 

Survey my toweling stature, and my sze ; 

Not Jove, the J ove you dream, that rules the skies, 

I Bears such a bulk, or is so largely spread : ^ 

My locks (the plenteous harvest of my he^) 
Hang o’er my manly face ; and dangrtiTigr down, 
with a shady grov^ my shoulders crown. 

Nor think, because my limbs and body bear ^ 
A thick-set underwood of bristling hair. 

My shape deform’d : what fouler sight can be 
Than the bald branchy of a leafless tree 1 
Foul is the steed without a flowing mane ; 

^Vnd birds, without theirfeathers,andtheirtiam-i«® 
Wool decks the sheep ; and man receives a grace 
From bushy limbs, and from a bearded face. 

My forehead with a single eye is fill’d, 

Hound as a boll, and ample as a shield. 


The glorious lamp of heaven, the radiant sun, 

Is nature’s eye; and she’s content with one. 

Add, that my ftther sways your seas, and I, 

Like you, am of the watery family. 

I make you bis, in making you my own ; 

You I adore, and kneel to you alone : 

Jove, with his ftbled thunder, I despise. 

And only fear the lightning of your eyes. 

Frown not, fair nymph; yet I could bear to be 
Disdain’d, if others were disdain’d wuth me. ^ 
But to repulse the Cyclops, and prefer 
The love of Acis, heavens ! I cannot bear. 

But let the stripling please himself ; nay more, 
Please you, though that ’s the thing I most abhor; 
The boy shall find, if e’er we cope in fight, 

These giant limbs endued -with giant might. ^ 
His living bowels from his belly tom, 

And scatter’d limbs, shall on the floc^ be borne, 
Thy flood, tmgrateful nymph; and fate shall find 
That way for thee and Acis to be join’d. 

For, oh f I bum with love, and thy disdain 
Augments at once my passion and my pain. 
Tr^slated iBtaia flames within my heart. 

And thou, inhuman, wilt not ease my smart 
Lamenting thus in vain, he ros^ and strode 
With furious paces to the neighbouring wood : 
Restless his feet, distracted was his walk ; 

Mad were his motions, and conftised his talk. 

Mad as the vanquish’d bull, when forced to yield 
His lovely mistress, and forsake the field. 

Thus far unseen I saw ; when, fttal chance 
His looks directing; with a sudden glance; 

Acis and I were to Ms sight betray’d ; 

Where, nought suspecting, we securely play’d. 
From his wide mouth a bellowing cry he cast ; 

I se^ I see 1 but tMs shall be your last ^ho 
A roar so loud made .®tna to rebound ; 

And an the Cyclops labour’d in the sound. 
Affrighted with his monstrous voice, I fled, 

And in the neighbouring ocean plunged my head. 
Poor Acis turn’d his back, and. Help, he cried, 
Help, Galatea ! help, my parent gods, 

And take me dying to your deep abodes ! 

The Cyclops follow’d ; but he sent before 
A rib, wMch firom the living rock he tore . 
Though but an angle reach’d him of the ston^ 
The mighty ficagment was enough alone 
To cnish all Acis ; 'twas too late to sav^ 

But what the fates allow’d to give, I gave : 

That Acis to his lineage should return ; 

And roU, among the river gods, Ms um. 

Straight issued firom the stone a stream of blood; 
WMch lost the purple, mingling with the flood. 
Then like a troubl^ torrent it appear’d: 

The torrent too, in little spac^ was clear’d. 

The stone was deft, and through the yawning 
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New reeds arose, on the new river’s brink. 

The rock, from out its hollow womb, disclosed 
A soimd like water in its course opposed : 

When (wondrous to behold) full in the flood 
Up sta^ a youth, and navd-Mgh he stood. ^ 
Homs firom Ms temples rise ; and either horn 
Thick wreaths of reeds (his native growth) adorn. 
Were not his stature taller than before, 

His bulk augmented, and his beauty more. 

His colour blue, for Acis he might pass : 

I And Acis changed into a stream he was. 

But mine no more, he rolls along the plains 
I With rapid motion, and Ms name retaMs. 
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OF THE 

PYTHAGOREAN PHILOSOPHY; 

FKOM THE FIFTEENTH BOOK OF 

OVID’S METAMORPHOSES.* 


The Fourteenth Book concludes with the death and deifi- 
cation of Romulus ; the Fifteenth begins with the elec- 
tion of Numa to the crown of Rome. On this occasion, 
Ovid, f(dlowing the opinion of some authors, makes 
Niima the scholar of Pythagoras ; and to have begun 
his acquaintance with that philosopher at Crotona, a 
town in Italy ; from thence he makes a digression to the 
moral and natural philosophy of Pythagoras : on both 
which our author enlarges; and which are the most 
learned and heantiful pans of the Metamorphoses. 

A KING is sought to guide the growing stat^ 

One able to support the public weight, 

Aud fill the throne where Romulus had sate. 
Renown, which oft bespeaks the public voice. 
Had recommended Numa to their choice : * ® 

A peaceful, pious prince; who, not content 
To know the Sabine rites, his study bent 
To cultivate his mind : to learn the laws 
Of nature, and explore their hidden cause. 

Urged by this care, his country he forsook, ^ 
And to Crotona thence his journey took. 

Arrived, he first inquired the founder’s name 
Of this new colony, and whence he came. 

Then thus a senior of the place replies 

(Well read, and curious of antiquities,) ^ 

’T:s said, Alddes hither took his way 

From Spain, and drove along his conquer’d prey ; 

Then, leaving in the fields hte grazing cows, 

He sought hhnself some hospitoble house. 

Good Croton entertain’d his godlike guest ; 

While he repair’d his weary limbs with re^ 

The hero, thence departing, bless’d the place ; 
And here, he said, in Time’s revolving race, 

A rising town shall take its name from thee. 
Revolving Time fulfill’d the prophecy : ® 

For Myscelos, the justest man on earih, 

Alemon’s son, at A^os had his birth : 

Him Hercul^ arm’d with his club of oak, 
O’ershado'w’d in a dream, and thus bespoke : 

Go, leave thy native soil, and make abode ^ 
Where iEsaris rolls down his rapid fioocL 
He said ; and sleep forsook him, and the god. 
Trembling he waked, and rose with anxious 
he^; 

His country laws forbade him to depart : 

What should he do ? ’Twas death to go away; ^ 
And the god menaced if he dared to stay ; 

All day he doubted, and, when night came on, 
Sleep, and the same forewarning dream, begun : 
Once more the god stood threatening o’er Ms 
head; 

With added curses if he disobey’d. ^ 

Twice warn’d, he studied flight ; but would con- 
vey, 

At once, his person and his wealth away. 

Thus while he linger’d, his design -was heard ; 

A ^eedy process form’d, and death declared. 

It is a singnlar rirciimstance, that neither Lucretius 
nor Pope finished their philosophical poems. Ovid has not 
set fom the Pythagorean philosophy so well as Lneretias 
the Epienrean. Dr. J. Waeton. 


Witness there needed none of his offence, « 
Against himself the wretch was evidence : 
Condemn’d, and destitute of human aid, 

To him, for whom he suffer’d, thus he pray’d: 

0 Power, who has deserved in heaven a throne, 
Kot given, but by thy labours made thy own, ^ 
Pity thy suppliant, and protect his cause, 

Whom thou hast made obnoxious to the laws. 

A custom was of old, and still remains. 

Which life or death by suffrages ordains ; 

White stones and black within an um are cast; ^ 
The first absolve;, but iate is in the lash 
The judges to the common um bequeath 
Their votes, and drop the sable signs of death ; 
The box receives all black; but pour’d from 
thence 

The stones came candid jforth, the hue of inno- 
cence. 

Thus Alimonides his safety won. 

Preserved from death by Alcumena’s son : 

Then to has kinsman god his vows he pays, 

And cuts with prosperous gales th* Ionian seas; 
He leaves Tarentum, fiivouPd by the wind, ® 
And Thurine bays, and Temises, behind ; 

Soft Sibaiis, and all the capes that stand 
Along the shore, he makes in sight of land ; 

Still doubling, and still coasting, till he found 
The mouth of JEsaris, and promised ground : 7® 

Then saw where, on tiie margin of the flood. 

The tomb that held the hones of Croton stood : 
Here, by the god s command, he built and wall’d 
The place pr^cted ; and Crotona call’d : 

Thus fiune, from time to time, delivers dow^r 
The sure tradition of th’ Italian town. 

Here dwelt the man divine whom Samos boiu, 
But now self-banish’d from his native shores 
Because he hated tyrants, nor could bear 
The chains which none but servile souls will 
wear: ® 

He, though fix>m heaven remote to heaven could 
move, 

With strength of min A tread th’ abyss above; 

And peue^te, with his interior light. 

Those upper depths, which Nature hid from sight : 
And w^t he had observed, and leam’d from 
thence, ^ 

Loved in fiiTniliftr language to dispense. 

The crowd with silent admiration stand, 

And heard him, as they heard their god’s com- 
mand; 

While he discoursed of heaven’s mysterious lavra, 
The world’s original, and nature’s cause ; 

And what was God, and why the fiee<y snows 
In silence fell, and rattling vrinds arose ; 

What shook the steadfast earth, and whence 
begun 

The dance of planets round the radiant sun ; 

If thunder was the voice of angry Jove, * 

Or clouds, -with nitre pr^nant, burst above : 

Of these, and things beyond the common reach, 
He spoke, and charm’d his audience with Ms 
speech. 

He firet the taste of flesh from tables drove^ 
And argued well, if arguments could mova 
0 mortals 2 from your fellows’ Mood abstahv 
Nor taint your bodies vrith a food profene : 

While com and pulse by nature are bestow’d. 

And planted orchards bend their willing load; 
While labour’d gardens wholesome herbs produca^ 
And teeming vines afford their generous juice ; “ 
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Xor tiirdier fniits of cruder kind are lost, 

Eut turned with fire, or mellow’d by the frost ; 
While kiue to pails distended udders bring. 

And bees their honey redolent of spring ; 

^Vhlle earth not only can your needs supply, 

I But, lavish of her store, provides for luxury ; 

A guiltless feast administers with ease, 

And without blood is prodigal to please. 

Wild be.xats their mawt» with their slain brethren 
fill, ^ 

And yet not all, for some refuse to kill : 

Jibeep. goats, and oxen, and the nobler steed. 

On browse, and com, the floweiy meadows feed. 
Bejirs, tigers, wolves, the lion’s angry brood, 
Whom Heaven indued with principles of blood, ^ 
He wisely sunder’d from the rest, to yeU 
In fore&ta, and in lonely caves to dwell, 

"WTiere stronger beasts oppress the weak by might. 
And all in prey and .purple feasts delight 

O impious use ! to Nature’s law’s opposed, ^ 
Where bowels are in other bowels closed : 

WTiere, fiitten’d by their fellows’ fat, they thrive; 
ilaintain’d by murder, and by death they live. 
’Tis then for nought that mother eaith provides 
The stores of all she shows, and all she hides, 

If men with fleshy morsels must be fed. 

And chew with bloody teeth the breathing bread: 
What else is this but to devour our guests, 

And baib’rously renew Cyclopean feasts ! 

We, by destroying life, our life sustain ; 

And goi^e th’ ungodly naiaw with meate obscene. 
Not so the golden age, who fed on fruit, 

Nor durst with bloody meals their mouths 
pollute. 

Then birds in airy space might safely move. 

And timorous hares on heaths securely rove ; 

Nor needed fish the guileful hooks to fear, 

For all was peaceful, and that peace sincere. 
^VlIoeve^ was the wretch (and cursed be he) 

That envied first our food’s simplicity ; 

Th’ essay of bloody feasts on brutes began, 

And affcw forged the sword to murder man. 

Had he the sharpen’d steel alone employ’d 
On beasts of prey that other beasts desfroy’d. 

Or men invaded with their fangs and paws, 

This had been justified by Nature’s laws, 

And self-defence : but who did feasts begin 
Of flebh, he sfyetch’d necessity to sm. 

To kill man-kiUers, man has lawful power, 

But not th’ extended licence to devour. 

HI habits gather by unseen degrees, ^ 

As brooks n^e rivers, rivers run to seas. 

The sow, with her broad snout for rooting up 
Th' entrusted seed, was judged to spoil the crop, 
And intercept the sweating farmer’s hope : 

The covetous churl, of unforgiving kind, 

} Th’ ofiender to the bloody priest resign’d : 

I Her hunger was no plea ; for that she died. 

I The goat came neart in order, to be tried : 
j The goat had cropp’d the tendrils of the vine : 

In vengeance laity and deigy join, 

■Where one has lost his profit, one his wine. 

Here was, at least, some shadow of offence : 

The sheep was sacrificed on no pretence 
But meek and unresisting innocence ; 

A patient, useful creature, bom to bear Vo 

The warm and -woolly fleece, that clothed her 
murderer. 

And daily to give down the milk she bred, 

A tribute for the gra^s on which she fed. 


Living, both food and raiment she supplies. 

And is of least advantage when she dies, 

How did the toiling ox his death deserve, 

A downright simple drudge, and bom to serve 1 
O iyrant ! with what justice canst thou hope 
The promise of the year, a plenteous crop ,* 

TThen thou destro:?st thy labouring steer, wbo 
till’d, 

And plough’d with pains, thy else ungrateful field 1 
Prom his yet reeking neck to draw the yoke, 
(That neck with which the surly clods he broke). 
And to the hatchet yield thy husbandman, 

"Who finish’d autumn, and the spring began ! 

Nor this alone; but, heaven itself to bnbe. 

We to the gods our impious acts ascribe : 

First recompense with death their creatures* toil. 
Then call the bless’d above to share the spoil : 
The fairest victim must the powers appease : 

(So fatal ’tis sometimes too much to please !) 

A purple fillet his broad brows adorns. 

With flowery garlands crown’d, and gilded 
horns : 

He hears the murderous prayer the priest prefers, 
But understands not ’tis Ms doom he hears . 
Beholds the meal betwixt his temples cast, 

(The fimit and product of his labours past ;) 

And in the water views, perhaps, the knife 
Uplifted, to deprive him of bis life ; 

Then, broken up alive, his entrails sees ^ 

Tom out, for priests to inspect the gods’ decrees. 
From whence, 0 mortal men 1 this gust of 
blood 

Have you derived, and interdicted food? 

Be taught by me this dire delight to shun. 

Warn’d by my precepts, by my practice won : 
And when you eat the wetL-deserving beast, 

Think, on ihe labourer of your field you feast ! 

Now since the god inspires me to proceed, 

Be that, whate’er mspiring power, obey’d. 

For I sing of mighty mysteries, 

Of truths conceal’d before from human eyes. 

Dark oracles unveil, and open all the skies. 
Pleased as I am to walk along the sphere 
Of shining stars, and travel with the year. 

To leave the heavy earth, and scale the height 
Of Atlas, who supports the heavenly weight : 

To look from upper light, and thence survey 
Mistaken mort^ wandering from the way. 

And, wanting wisdom, fearfrl for the state 
Of fiiture things and trembling at their fate. ^ 
Those I would teach; and by right reason 
bring 

To think of death, as but an idle thing. 

Why thus affrighted at an empty name, 

A dream of darkness, and fictitious flame 1 
Yain themes of wit, which but in poems pass, ^ 
And fables of a world that never was ! 

■What feels the body when the soul expires. 

By time coirupted, or consumed by fires ? 

Nor dies the spiril{ but new life repeats 
In other forms, and only changes seats. ^ 

Ev’n I, who these mysterious truths declare, 
Was once Euphorbus in the Trojan war ; 

My name and lineage I remember well, 

And how in fight by Sparta’s king I fell 
In Argive Juno’s fime I late beheld ^ 

My buckler hung on high, and own’d my former 
shield. 

Then death, so call’d, is but old matter tiress’d 
In some new figure, and a varied vest : 
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Thus all things are but alter’d, nothing dies ; 

And here and there th’ unbodied spirit flies, ^ 
By time, or force, or sickness dispossess'd. 

And lodges, where it lights, in man or beast ; 

Or himts without, till ready limbs it find. 

And actuates those according to their kind ; 

From tenement to tenement is toss’d ; ^ 

The soul is still the same, the figure only lost : 
And as the soften’d wax new se^ receive^ 

This fiice assume^ and that impression leaves ; 
Now call’d by one, now by another name; 

The form is only changed, the wax is still the 
same: 

So death, so caH’d, can but the form deface, 

Th’ immortal soul flies out in empty space. 

To seek her.fortune in some other place. 

Then let not piety be put to flight, 

To please the taste of glutton appetite ; 255 

But suffer inmate souls secure to dwell, 

Lest from their seats your parents you expel; 
With rabid hunger feed upon your kind. 

Or from a beast dislodge a brother’s mind. 

And since, like Tiphys, parting from the shore, 
In ample seas I sail, and depths untried before, 
This let me further add, that nature knows 
No steadflist station, but or ebbs or flows: 

Ever in motion ; she destroys her old, 

And casts new figures in another mould. 265 
Ev’n times are in perpetual flux ; and run. 

Like rivers from their fountain, rolling on ; 

For time, no more than streams, is at a stay : 

The flying horn* is ever on her way ; 

And as the fountain still supplies her store, 

The wave behind impels the wave before ; 

Thus in successive course the minutes run. 

And urge their predecessor minutes on, 

Still moving, ever new : for former tilings 
Are set aside, like abdicated kings : ^ 

And every moment alters what is done. 

And innovates some act till then unknown. 

Darkness, we see, emeiges into light, 

And shining suns descend to sable night; 

Ev’n heaven itself receives another dye, 2so 
When wearied animals in slumbers he 
Of midniglit ease ; another, when the grey 
Of mom preludes the splendour of the day. 

The disk of Phoebus, when he climbs on high. 
Appears at first but as a bloodshot eye ; 235 

And when his chariot downward drives to bed. 
His ball is with the same suffusion red ; 

But mounted high in his meridian lace 
AU bright he shines, and with a better face : 

For there, pure particles of ether flow, 290 

Far from th’ infection of the world below. 

Nor equal light th’ unequal moon adorns, 

Or in her waxing or her waning horns ; 

For every day me wanes, her free is less, 

But, gathering into globe, she fattens at increase. 

Perceiv’st ttiou not the process of the year, 286 
How the four seasons in four forms appear. 
Resembling human life in every shape they wearl 
Spring first, like infancy, shoots out her head. 
With milky juice requiring to be fed : 

Helpless though fresh, and wanting to he led. 
The green stem grows in stature and in size. 

But only feeds with hope the farmer’s eyes ; 

Ver. 261. In ampU seas I saSj omd depths untried 
Pythagoras, it is said, wrote a poem on the universe, in 
hexameter verses, mentioned by Diog. Laertins, viii.T. Dr. 
J. Wakton. 


Then laughs the childish year with flowerets 
crown’d. 

And lavishly perfumes the fields around, *>5 
But no substantial nourishment receives ; 

Infirm the stalks, unsolid are lie leaves. 

Proceeding onward whence the year b^an, 

The Summer grows adult, and ripens into man. 
This season, as in men, is most replete ^*10 

With kindly moisture, and prolific heat. 

Autumn succeeds, a sober tepid age. 

Not froze with fear, nor boiling into rage ; 

More than mature, and tending to decay. 

When our brown locks repine to mix with odious 
grey. ^ 

La^ Winter creeps along with tardy pace, 

Sour is his front, and furrow’d is his fece. 

His scalp, if not dishonour’d quite of hair. 

The ragged fleece is thin, and thin is worse thr 
bare. 

Ev’n our own bodies daily change receive, 

Some part of what was theirs before they leave ; 
Nor are to-day what yesterday they were : 

Nor the whole same to-morrow will appear, 
t Time was when we were sow’d, and just b^an, 

I From some few fruitful drops;, the promise of a ■ 
j man ; 

Then Nature’s hand (fermented as it was) 

, Moulded to shape the soft coagulated mass; 

I And when the little man was fully form’d. 

The breathless embryo with a spirit warm’d ; 

But when the mother’s throes begin to come, 

The creature, pent within the narrow room. 

Breaks his blind prison, pushing to repair 
His stifled breath, and dmw the living air; 

Cast on the margin of the world he lies, 

A helpless babe, but by instinct he cries. 

He next essays to walk, but, downward press’d. 

On four feet imitate bis brother beast : 

By slow degrees he gathers from the ground 
His l^si, and to the rolling chair is bound; 

Then walks alone; a horseman now become 
He rides a stick, and travels round the room. 

In time he vaunts among his youthful peers ; 
Strong-boned, and strong with nerves, in pride of 
years, 

He runs with mettle his first meny stage ; 
Maintains the next, abated of his rage, ^ 

But manages his strength, and spares his age. 
Heavy the third, and stiff, he sinks apace. 

And, though ’tis down-hiU all, but creeps along 
the raca 

Now sapless on the verge of death he stands. 
Contemplating his former feet and hands ; ^ 

And, Milo-like, his dacken’d sinews sees, 

And wither’d arms, once fit to cope with Hercules, 
Unable now to shake, much less to tear, the trees. 

So Helen wept, when her too faithful glass 
Reflected to her eyes the ruins of her free ; ^ 

^Vondering what charms her ravishers could spy. 
To force her twice, or ev’n but once enjoy I 
I Thy teeth, devouring Time, thine, envious Age, 

I On things below still exercise your rage : 

With venom’d grinders you corrupt your meat, 
And then, at Imgering meals, the morsels eat 
Nor those, wluch elements we call, abid^ 

Nor to this figure, nor to that, are ti^ ; 

For this eterual world is said of old 
But four prolific principles to hold, 

Four different bo^es ; two to heaven ascend 
And other two down to the centre tend : 
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Firo, first, with wings expanded, mounts on high, 
Pure, Toid of weight, and dwells in upper sky ; 
Then -Air, because unclogg’d in empty space, ^ 
FUos after fire, and claims the second place : 

But wei^ty Water, as her nature guides 
Lies on Hie lap of Earth, and mother Earth subsides. 
All things are mix’d with thes^ which all con- 
tain. 

And into these are all resolved again ; ^ 

Earth rarefies to dew; expanded more 
The subtle dew in air begins to soar ; 

Spreads as she flies, and weary of her name 
Extenuates still, and changes into flbme ; 

Thus having by degrees perfection won, ^ 

Restless they soon untwist the web they spun. 
And fire begins to lose her radiant hue, 
llix’d with gross air, and air descends to dew ; 
And dew, condensing, does her form forego, 

And sinks, a heavy lump of earth, below. ^ 
Thus are their figures never at a stand. 

But changed by Isature’s innovating hand; 

All things are alter’d, nothing is destroy’d, 

The shifted scene for some new show employ’d. 

Then, to be bom, is to begin to be ^ 

Some otlier thing we were not formerly ; 

And what we call to die, is not to appear. 

Or be the th i ng that formerly we were. 

Those very elements which we partake 
Alive, when dead, some other bodies make : ^ 

Translated grow, have sense, or can discourse ; 
But death on deathless substance has no force. 
That forms are changed I grant, that nothing 
can 

Continue in the figure it b^an : 

The golden age to silver was debased : 

To copper that ; our metal came at last. 

The fece of places, and their forms, decay ; 

And that is solid ^irth that once was sea 
Stjas, in their turn, retreating from the shore. 
Make solid land what ocean was before ; ^ 

And fiir from strands are shells of fishes found. 
And rusty anchors fix’d on moxmtain ground : 

And what were fields before, now wash’d and worn 
By fidUng floods fi:um high, to valleys turn. 

And, crombling stiU, descend to level lands ; 

And lakes, and trembling bogs, are barren sands ; 
And the parch’d desert fioats in streams unknown; 
■Wondering to drink of waters not her own. 

Here Nature living fountains opes ; and there. 
Seals up the wombs where living fountains were ; 
Or earthquakes stop their ancient course, and 
bring <^6 

Diverted streams to feed a distant spring* 

So Lycus, swallowed up, is seen no more, 

But far from thence knocks out another door. 
Thus Erasmus dives; and blind in earth ^ 
Runs on, ^d gropes his way to second birth ; 
Starts up in Argoi^ meads, and shakes his locks 
Around the fields, and feiiens all the fllocli 
So Mysus by another way is led. 

And, grown a river, now dialftTna his head : ^ 

Forgets his humble birth, his name forsok^ 

And the proud title of Caicus takes. 

Large Amenane, impure with yellow sand^ 

Runs rapid often, and as often stands ; 

And here he threats the drunken fields to drown, 
And there his dugs deny to give their liquor 
down. 431 

Anigros once did wholesome draughts afford. 
But now his deadly waters are abhorr’d ; 


Since, hurt by Hercules, as fame resounds, 

The Centaur in his current wash’d his wounds. ^ 
The streams of Hypanis are sweet no more, 

But, bracHHi, lose their taste they had before. 
-Antissa, Pharos, Tyre, in seas were pent, 

Once isles, but now increase the continent ; 

! While the Leucadian coast, mainland before, ^ 
! By rushing seas is sever’d from the shore. 

So Zancle to th’ Italian earth was tied, 

And men once walk’d where ships at anchor 
ride; 

Till overlook’d the narrow way. 

And in^dain pour’d in the conquering sea. ^ 
Two cities that adorn’d th’ AcSiaian groimd, 
Buris and Helice, no more are foxmd. 

But whelm’d beneath a lake, are sunk and drown’d; 
And boatmen through the crystal water show, 

To wondering passengers, the walls below. ^ 
Near Tnezen stands a hill, exposed in air 
To winter winds, of leadfy shadows bare : 

This once was level ground : but (strange to tell) 
Th* included vapours, that in caverns dwell, 
Labouring with colic pangs, and close confined, 

In vain sought issue from the rumbling wind : 
Yet still they heaved for vent, and heaving stfil 
Enlarged the concave, and shot up the hill ; 

As breath extends a bladder, or the skins 
Of goats are blown to enclose the hoarded wines * 
The mountain yet retains a mountain’s face, 

And gather’d rubbish heals the hollow space. 

Of many wonders, which I heard or knew, 
Retrenching most, I will relate but few : 

"What, are not springs with qualities opposed ^ 
Indu^ at seasons, and at seasons lost ] 

Thrice in a day thine, Ammon, change their form, 
Cold at high noon, at mom and evening warm : 
Thine, Athaman, will kindle wood, if thrown 
On the piled earth, and in the waning moon- 
The Thracians have a stream, if any try 
The taste, his harden’d bowels petnfy ; 

Whate'er it touches it converts to stones, 

And makes a marble pavement where it runs. 

Grathis, and Sibaris her sister flood, 

That slide through our Calabrian neighbour wood. 
With gold and amber dye the shining hair. 

And ihither youth resort; (for who would not he 
fair**) 

But stranger virtues yet in streams we find ; 

Some change not only bodies but the mind : 

"Who hos not heard of Salmacis obscene, 

■Whose waters into women soften men 1 
Of -Ethiopian lakes, which turn the brain 
To madness, or in heavy sleep constrain ? 
Clytorean streams the love of wine expel, ^ 

(Such is the virtue of th’ abstemious well,) 
Whether the colder nymph that rules the flood 
Extinguishes, and balks ihe drunken god ; 

Or that Melainpus (so have some assui’ed) 

When the mad Proetides with charms he cured, ^ 
And poweifixl herbs, both charms and simples 
cast 

Into the sober spring, where sfiU their virtues last 
Unlike effects Lyncestis will produce ; 

"Who drinks his waters, though with moderate use. 
Reels as with wine, and sees with double sight : 

His heels too heavy, and his head too light 
Ladon, once Pheneos, an Arcadian stream, 
(Ambiguous in th’ effects, as in the name) 

By day is wholesome beverage; but is thought 
By night infected, and a deadly draught. ^ 
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TIitis running rivers, and tlie standing laie. 
Now of these virtues, now of those parteke : 

Time was (and all things time and fe,te obey) 
When fest Ortygia floated on the sea; 

Such were Cyanean isles, when Typhls steer’d ^ 
Betwixt their straits, and their colhsion fear’d ; 
They swam where now they sit ; and, firmly join’d. 
Secure of rooting up, resist the wind 
Nor ^tna vomiting sulphureous fire 
Will ever belch ; for sulphur will expire, 

(The veins exhausted of the liquid store :) 

Time was she cast no flames ; in time will cast no 
more. 

For whether earth *s an jgiimal, and air 
Imbibes, her lungs with coolness to repair. 

And what she sucks remits ; she stiE requires 
Inlets for air, and outlets for her fires ; 

When tortured vdth convulsive fits she shakes. 
That motion chokes the vent, till other vent she 


Or when the winds in hoUow caves are closed. 
And subtle spirits find that way opposed, 

They toss up flints in air ; the flints that hide 
The seeds of fire, thus toss’d in air, collide!, 
Kindling 'the sulphur, till, the fuel spent. 

The cave is cool’d, and the fierce -winds relent. 

Or whether sulphur, catching fire, feeds on 
Its unctuous parts, tiU, all the matter gone, 

The flames no more ascend; for earth supplies 
The flit that feeds them ; and when earth denies 
That food, by length of iame consumed, the fire 
Famish’d for want of fuel must expire. ^ 

A race of men there are, as fame has told, 
severing suffer Hyperborean cold. 

Till, nine times bathing in Minerva’s lake, 

Soft feathers to defend Sieir naked sid^ they take. 
’Tis said the Scythian -wives (believe who -will) ^ 
Transform themselves to birds by magic skill ; 
Smear’d over with an oil of wondrous might, 

That adds new pinions to their aiiy flight. 

But this by sure experiment we know. 

That li-ring creatures from corruption grow ; ^ 
Hide in a hollow pit a slaughter’d steer. 

Bees from his putrid boweS -will appear; 

Who like their parents haunt -the fidds, and bring 
Their honey-harvest home, andhope anotoer spring. 
The warlike steed is multiplied, we find, ^ 
To wasps and hornets of the -warrior kind. 

Cut from a crab his crooked da-ws, and hide 
The rest in earth, a scorpion thence -will glide. 
And dioot his sting, his tail in circles toss’d 
Refers the limbs his backward fiither lost. ^ 
And worms, that stretch on leaves their filmy loom. 
Crawl from their bags, and butterflies become. 
E-^’n slime b^ets the frogs’ loquacious race : 
Short of their feet at first, in little space 
With arms andlegs indued, longleaps they take, ^ 
Raised on their huider pa^ and swim the lake, 
And waves repel : for nature gives their kind. 

To that intent, a length of legs behind 

The cubs of bears a living lump appear. 

When whelp’d, and no determined figure wear, ^ 
Their mother licks them into diape, and gives 
As much of form as she herself receives. 

The grubs from their sexangular abode 
Crawl out unfinish’d, like the maggot’s brood : 
Trunks -without limbs; till time at leisure brings ^ 
The thighs they want^ and their tardy -wings. 

The bird who draws the car of Juno, -vain 
Of her cro-wn’d head, and of her stany train; 


And he that bears th’ artillery of Jove, 

The strong pounced eagle, and the billing dove ; 
And all the feather’d Idn^ who could suppose 
(But that from sight, the surest sense, he kno-ws) 
They, from th’ included yolk, not ambient white 
arose. 

There are who think the marrow of a man, 
(Which in the spin^ while he was li-ring, ran) 
When dead, the pith corrupted, -will become 
A snake, and hiss -within the hollow tomb. 

All these receive their birth from o-ther things ; 
But from himself the phoenix only springs ; 
Self-bom, begotten by the parent fliame ^ 
In which he bum’d, another and the same ; 

Who not by com or herbs his life sustains, 

But the sweet essence of amomum drains; 

And watches the rich gums Arabia bears, 

While yet in tender dew -they drop their tears. 

He (his five centuries of life fulfill’d) 

His nest on oaken boughs begins to build. 

Or trembling tops of palm ; and first he draws 
The plan -with ius broad bill and crooked claws, 
Nature’s artificers; on this the pile 
Is form’d, and rises round ; then -with the spoil 
Of cassia, cinnamon, and stems of nard, 

(For softness strew’d beneath) his frmeral bed is 
rear’d : 

Funeral and bridal both; and all around 
The borders -with corraptless myrrh are crown’d : 
On this meumbent ; till ethereal flame ^ 

First catche^ then consumes the costly frame ; 
Consumes him too, as on the pile he lies ; 

He lived on odours, and in odours dies. 

An infant phoenix from the former springs, 

His flither’s heir, and from his tender wings 
Shakes off his parent dust ; his method he pursues, 
And the same lease of life on the same terms 
rene-ws: 

When gro-wn to manhood he begins his reign. 
And -with stiff pinions can his flight sustain, ^ 
He lightens of its load tiie tree timfc bore 
His fether’s royal sepulchre before 
And his own cradle : tins -with pious care 
Placed on his back, he cuts the buxom air. 

Seeks the sun’s city, and his sacred church, 

And decently lays do-wn his burden in the porch. 

A wonder more amazing would we find i 
Th’ hygena shows i^ of a double kind, 

Tarying the sexes in alternate years, 

In one begets, and in another bears. 

The thin cameleon, fed with air, receives 
The colour of the thing to which he cleaves. 

India, when conquer’d, on the conquering god 
For planted -rines the sbarp-ejed lynx bestow’d, 
"VlTiose urine, shed before it touches earth, 
Congeals in air, and gives to gems their birth. 

So coral, soft and white in ocean’s bed. 

Comes harden’d up in air, and glows -with red. 

All changing species should my song redte. 
Before I ceased, would changer the day to night 
Nations and empires flourish and decay, 

By turns command, and in their turns obey; 

Time softens hardy people ; time again 
Hardens to -war a soft, un-warlike train. 

Thus Troy, for ten long years, her foes-withstood, 
And daily bleeding bore the expense of blood : 
Now for thick streets it shows an emjrfy spa^ 

Or, only fill'd -with tombs of her own perish’d 
race. 

Herself becomes -the sepulchre of what ebe wts. 
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Mycenae, Sparta, Thebes of mighty fime, ®s 
Are vanifih^d out of substance into name, 

And Dardan Rome, that just begins to rise^ 

On Tiber’s bants, in time shall mate the skies; 
Widening her bounds, and working on her way, 
E\’n now die meditates imperial sway : ^ ^ 

Yet this is change, but she by changing thrives;, 
Like moons new bom, and in her cradle strives 
To fill her infant-boms ,* an hour shall come 
When the round world shall be contain’d in 
Rome. 

For thus old saws foretel; and Helenus 
Anchises’ drooping son enliven’d thus. 

When Ilium now was in a sinking state. 

And he was doubtful of his future fate : 

0 goddess-bom, with thy hard fortune strive ; 
Troy never can be lost, and thou ahve. ^ 

Thy passage thou shalt free through fire and 
swo^. 

And Troy in foreign lands shall he restored. 

In happier fields a rising town I see. 

Greater than whate’er was, or is, or e’er shall he : 
And heaven yet owes the world a race derived 
from thee. 

•Sages and chiefe, of other lineage bom. 

The city shall extend, extended shall adorn ; 

But from lulus he must draw his birth, 

By whom thy Rome shall rule the conquer’d earth : 
Whom heaven will lend mankind on earth to 
reign, ^ ^ ^ 

And late require the precious pledge again. 

This Helenus to great JEneas told. 

Which I retaio, e’er rince in other mould 
My soul was clothed ; and now rejoice to view 
My country walls rebuilt, and Troy revived anew, 
Raised by the fall ; decreed by loss to gain; ^ 
Enslaved but to be free, and conquer’d but to reign. 

^Tis time my hard-mouth’d coursers to control. 
Apt to run riot, and transgress the goal ; 

And therefore I conclude : whatever lies ^ 
In earth, or fiits in air, or fills the skies, 

All suffer change, and we, that are of soul 
And body mix’d, are members of the whole. 

Then when our sires, or grandsire^ shall forsake 
The forms of men, and brutal figures take, 

Thus housed, securely let their spirits rest, 

Hop violate ^y fether in the beast, 

Thy friend, thy brother, any of thy kin ; 

If none of these;, yet there a man within : 


Oh, spare to make a Thyestean meal, 

To enclose his body, and his soul expeL 
HI customs by degrees to babite rise, 

HI habits soon become exalted vice : 

What more advance can mortals make in sin, 

So near perfection, who with blood beginl ^ 
Deaf to the calf that hes beneath the £ufe,_ 
Looks up, and from her butcher begs her life : 
Deaf to the hannless kid, that, ere he dies, 

AH methods to procure thy mercy tries, 

And imitates in vain thy children’s cries. 

Where will he stop, who feeds with household 
bread. 

Then eats the poultry which before he fed ? 

Let plough thy steers ,* that when they lose their 
breath, 

To Nature, not to thee, they may impute their 
death. 

Let goats for food their loaded udders lend, 

And sheep from wiutencold thy sides defend : 
But neither springes, nets, nor snares employ. 
And be no more ingenious to destroy. 

Fz‘ee as in air, let birds on earth remain, 

Nor let insidious glue their wings constrain ; 

Nor opening hounds the trembling stag affright, 
Nor purple feathers intercept his flight ; 

Nor hooks conceal’d in baits for fish prepare, 

Nor lines to heave ’em twinkling up in air. 

Take not away the life you cannot give : 

For all things have an equal right to Eve. 

Kill noxious creatures, where ’tis sin to save ; 
This only just prerogative we have : 

But nouriSi life with v^etable food. 

And shun the sacrilegious taste of blood. 

These precepts by Samian sage were taught, 

Wbich godlike Numa to the Sabines brought. 
And thence transferr’d to Rome, by gift his 
own : 

A willing people, and an offer’d throne. 

Oh, happy monarch, sent by heaven to bless 
A savage nation with soft arts of peace, 

To teach religion, rapine to restrain, 

Give laws to lust, and sacrifice ordain : 

Himself a saint, a goddess was his bride, 

And all the Muses o’er his acts preside. 

Ver. 715. Oh, happy monarch^ It is impossible not to be 
struck with the elegance and harmony of these six last 
lines. Dr. J. Wabtos. 
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PEEEACE CONCERNING OYID^S EPISTLES. 


The life of Ovid being already written in onr language before tbe translation of bis Metamoipboses, 
I will not presume so fiir upon myself to think I can add any thing to Mr. Sandys bis undertakiiig. 
The English reader may there be satisfied, that he flourished in the reign of Augustus Caesar ; that he 
was extracted from an ancient family of Roman Knighte ; that he was bom to the inheritance of a 
splendid fortune ; that he was designed to the study of the law, and had made considerable progress 
in it before he quitted that profession for this of Poetry, to which he was more naturally formed. 
The cause of his banishment is unknown ; because he was himself unwilling further to provoke the 
emperor, by ascribing it to any other reason than what was pretended by Augustus, which was, the 
lasciviousness of his Elegies and his Art of Love. It is true, they are not to he excused in the 
severity of manners, as being able to corrupt a larger empire, if there were any, than that of Rome ; 
yet this may be said in behalf of Ovid, that no man has ever treated the passion of love with so much 
delicacy of thought and of expression, or searched into the nature of it more philosophically than he. 
And the emperor, who condemned him, had as little reason as another m a n to punish that fault with 
so much severity, if at least he were the author of a certain Epigram, which is ascribed to him, 
relating to the cause of the first civil war betwixt himself and Mark Antony the triumvir, which i>> 
more fiilsome thnn any passage I have met with in our Poet. To pass by the naked femiliaxity of his 
expressions to Horace, which are cited in that auriior’s life, I need only mention one notorious act of 
his in taking Livia to his bed, when she was not only married, hut with child by ber husband then 
living. But deeds, it seems, may be justified by arbitrary power, when words are questioned in a 
Poet. There is another guess of the graminariai^ as fiir from truth as the first fiom reason : they 
will have him banished for some fiivours which, they say, he received from Julia, the daughter of 
Augustus, whom they think he celebrates under the name of Corinna in his Elegies : hut he who will 
observe the verses, which are made to that mistress, may gather from the whole contexture of them, 
that Corinna was not a woman of the highest quality. If Julia were then married to Agrippa, why 
should our Poet make Lis petition to Isis for her safe delivery, and afterwards condole her mis- 
carriage ; which, for aught he knew, might be by her own husband ? Or, indeed, how durst he be so 
bold to make the least discovery of such a crime, which was no less t ha n capital, especially committed 
against a person of Agrippa’s rank 1 Or, if it were before her marriage, he would sure have been 
more discreet thf^u to have published an accident which must have been fatal to them both. But 
what most confirms me against this opinion is, that Ovid himself complains, that the true person of 
Corinna was found out by the fame of his verses to her ; which if it had been Julia, he durst not 
have owned; and, besides, an immediate punishment must have followed. He seems himself more 
truly to have touched at the cause of his exile in those obscure verses ; 

“ Cm aliqaid vidi, cur noxia loTnina feci 9 ” &c. 

Namely, that he had either seen, or was conscious to somewhat, which had procured him his disgract*. 
But neither am I satisfied that this .vas the incest of the emperor with his own daughter ; for 
Augustus was of a nature too vindictive to have contented himseK with so small a revenge, or so 
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unsafe to himself, as that of simple banishment; but would certainly have secured his crimes from 
public notice by the death of him who was witness to them. Neither have historians given us any 
•nght into such an action of this emperor : nor would he (the greatest politician of his time) in all 
probability, have managed his crimes with so little secresy, as not to shun the observation of any man. 
It fiAPma more probable that Ovid was either the confidant of some other passion, or that he had 
Bfcumhled by some inadvertency upon the privacies of Livia, and seen her in a bath : for the words 

" Sine veste Pianam ” 

agree better with Livia, who had the fiune of chastity, than with either of the Julias, who were both 
noted of incontinence^. The first verses which were made by him in his youth, and recited publicly, 
according to the custom, were, as he himself assures us, to Corinna ; his banishment happened not till 
the age of fifty : from which it may be deduced, with probability enough, that the love of Corinna did 
not occasion it ; nay, he tells us plainly, that his offence was that of error only, not of wickedness ; 
and in the same paper of verses also, that the cause was notoriously known at Rome, though it be left 
so obscure to after ages. 

But to leave conjectures on a subject so uncertain, and to write somewhat more authentic of this 
Poet : that he frequented the court of Augustus, and was well received in is most undoubted : all 
his Poems bear the character of a court, and appear to be written, as the French call it, Cavalikremmt : 
add to this, that the titles of many of his Elegies, and more of his Letters in his b a n ishm ent, are 
addressed to persons well known to us, even at this distance, to have been considerable in that court. 

Nor was his acquaintance less with the frmous Poets of his age, than with the noblemen and ladies. 
He tells you himself in a partictilar account of his own life, that Maeer, Horace, Tibullus, Propertius, 
and many others of them, were his familiar friends, and that some of them communicated their 
writings to him ; but that he had only seen VirgiL 

If the imitaition of nature be the business of a Poet, I know no author, who can justly be compared 
with oursi, especially in the description of the passions. And fco prove this, I shall need no other judges 
than the generality of his readers ; for all passions being inborn with us, we are almost equally judges, 
when we are concerned in the representation of them. Now I will appeal to any man who has read 
this Poet, 'whether he finds not the natural emotion of the same passion in himself which the Poet 
describes in his feigned pei'sons 1 His thoughts, which are the pictures and results of those passions, 
are generally such as naturally arise from those disorderly motions of o^ur ^irits. Yet, not to speak 
too partially in his behalf, I will confess, that the copiousness of his 'wit was such, that he often -writ 
too pointedly for his subject, and made his persons speak more eloquently than the violence of their 
passion would admit ; so that he is frequently witty out of season ; leaving the mutation of nature, 
and the cooler dictates of his judgment, for the felse applause of fency. Yet he seems to have found 
out this imperfection in his riper age : for why else should he complain, that his Metamoiphoses 
was left unfinidied^ Nothing; sur^ can he added to the -wit of that Poem, or of the rest : but many 
things ought to have been retrenched ; which I suppose would have been the business of his age, if 
his misfortunes had not come too fest upon him. But take him uncorrected, as he is transmitted to 
us, and it must he acknowledged, in spite of his Dutch friends, the commentators, even of Julius 
Scalier hims e lf that Seneca’s censure will stand good against him ; 

“ Kesrtvit quod hene cessit rdinquere f 

he nev^ knew how to ^ve over, when he had done well ; but continually varying the same sense an 
hundred ways, and taking up in another place, what he had more than enough inculcated before, he 
sometimes cloys his readers, instead of satisfying them ; and gives occasion to his translators, who dare 
not cover him, to blush at the nakedness of their fether. This, then, is the allay of Ovid’s •writings, 
which is sufficiently recompensed by his other excellencies : nay, this very fiiult is not ■without its 
beauties ; for the most severe censor cannot but be pleased with the prodigality of his "wit, though, at 
the same time, he could have wished that the master of it had been a better manager. Every thing 
which he does becomes him ; and, if sometimes he appears too gay, yet there is a secret gracefulness 
of youth which accompanies his writings, though the staidness and sobriety of age be wanting. In 
the most material part, which is the conduct^ it is certain that he seldom has miscarried ; for if his 
EUegies be compared with those of Tibullus and Propertius, his contemporaries, it will be found, that 
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those poets seldom designed before they writ ; and though the language of Tibullus be more polished, 
and the learning of Propertius, especially in his fourth boot, more set out to ostentation ; yet their 
common practice was to look no farther before them than the next line ; whence it will inevitably 
follow, that they can drive to no certain point, but ramble firom one subject to another, and conclude 
with somewhat, which is not of a piece with their beginning : — 

“ PuTpureus late qui i^lendeat, unns efc alter 
Assuitur pannus,” 

as Horace says : though the verses ore golden, they are but patched into the garment. But our Poet 
has always the goal in his eye, which directs him in his race : some heantiful design, which he first 
establishes, and then contrives the mean^ which will naturally conduct hiTn to his end. This will be 
evident to judicious readers in his Epistle^ of which somewhat, at least in general, will be expected. 

The title of them in our late editions is Epistolse Heroidum, the Letters of the Heroines. But 
Heinaius has judged more truly, that the inscription of our author was barely, Epistles ; which he 
concludes from his cited verses, where Ovid asserts this work as his own invention, and not borrowed 
from the Greeks, whom (as the masters of their learning) the Romans usually did imitate. But it 
appears not from their writings that any of the Grecians ever touched upon this way, which our Poet 
therefore justly has vindicated to himself I quarrel not at the word Heroidum, because it is used by 
Ovid in his Art of Love : — 

“Jupiter ad veteres supplex Heroidas ibat,” 

Bni^ sure, he could not he guilty of such an oversight, to call his work by the name of Heroines, 
when there are divers men, or heroes, as, namely, Paris, Leander, and Acontiu% joined in it. Except 
Sabinui^ who writ some answers to Ovid’s letters, 

(“ Qnam celer fe toto rediit metis orbe Sabinus”) 

I remember not any of the Romans, who have treated on this subject, save only Propertius ; and that 
but once, in his Epistle of Arethusa to Lycotas, which is written so near the style of Ovid, that it 
seems to he hut an imitation, and therefore ought not to defraud our Poet of the glory of his 
invention. 

Clonceming the Epistles, I shall content myself to observe these few particulars : first, that they 
are generally granted to he the most perfect pieces of Ovid, and that the style of them is tenderly 
passionate and courtly; two properties well agreeing with the person^ which were heroines and 
lovers. Yet, where the characters were lower, as in (Enone and Hero, he has kept close to nature, in 
'drawing his images after a country life, though, perhaps he has romanised his Grecian dames too 
much, and made them speak, sometimes, as if they had been bom in the city of Rome, and imder the 
empire of Augustus. There seems to be no great variety in the particular subjects which he has 
chosen ; most of the Epistles being written from ladies who were forsaken by their lovers : which is 
the reason that many of the same thoughts come back upon us in divers letters ; hut of the general 
character of women, which is modesty, he has taken a most becoming care ; for his amorous expressions 
go no further than virtue may allow, and therefore may be read, as he intended them, by matrons 
without a blush- 

Thus much concerning the Poet : it remains that I should say somewhat of poetioil translationB 
in general, and give my opinion (with submission to better judgments) which way of version seems to 
he the most proper. 

All translation, I suppose, may be reduced to these three heads : — 

First, that of Metaphrase, or turning an author word by word, and line by line, from one language 
into another. Thus, or near this manner, was Horace his Art of Poetry translated by Ben Jonson. 
The second way is that of Paraphrase, or translation with latitude, where the author is kept in view 
by the translator, so as never to be lost, but his words are not so strictly followed as his sense ; and 
that too is admitted to be amplified, hut not altered. Such is Mr. Waller’s translation of Virgil’s 
Fourth .^Eneid. The third way is that of imitation, where the translator (if now he has not lost that 
name) assumes the liberty, not only to vary from the words and sense, but to forsake them both as 
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he sees occasion ; and taking only some general hints from the original, to run divisions on the ground- 
work, as he pleases. Such is Mr. Cowley’s practice in turning two odes of Pindar, and one of Horace, 
into English. 

Concerning the first of these methods, our master Horace has given us this caution 

“ Nec verbum verbo curabis reddere fidus 
Interpres ■” 

“ Nor word for word too faithfully translate, * 

as the Earl of Roscommon has excellently rendered it Too faithfully is, indeed, pedantically : it is a 
faith, like that which proceeds fi^)m superstition, blind and zealous. Take it in the expression of 
Sir John Denham to Sir Richard Fanshaw, on his version of the Pastor Fido 

« That servile path thou nobly dost decline, 

Of tracing word by word, and line by line. 

A new and nobler way thou dost pursue, 

To make translations and translators too : 

They but preserve the ashes, thou the flame; 

True to his sense, bat truer to his fame.” 

It is almost impossible to translate verbally and well at the same time ; for the Latin (a most severe 
and compendious language) often expresses that in one word, which either the barbarity or the narrow- 
ness of modem tongues cannot supply in more. It is frequent, also, that the conceit is couched in 
some expression which will be lost in English. 

" Atque iidem venti vela fidemque ferent.” 

What Poet of our nation is so happy as to express this thought literally in English, and to strike wit. 
or almost sense, out of it ? 

In short, the verbal copier is incumbered with so many difficulties at once, that he can neve.* 
disentangle himself from alL He is to consider, at the same time, the thought of his author, and his 
words, and to find out the counterpart to each in another language ,* and, besides this, he is to confine 
himself to the compass of numbers, and the slavery of rhyme. It is much like dancing on ropes with 
fettered legs : a man can shun a fill by using caution ; hut the gracefulness of motion is not to be 
expected ; and when we have said the best of it, it is hut a foolish task ; for no sober man would put 
himself into a danger for the applause of escaping without breaking his neck. We see Ben Jouson 
could not avoid ohscuriiy in his literal translation of Horace, attempted in the same compass of lines : 
nay, Horace himself could scarce have done it to a Greek poet : — 

** Brevis esse laboro, obsenras fio 

either perspicuity or gracefulness will frequently he wanting. Horace has, indeed, avoided both 
these rocks in his translation of the three first lines of Homer^s Odyssey, which he has contracted 
into two : — 

** Die mihi, masa, viram, capte post tempora Troj© 

Qui mores hominum multoruzn vidit et urbes.” 

“ Mnse, speak the man, who, since the siege of Troy, 

So many towns, such diange of manners saw." — ^Boscoaorox. 

But then the sufferings of Ulysses which are a considerable part of that sentence, are omitted : — 

["Os juaAdc iraXXcc 

The consideration of these difficulties, in a servile, literal, translation, not long since made two of 
OUT famous wits. Sir John Denham, and Mr. Cowley, to contrive another way of turning authors into 
our tongue, called, by the latter of them. Imitation. As they were friends, I suppose they com- 
municated their thoughts on this subject to each other; and, thereforo, their reasons for it are little 
dmerent. Though the practice of one is much more moderate. I take imitation of an author, in their 
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sense, to be an endeavour of a later Poet to write like one wlio has ^iten before on the 
same subject ; that is, not to translate his words, or to be confined to his sense, but only to set InTtt us 
a pattern, and to wiite as he supposes that author would have done, had he hved in our age, and in 
our country. Yet I dare not say that either of them have carried this libertine way of rendeiing 
authors (as Mr. Cowley calls it) so far as my definition reaches. For in the Pindaric Odes, the 
customs and ceremonies of ancient Greece ai-e still preserved. But I know not what mischief may 
arise hereafter from the example of such an innovation, when writers of unequal parts to him shall 
imitate so bold an undertaking. To add and to diminish what we please, which is the way avowed 
by him, ought only to be granted to ilr. Cowley, and that too only in Ms translation of Pindar ; 
because he alone was able to make him amends, by giving him better of his own, whenever he refused 
his author s thoughts. Pindar is generally known to he a dark writer, to want connexion, (I mean as 
to our understandings) to soar out of sight, and leave his reader at a gaze. So wild and ungovernable 
a Poet cannot he translated literally ; his genius is too strong to bear a chain, and, Sainson-like, he 
shakes it off A genius so elevated and unconfined as Mr. Cowleys was but necessary to make 
Pindar speak English, and that was to be performed by no other way than imitation. But if Virgil, 
or Ovid, or any regular inteUigible authors he thus used, it is no longer to be called their work, when 
neither the thoughts nor words are drawn from the ori^nal ; but instead of them there is something 
new produced, wMoh is almost the creation of another hand. By this way, it is true, somewhat that 
is excellent may he invented, perhaps more excellent than the first design; though Virgil must be 
still excepted, when that perhaps takes place. Yet he who is inquisitive to know an author’s thoughts 
will be disappointed in his expectation. And it is not always that a ma-n will be contented to have 
a present made him, when he expects the payment of a debt. To state it fairly : imitation of an 
author is the most advantageous way for a translator to riiow himself but the greatest wrong which 
can be done to the memory and reputation of the dead. Sir John Denham (who advised more 
liberty than he took himself) gives his reason for his innovation, in his admirable preface before the 
translation of the second iSneid : ** Poetry is of so subtle a spirit, that, in pouring cut of one 
language into another, it will all evaporate ; and, if a new spirit be not added in the transfusion, 
there will remain nothing but a Caput Mortuum.” I confess tMs argument holds good against 
a literal translation ; but who defends it? Imitation and verbal version are, in my opinion, the two 
extremes, wMch ought to be avoided ; and, therefore, when I have proposed the mean betwixt them, 
it will bo seen how far his argument will reach. 

No man is capable of translating Poetry who, besides a genius to that art, is not a master both of 
his author’s language and of his own : nor must we understand the language only of the Poet, but his 
particular turn of thoughts and expression, wMch are the characters that distinguish and, as it were, 
individuate him from all other writers. "When we are come thus far, it is time to look into ourselves, 
to conform our genius to his, to give his thought either the same turn, if our tongue will bear it, or, 
if not, to vaiy but the di'ess, not to alter or destroy the substance. The like care must be taken of 
the more outwaid ornaments, the words. lYhen they appear (wMch is but seldom) literally gr.iceful, 
it were an injury to the author that they should be changed : but since every language is so full of its 
own proprieties, that what is beautiful in one, is often barbarous, nay sometimes nonsense, in another, 
it would be unreasonable to limit a translator to the narrow compass of his author’s words. It is 
enough if he choose out some expression wMch does not vitiate the sense. I suppose he may stretch 
his chain to such a latitude; but, by innovation of thoughts, methinks, he breaks it By this means 
the spirit of an author may be transfused, and yet not lost : and thus it is plain, that the reason 
alleged by Sir Jolm Denham has no farther force than to expression : for thought, if it be translated 
truly, cannot be lost in another language ; but the words that convey it to our aporehension (which 
are the image and ornament of that thought) may be so iU chosen, as to make it appear in an 
unhandsome dres^ and rob it of its native lustre. There is, therefore, a liberty to be allowed for the 
expression ; neither is it necessary that words and lines should he confined to the measure of their 
original The sense of an author, generally speaking, is to be sacred and inviolable. If the fiiucy of 
Grid be luxuriant, it is his character to he so ; and if I retrench it, he is no longer Ovid. It will bo 
replied, that he receives advantage by this lopping of his superfluous branches; but I rejoin, that a 
translator has no such right. When a painter copies from the life, I suppose he has no priril^e to 
alter feature^ and lineament^ under pretence that his picture wiU look better : perhaps the face, 
which he has drawn would he more exact, if the eyes or nose were altered ; but it is his busines?: to 
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mate it resemble the original. In two cases only there may a seeming difficulty arise ; that is, if the 
thought be notoriously trivial, or dishonest : but the same answer will serve for both, that then they 
ought not to be translated : 

" Et qnae 

Desperes tractata nitescere posse, relinquas.” 

Thus I have ventured to give my opinion on this subject against the authority of two great men, 
but I hope without offence to either of their memories ; for I both loved them living, and reverence 
them now they are dead. But if, after what I have urged, it be thought by better judges, that the 
praise of a translation consists in adding new beauties to the piece, thereby to recompense the loss 
which it sustains by change of language, I shall be wilhng to be taught better, and to recant. In the 
meantime, it seems to me, that the true reason why we have so few versions which are tolerable, 
is not fi*om the too close pursuing of the author’s sense, but because there are so few who have all 
the talents which are requisite for translation, and that there is so little praise, and so small 
encouragement, for so considerable a part of learning. 


CA^ACE TO MACAREUS. 

EPISTLE XI. 

THB ABOnCElTT. 

iTacareas and Canace, son and daughter to .ffiolus, god of 
the Winds, loved each other incestiumsly : Canace was 
delivered of a son, and committed him to her unr>?e, to 
I he secretly conveyed away. The infant crying out, by 
' that means was cliscovered to JEolus, who, enmgcd at 
i the wickedness of his children, commanded the babe to 
; be exposed to wild beasts on the mountains ; and mthal 
’ sent a sword to Canace, with this messai?e, Tliat her 
crimes would instruct her how to use it. W itli this sword 
f she slew herself : hut before she died, she writ the fol- 

' lowing letter to her brother Macareus, who had taken 
! sanctuary in the temple of Apollo. 

Ip streaming blood my ffital letter stain, 

1 Imagine, ere you read, the writer slain ; 
t One hand the sword, and one the pen employs, 

! And in my lap the ready paper lies. 

I Think in this posture thou behold’st me write : * 

I In this my cruel father would delight. 

' Oh \ were he present, that his eyes and hands 
j flight see, and urge, the death whichhe commands 1 
! Tlian all the raging winds more dreadful, he, 

! Unmoved, without a tear, my wounds would see. 

Jove justly placed him on a stormy throne, 

, His people’s temper is so like his own. 

, The North and &uth, and each contending blast, 
1 Are underneath his wide dominion cast : 
i Those he can rule ; but his tempestuous mind 
‘ Is, like his any kingdom, unconfined 
Ah I wbat avail my kindred gods above, 

I Tiiat in their number I can reckon Jove ! 

J WTiat help will aU my heavenly friends afford, 

I WTien to my breast I life the pointed sword ? 
j That hour which join’d us came before its time : 

, In death wc had been one without a crime. 

Why did thy flames beyond a brother s move ^ 
VTliy loved I thee with more than sister’s love ? 
For I loved too ; and knowing not my wound, ^ 
A secret pleasure in thy kis«es found : 


My cheeks no longer did their colour boast, 

My food grew loathsome, and my strength 1 lost. 
Still ere I spoke, a sigh would stop my tongue ,* 
Short were my slumbers, and my nights were long. ^ 
I knew not from my love these gnefs did grow, 
Yet was, alas 1 the thing I did not know. 

My wily nurse, by long experience, found, 

And firet discover’d to my soul its wound. 

’Tis love, said she; andthenmy downcast eyes, ^ 
And guilty dumbness, witness’d my surprise. 
Porc^ at the last, my shamefid pam I tell . 

And, oh, what follow’d we both know too well 1 
“ When half denying, more than half content, 

“ Embraces wann’d me to a full consent, 

“ Then with tumultuous joys my heart did beat, 
“And guilt, that made them anxious, made them 
great.” 

But now my swelling womb heaved up my breast, 
And rising weight my sinking limbs oppress’d. 
What herbs, what plants, did not my nurse pro- 
duce, ^ 

To make abortion by their powerful juice 1 
What med’eines tri^ we not, to thee unknown ? 
Our first crime common ; this was mine alone. 
But the strong child, secure in his dai'k cell. 

With nature’s vigour did our arts repel ^ 

And now the pale-faced empress of the night 
Nine times had fill’d her orb with borrow’d light • 
Not knowing ’twas my labour, I complain 
Of sudden shootings, and of grindmg pam : 

My throes came thicker, and my cries increased, 
Which with her hand the conscious nm'se sup- 
press’d. 

To that unhappy fortune was I come, 

urged my clamours, but fear kept me dumb. 
With mward struggling I restram’d my cries, 

And drunk the teai*a that trickled fi*om my eyes. ^ 
Death was in sight ; Lucina gave no aid : 

And ev’n my dyit^ had my guUt betray’d. 

Thou cam’st, and in thy countenance sate despair; 
Bent were thy garments all, and tom thy hair : 
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HELEN TO PAIUS. 


’ Yet feigning comfort, -wlucli thou could’st not 
I give, ^ ^ 

: (Press'd m thy arms, and nvhispering me to live :) 
For both our sakes (said’bt thou) preserve thy hfe ; 
Live, my dear sister, and my dearer Tvife. 

Kaised by that name, ^vith my last pangs I sti*ove: 
Such power have words, when spoke by those we 
love. 

The babe, as if he heard what thou hadst sworn. 
With hasty joy sprung forward to be bom 
What helps it to have weather’d out one storm 1 
Fear of our father does another form. 

High in his hall, rock’d in a chair of state, ^ i 
The king with Lis tempestuous council sate. 
Through this large room our only passage lay. 

By which we could the new-born babe convey. 
Swathed in her lap, the bold nurse bore him out. 
With olive branches cover’d round about ; ^ 

And muttering prayer^ as holy rites she meant. 
Through the divided crowd unquestion’d went. 
Just at the door, th’ unhappy infant cried : 

The grandsire heard him. and the theft he spied. 
Swift as a whirlwmd to the nurse he dies, ^ 
And deafs his stormy subjects with his cries. 

With one fierce puff he blows the leaves away : 
Exposed, the self-discover’d infant lay. 

The noise reach’d me, and my presaging mind 
Too soon its own approaching woes divined. ^ 
Not ships at sea with vinds are shaken more, i 
Nor seas themselves, when angry tempests roar, , 
Than I, w’hen my loud father’s voice I hear : 

The bed beneath me trembled with my fear. 

He rush’d upon me, and divulged my stam ; I 
Scarce fi'om my murder could his hands refrain. | 
I only answer’d him with silent tears ; j 

They flow’d : my tongue was frozen up with feai-s. ' 
His httle grandchild he commands away, * 

To mountain wolves and every bird of prey. 

The babe cried out, as if he understood, 

And begg’d his pardon with what voice he could. 
By what expressions can my grief be shown 1 
(Yet you may guess my anguis h by your own) 

To see my bowels, and, what yet was worse, ^ I 
Your bowels too, condemn’d to such a curse 1 
Out went the kiTig ; my voice its freedom found. 
My breasts I beat, my blubber’d cheeks I woun(L I 
And now appear’d the messenger of death ; 1 

Sad were his look% and scarce he drew his ; 

breath, ^ 

To say, “ Your fiither sends you ” — (with that word 
His trembling hands presented me a sword :) s 
“ Your fiither sends you this ; and lets you ^ow, | 
That your own crimes the use of it will show.” j 
Too well I know the sense those words impart : I 
His present shall be treasured in my heart 
Axe these the nuptial gifts a bride receives ? 

And this the fittal dower a father gives? 

Thou god of Marriage, shim thy o^vn disgrace. 

And take thy torch from this detested place : ^ 
Instead of that, let furies light their brands, 

And fire my pile with their infernal hands. 

With happier fortune may my sisters wed ; 

"Warn’d by the dire example of the dead- 
For thee, poor babe, what crime could they 
pretend ? ^ ^ 

How could thy infant innocence offend ? 

A guilt there was ; but, oh, that guilt mine I 

Thou suffer’st for a sin that was not thine. 

Thy mother’s grief and crime ! hut just enjoy’d, 
Shoivn to my sight, and bom to be destroy’d ! ^ 


Unhappy offapiing of my teeming womb ! j 

Di-cigg’d headlong from thy cradle to thy tomb ! < 

Thy unofieuding life I could not save. 

Nor weejaing could I follow to thy gra\ e : 

Nor on thy tomb could otfer my shorn hair ; j 
Nor show the giief which tender mothers bear. j 
Yet long thou shalt not from my anns be lost ; ; 
For soon I will o’eitake thy infant ghost. 

But thou, my love, and now my love's despair, ! 
Perform his fimerals -wnth paternal care. **** 
His scatter’d limbs with my dead body bum ; 

And once more join us in the pious um. 

If on my wotmded breast thou di-opp’st a tear. 
Think for whose sake my breast that wound did 
bear; 

And fiiitlifully my last desires fulfil, 

As I perform my cruel father’s wilL 


HELEN TO PARIS. j 

EPISTLE XTIL j 

i 

THE AECrifflOT. ( 

Helen, having received an from Pari*?, retnms the I 

folluvniig aiuner: 'nheiein she sjems at tn diide '■ 
him foi Ins pie-iiimpti-'n m imtiiiijr as iie had duntvvrhielx j 
cittild only i.r->cet 1 fnim his Ion-' opinion of her vhtue: j 
then otro’s herself to he sensible of the passnin i»h:ch he , 
had expressed for her. xlioin;h she miiclt susp£*cte<l his 1 
cnn‘»tancv; and at last discovers her inclination to he ; 
vtiurahle’ to him . the whole letter showing the exuemc 
ardnee of womankind. 

Whe:? loose epistles violate chaste eye^ 

She half consents who silently denies. 

How dares a stranger, with designs so vain, 
Marriage and hospitable rites profiine ? 

Was it for this your fleet did shelter find ^ ^ 

From swelling seas, and every faithless wind ^ 

(For though a distant country brought you forth, j 
Your usage here was equal to your worth.) j 

Does this deserve to be rewarded so ‘ j 

Did you come here a stranger or a foe ? *** i 

Your paiTial judgment may perhaps complain, ; 
And think me baibarous for my just disdain. j 
Ill-bred then let me be, but not unchaste, | 

Nor my clear fame with any spot defaced. \ 

Though in my face there ’s no affected frnwn, ^ i 
Nor in my carrii^o a feign’d niceness shown, 

I keep my honour still without a stam. 

Nor my love made any coxcomb vain. | 

Your boldness I with admiration see ; j 

What hope had you to gain a queen like me T 
Because a hero forced me once away. 

Am I thought fit to be a second prey? 

Had I been won, I had deserved your blame, 

But sure my part was nothing but the shama 
Yet the base theft to him no fruit did bear, ® 

I ’scaped unbuit by anything but fear. 

Rude force might some unwdlmg kisses gain. 

But that was eSi he ever could obtain. 

You on such terms would ne’er have let me go ; 
Were he like you, we had not parted so. * 

Ter, 146. Js/per/orm"] The subject of this epUfle is 
so very disgusting and ojEfeiurive, that I coaid not bring ray 
mind to make any observation upon it, and supi>oee Drydcn 
translated it only to complete the volume. Dr. J. W aixti *v. 
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Untouch’d the youth restored me to my fnends. 
And laodest usage made me some amends. 

"ris viiiaie to repent a vicious deed, 

Did he repent, tliac P.ais might succeed i 
Sure ’tis some fate that sets me above wrongs, ^ 
Yet still exposes me to busy tongues. 

1 11 not complain ; for who 's displeased with 
love, 

If it sincere, discreet, and constant prove ? 

But that I fc*ar ; not that I think you base, 

Or doubt the blooming beauties of my face ; ^ 

But all your sex is subject to deceive, 

And ours, alas ’ too willmg to believe. 

Yet others yield : and lov e oVrcomes the bast : 
But why should I not shine above the rest ^ 

Fair Leii’s storj" seems at first to be 
A fit example rally form’d for me. 

But she was cozen’d by a borrow’d shape, 

And imder haianless feathers felt a rape. 

If I should yield, what reason could I use ^ 

By what mistake the loving crime excuse ! ^ 

Her fault was in her poweiful lover lost; 

But of what Jupiter have I to boast ? 

Though you to heroes and to kings succeed. 

Our famous race does no addition need ; 

And great alliances but useless prove ^ 

To one that comes herself from mighty Jove. 

Go then, and boast in some less haughty place 
Your Phrygian blood, and Priam’s ancient race ; 
"Which I would show I valued, if I durst; 

You are the fifth from Jove, but I the first. ^ 
The crown of Troy is powerful, I confess ; 

But I have reason to think ours no less. 

Your letter, fill’d with promises of all 
That men can good, and women -pleasant call. 
Gives expectation snch an ample field, 

As w’ould move goddesses themselves to yield. 
But if I e’er offend great Juno’s la^vs, 

Yourself shall be the dear, the only canse : 

Either my honour I’ll to death maintain, 

Or follow you. without mean thoughts of gain. 
Not that fair a present I despise ; 

We like the gift, when we the giver prize. 

But ’tis your love moves me, which made you take 
Such pains, and run such hazards for my sake. 

I have perceived (though I dissembled too) ^ 
A thousand things that love has made you do. 
Your eager eyes would almost dazzle mine, 

Hi which, wild man, your wanton thoughts would 
shine. 

SometimeB you’d sigh, sometimes disorder’d stand, 
And with imusual ardour press my hand ; 
Contrive just after me to take the glass, 

Nor would you let the least occasion pass : 

When oft I fear’d, I did not mind alone. 

And blushing sate for things which you have done : 
Then murmur’d to myself He ’ll for my sake 
Do anything ; I hope ’twas no mistake. 

Oft have I re^ within this pleasing grove. 

Under my name, those chaimmg words, “I love.” 
I, frowning, seem’d not to believe your flame ; 
But now, alas ! am come to write the same. 

If I were capable to do amis^ 

I could not but be sensible of this. 

For, oh .' your face has such peculiar charms. 
That who can hold from flying to your arms ! 
But what I ne'er can have without offence, ^ 
May some blest maid possess with innocence. 
Pleasure may tempt, but virtue more should move; 
Oh, learn of me to -want the thing you love. 


"What you desire is sought by all mankind ; 

As you have eyes, so others are not blind. 

Like you they see, like you my charms adore ; 
They wi-sh not less, but you dare venture more. 
Oh • had you then upon our coasts been brought, 
lly virgin-love when thousand rivals sought, 

You had I seen, you should have had my voice ; 
Nor could my liusbaud justly blame my choice. 
For both oim hopes, alas ' you come too late ; 
Another now is master of my fiite. 

More to my wish I could have lived with you, 
And yet my present lot can imdergo. 

Cease to solicit a weak woman’s will, 

And urge not her you love to so much ill ; 

But let me hve contented as I may. 

And make not my unspotted fune your prey. 
Some right you ckiira, since nakeil to your eyes 
Three goddesses disputed beauty’s pnze : 

One offer’d valour, t’ other crowns ; but she 
Obtain’d her cause who, smiling, promised me. 
But first I am not of belief so light 
To think such nymphs would show you such a 
sight: 


Yet granting this, the other part is feign’d ; 

A bribe so mean your sentence had not gain’d. 
With partial eyes I should myself regard. 

To think that Venus made me her reward : 

I humbly am content with human praise ; ^25 

A goddess’s applause would envy raise. 

But he it as you say ; for, ’tis confess’d, 

The men who flatter highest please us best. 

That I suspect it, ought not to displease , 

For miracles are not believed with ease. 

One joy I have, that I had Venus’ voice , 

A gi'eater yet, that you confirm’d her choice ; 
That proffer’d laurels, promised sovereignty, 

Juno and Pallas, you contemnd for me. 

Am I your empire then, and your renown 
What heart of rock but must by this be won ! 
And yet, bear witness, 0 you Powers above, 

How' inide I am in all the arts of love I 
My hand is yet untaught to write to men ; 

This is th’ essay of my impractised pen. ^-*0 

Happy those nymphs, whom use has perfect 
made 1 

I think all crime, and tremble at a shade. 

E’en while I write, my fearful conscious eyes 
Look often back, misdoubting a surprise. 

For now the rumour spreads among the crowd, 

At court it whispers, but in town aloud. 
Dissemble you, whaler you hear ’em say : 

To leave off loving were your better way ; 

Yet if you will dissemble it, you may. 

Love secretly : the absence of my lord 
More fr-eedom gives, but does not all afford : 

Long is his journey, long will be his stay ; 

Call’d by affairs of consequence away. 

To go, or not, when unresolved he stood, 

I hid him make what swift return he could : 

Then kissing me, he said, I recommend 
AH to thy care, but most my Trojan friend.” 

I smiled at what he innocently said. 

And only answer’d “ You shall be obey’d.” 
Propitious winds have borne him , far from hence. 
But let not this secure your confidence. 

Absent he is, yet absent he commands ; 

You know the proverb, '-Prmces have lonff 
hands.” ® 


My fiime ’s my burdp : for the more I ’m praised, 
A juster ground of jealousy is raised. 


DIDO TO iENEAS. 


Were T less fair, I imglit have been more bless’d : 
Great beauty through great danger is possess’d. 

To leave me here venture was not hard, 
Because he thought my virtue was my gua^ 

He fear’d my face, but trusted to my life ; 

The beauty doubted, but believed the wife. 

You bid me use th’ occasion while I esan. 

Put in our hands by the good easy man. 

I w'ould, and yet I doubt, ’twixt love and fear;^"^ 
One draws me from you, and one brings me near. 
Our flames are mutual, and my husband ’s gone ; 
The nights are long,* I fear to lie alone. 

One house contaiiis us, and weak walls divide. 
And you’re too pressing to be long denied. 

Let me not Hve, but every thing conspires ^ 
To join our loves, and yet my fear retires. 

You court with words, when you should force 
employ : 

A rape is requisite to shame-fiiced joy. 

Indulgent to the wrongs which we receive, 

Our sex can suffer what we dare not give. ^ 
"What have I said** for both of us ’t were best, 

Our tmdlmg fire if each of us suppress'd. 

The faith of strangers is too prone to change, 
And, like thems^ves, th^ wandering passions 
range. 

Hypsipile, and the fond ICnonian maid, ^ ^ 
Were both by trosting of their guests betray’d. 
How can I doubt tbat other men deceive, 

“When you yourself did fidr (Enone leave? 

But lest I should upbraid your treacbeiy. 

You make a merit of that crime to me ^ ^ 

Yet grant you were to faithful love inclined. 

Your weary Trojans wait but for a wind. ^ 

Should you prevail ; while I asdgn the night, 
Your sails are hoisted, and you t^e your flight : 
Some bawling mariner our love destroys, 

And breaks asunder our unfinish’d joys. 

But I with you may leave the Spartan port, 

To view the Trojan wealth and Pnam’s court : 
Shown while I see, I shall expose my fame. 

And fill a foreign country wi^ my shame. ^ 
In Asia what reception ^all I find ? 

And what dishonour leave in Greece behind? 
What 'null your brothers, Pnam, Hecuba, . 

And what will all your modest matrons say? 

E’en you, when on this action you reflect, 

My future conduct justly may suspect ; 

And whate'er stranger lands upon your coast, 
Conclude me, by your o>vn example, lost. 

I from your rage a strumpet’s name shall hear, 
While you forget what part in it you bear. ^ 
You, my crime’s author, will my crime upbraid: 
Deep under ground, oh, let me first be laid 1 
You boast the pomp and plenty of your land, 

And promise all shdl be at my command : 
i Your Trojan wealth, beheve me, I despise; ^ 
My own poor native land has dearer ties. 

; Should I be injured on your Phrj’gian shore, 
i What help of kindred could I there implore ? 
Medea was by Jason’s flattery won ; 

I may, like her, believe, and be undone. ^ 

Plain honest hearts, like mine, suspect no cheat. 
And love contnbutes to its own deceit. 

Tire ships, about whose sides loud tempests roar. 
With gentle winds were wafted fix)m the shore. 
Your teeming mother dream’d a flaming brand, ^ 
Spnmff from her womb, consumed the Trojan land. 
To -'.-‘niid this, old prophecies conspiie, 

That fkium shall be burnt with Gi'ocian fire. 


Both ^ve me fear ; nor is it much allay’d. 

That Venus is obliged our loves to ai£ ^ 

Por they, who lost their cause, revenge -will tike; 
And for one friend two enemies you make. 

2s or can I doubt, but, should I follow you. 

The sword would soon our fatal crime pursue. 

A wrong so great my husband's rage would rouse. 
And my relations would his cause espouse. s-u 
You bo^ your strength and courage; but, alas I 
Your words receive small credit from your face. 
Let heroes in the dusiy field delight, 

Those limbs were fiisMon’d for another fighk ^ 
Bid Hector sally fit)m the walls of Troy ; 

A sweeter quarrel diould your arms employ. 

Yet fears like these should not my mind p^lex^ 
Were I as wise as many of my sex. 

But time and you may bolder thoughts inspire ; 
And I perhaps may yield to your desire. ^ 
You last demand a private conference ; 

These are your wor^ but I can guess your sensa 
Your unripe hopes their harvest must attend : 

Be ruled by me, and time may be your friend. 
This is enough to let you understand ; ^ 

For now my pen has tired my tender hand : 

My woman knows the secret of my heart, 

And may hereafter better news impart. 


DIDO TO JSNEAS. 


BPISTLB VII. 


7BX AaGUxxxrr. 


.£neas, the son of Venas and Audnsea, having, at the 
destruction of Troy, saved his gods, his &ther. and son 
Ascamns, from the fire, pat to sea intb twenty sail of 
shipR; and, having been Imig tos&ed with tempests, was 
at last cabt upon the shore of Libya, where queen Dido, 
(flving fironi the cruelty of Pyginslion, her brother, 
who bad billed her husband Sichsens) had lately bmlt 
Carthage. She entertained jBneas and his fieet with 
great civility, fell passionately in love with bun, and in 
the end domed him not the last favours But Mercury 
admonishing JSneas to go in search of Jtalv, kingdom 
promised him by the gods,) he readily prepared to tollnw 
him. Dido soefn perceiv^ it, and having in vain ti ieil 
all other means to engage him to stay, at last in despair 
writes to Inm as follows. 

So, on 3Ia2anders banks, when death is nigh. 

The mournful bw.in sings her own elegy. 

!S'ot that I hope (for, ok, that hoi^e were vain ’) 
By words youi* lo>t sifieetion to regain . 

But, having lost uhate’er was worth my c?ue, * 
"Why should I fear to lose a dymg prayer ? 

’Tis then resolved poor Dido must be left, 

Of life, of honour, and of love bereft ! 

"Vniile you, with loosen’d sails, and vows, prepare 
To seek a land that flies the searcher’s care. ® 
Xor can my rismg towers your flight restrain. 
Nor my new empire, offer’d you m vain. 

Bmlt % ^iLs you shun, unbuilt you seek ; that land 
Is yet to conquer ; but you thk command. 
Suppose you landed where your wish design’e^ ^ 
fl*hmk what reception foreigners W’OuM find. 
^Yhat people is so void of common sense, 

To vote succession from a native prince ? 

Yet there new sceptres and new loves you seek ; 
New vous to pbght, and plightctl vows to break. 
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HELEN TO PARIS. 


1 

j 

1 

I 


/ 


i 

! 


UntoTicli’d tlie youtli restored me to my friends, 
And modest usage made me some amends 
"I'is virtue to repent a vicious deed; 

Did he repent, that P.ins might succeed ^ 

Sure ’tis some fate that sets me above wrongs, ^ 
Yet still exposes me to busy tongues. 

I'll not complam; for who’s displeased with 
love, 

If it sincere, discreet, and constant prove 1 
But that I fear ; not that I think you base, 

Or doubt the blooming beauties of my face ; ^ 

But all your sex is subject to deceive, 

And ours, alas • too willing to believe. 

Yet others yield ; and lov e o’ercomes the best : 
But why should I not shine above the rest ? 

Fair Leda’s storj’ seems at first to be 
A fit example ready form’d for me. 

But she was cozen’d by a borrow’d shape, 

And under haimless feathere felt a rape. 

If I should yield, what reason could I use 1 
By what mistake the loving crime excuse? ^ 
Her fault was in her powerful lover lost; 

But of what Jupiter have I to boast ? 

Though you to heroes and to kings succeed. 

Our fiimous race does no addition need ; 

And great alliances but useless prove ^ 

To one that comes herself from mighty Jove. 

Go then, and boast in some less haughty place 
Your Phiygiau blood, and Priam’s ancient race; 
■Which I vrould show I valued, if I durst; 

You are the fifth from Jove, but I the firet. 

The crown of Troy k powerful, I confess ; 

But I have reason'to think ours no less. 

Your letter, fill’d with promises of all 
Tliat men can pod, and women ^pleasant call. 
Gives expectation such an ample field, ^ 

As would move goddesses themselves to yield. 

But if I e’er offend great Juno’s laws, 

Yourself shall be the dear, the only caijse : I 

Either my honour I’ll to death maintain, j 

Or follow you, without mean thoughts of gain. 

Not that so fair a present I despise ; j 

"We like the gift, when we the giver prize. 

But 'tis your love moves me, which made you take 
Such pains, and run such hazards for my sake. I 
I have perceived (though I dissembled too) 

A thousand things that love has made you do. 1 
Your ^er eyes would almost dazzle mine, I 

In which, wild man, your wanton thoughts would 
shine. . 

Somelam^ you’d agh, sometimes disorder’d stand, ! 
And with unusual ardour press my hand ; ® 

Contrive just after me to &e the glass, 

Nor would you let the least occasion pass : 

When oft I fear’ d, I did not mind alone. 

And bludiing sate for things which you have done : 
Then murmur’d to mysel]^ He ’ll for my sake ® 
Do anything ; I hope ’twas no mistake. 

Oft have I read within this pleasmg grove, 

Under my name, those charming words, “I love.” 

If frowning, seem’d not to believe your flame ; 

But now, alas ! am come to write the same. ^ 

If I were capable to do amiRH, 

I could not but be sensible of this. 

For, oh ! your face has such peculiar charms, 

That who can hold from flying to your arms ! 

But what I ne'er can have without offence, ^ 
May some blest maid possess with innocence. 
Pleasure may tempt, but virtue more should move; 
Oh, learn of me to ^vant the thing you love^ 


What you derire is sought by all mankind ; 

As you have eyes, so othci’S are not blind. 

Like you they see, hke you my charms adore ; 
They wish not less, but you dai'e venture more. 
Oh ! had you then upon our coasts been brought, 
My virgin-love when thousand rivals sought, 

You had I seen, you should have had my voice ; 
Nor could ray husband justly blame my choice 
For both om* hopes, alas • you come too late , 
Another now is master of my fate. 

More to my n^ish I could have lived with you, 
And yet my present lot can undergo. 

Cease to solicit a weak woman’s will, 

I And urge not her you love to so much ill ; 

But let me hve contented as I may, 

And make not my unspotted fame your prey. 
Some right you claim, since naked to your eyes 
Three pddesses disputed beauty’s pnze : " 

One offer’d valour, t’ other crowns ; but she 
Obtain’d her cause who, smiling, promised me. 
But first I am not of belief so hght 
To think such nymphs would show you such a 
sight: 1-20 

Yet granting this, the other part is feign’d ; 

A bnbe so mean yonr sentence had not gain’d. 
With parbial eyes I should myself regard, 

To think that Venus made me her reward : 

I humbly am content with human praise ; ^25 

I A goddess’s applause would envy raise. 

But be it as you say ; for, ’tis confess’d, 

The men who flatter highest please us best. 

That I suspect it, ought not to displease , 

For miracles are not believed with ease. 

One joy I have, that I had Venus’ voice; 

A greater yet, that you confirm’d her choice ; 

That proffer’d laurels, promised sovereignty, 

Juno and Pallas, you contemn'd for me. 

Am I your empire then, and your renown 1 ^ 

What heart of rock but must by this be won ? 

And yet, bear witness, 0 you Powei*s above, 

How rude I am in all the arts of love 1 
My hand is yet untaught to write to men : 

This is th’ essay of my unpractised pen. J-** 
Happy those nymphs, whom use has perfect 
made 1 

I think all crime, and tremble at a shade. 

E’en while I write, my fearful conscious eyes 
Look often back, misdoubting a surprise. 

For now the rumour spreads among the crowd, 

At court it whispers, but in town aloud. 

Dissemble you, whate’er you hear ’em say : 

To l^ve off loving were your better way ; 

Yet if you will dissemble it, you may. 

Love secretly ; the absence of my lord J®* 

More fr'eedom gives, but does not all afford: 

Long is his journey, long will be his stay ; 

Call d by affaim of consequence away. 

To go, or not, when unresolved he stood, 

I bid him make what swift return he could : ^ 

Then kissing me, he said, “ I recommend 
All to thy care, but most my Trojan friend.” 

I smiled at what he innocently said. 

And only answer’d “ You shall he obey’d.” 
Propitious wmds have home him far from hence 
But let not this secure your confidence. 

Absent he is, yet absent he commands : 

You know the proverb, *‘Prmces have lon^^ 
hands.” ° 

My fame ’s my burden : for the more I ’m praised, 
A juster ground of jealousy is raised. 


DIDO TO ^KEAS* 


"Were I less ftiir, I miglit have been more bless’d : 
Great beauty through great danger is possess’d. 
To leave me bore his venture was not hard, 
Because he thought my virtue was my guard. 

He fear’d my face, but trusted to my life ; 

The beauty doubted, but believed the wife. 

You bid me use th’ occasion whole I can. 

Put in our hands by the good easy man. 

I would, and yet I doubt, ’twist love and 
One draws me from you, and one brings me near. 
Our flames are mutu^, and my husband ’s gone ; 
The nights are long; I fear to lie alone. 

One house contains us, and weak walls divide. 
And you 're too pressing to be long denied. 

Let me not live, but every thing conspires ^ 
To join our loves, and yet my fear retires. 

You court with words, when you should force 
employ : 

A rape is requisite to shame-fiiced joy. 

Indulgent to the wrongs which we receive^, 

Our sex can suffer what we dare not give. 

What have I said'* for both of us ’t were best. 

Our kindling fire if each of us suppress’d. 

The faith of strangers is too prone to change,^ 
And, like themselves their wandering passions 
range. 

Hypsipile, and the fond Minonian maid, 

W'ere both by trusting of their guests betray’d. 
How can I doubt that other men deceive. 

When you yourself did feir CEnone leave! 

But lest I should upbraid your treachery. 

You make a merit of that crime to me. ^ ^ 

Yet grant you were to faithful love inclined. 

Your weary Trojans wait but for a wind. ^ 

Should you prevail ; while I assign the night. 
Your RAils are hoisted, and you take your flight : 
Some bawling mariner our love destroys, ^ 
And breaks asunder our imfinish’d joys. 

But I with you may leave the Spartan port, 

To view the Trojan wealth and Pnam’s court i 
Shown while I see, I shall expose my fam^ 

And fill a foreign country with my s ham e. ^ 

In Asia what reception shall I find ! 

And what dishonour* leave in Greece behind? 
What will yonr brothers, Priam, Hecuba, . 

And what will all your modest matrons say! 

E’en you, when on this action you reflect, 

My future conduct justly may suspect ; 

And whate’er stranger lands upon your coast, 
Conclude me, hy your own example, lost. 

I from your rage a strumpet’s name shall hear, ^ _ 
Wliile you forget what part in it you bear. ^ 
You, my crime’s author, will my crime upbraid; 
Beep imder groimd, oh. let me first be laid ! 

You boast the pomp and plenty of your land, 

And promise all shall be at my command : - 

Your Trojan wealth, believe me, I despise ; 

My own poor native land has dearer ties. 

Should I be injured on your Phrygimi shore, 
What help of kindred could I there implore? 
Medea was by Jason’s flattery won : 

I may, like her, believe, and he undone. 

Plain honest hearts, like mine, suspect no cheat. 
And love contributes to ite own deceit 
The ships, about whose sides loud tempests roar. 
With gentle winds were wafted fr'om^the shore. 
Your teeming mother dream’d a fiaming brand, ^ 
Spnmg from her womb, consumed the Trojan land. 
To ‘■'.'•‘i'ud this, old prophecies conspire, 

Thati f ^imn shall be burnt w'lth Grcchm fu’C- 


Both give me fear; nor is it much allay’d. 

That Yenus is obliged our loves to aidT ^ 

For they, who lost their cause, revenge will take; 
And for one friend two enemies you make. 

15‘or can I doubt, but, should I follow you, 

The sword would soon our fatal crime pursue. 

A wrong so great my husband’s rage would rouse. 
And my relations would his cause espouse. 

You boast: your strength and courage; but, alas 1 
Your words receive ^lall credit fium your face. 
Let heroes in the dusty field delight, 

Those limbs were fashion’d for another fight. 

Bid Hector sally from the walls of Troy ; 

A sweeter quarrel should your arms employ. 

Yet fears like these should not my mind perplex. 
Were I as wise as many of my sex. 

But time and you may bolder thoughts inspire ; 
And I perhaps may yield to your desire^ ^ 
You la^ demand a private conference ; 

These are your words, hut I can guess your senses 
Your unripe hopes their harvest must attend : 

Be ruled by me, and time may be your friend. 
This is enough to let you understand ; ^ 

For now my pen has tired my tender hand ; 

My woman knows the secret of my heart. 

And may hereafter better news impart. 


DIDO TO JINEAS. 

EKSTLE VII. 


THS ABGUXZXT. 

JBneas, the son of Yenns and Anebises, having, at the 
destruction of Troy, saved his gods, his fether, and son 
Ascanins, ftom the fire, pnt to sea with twenty sail of 
ships, an<4 having been I«>ug tossed with tempests, was 
at last cast upon the shore of Libya, wheie queen Dido, 
{fljing from the cruelty of Pygmalion, her brother, 
who had killed her husband Sichaens) hu lately bnilt 
Carthage. She entertained ASneas and his fleet with 
great civilin’, fell passionately in love with him, and in 
Ihe end denied him not the last fAvours. But Mercury 
admonishing JSneas to go in search of Italy, (a kingdom 
promised him hy the gods,) he readily prepared tnllnw 
biTTi, Dido soon perceiv^ it, and having in vain triwl 
all other means to engage him to stay, at last in dcbpair 
writes to him as follows. 

So, on Mfcander s banks, when death is nigh. 

The mouimful sw’im sings lier own elegy. 

Not that I hope (for, oh, that hope were vain !) 
By words your lost affection to regain . 

But, having lost wbate’er was worto my caie, ^ 
Why should I fear to lose a dying prayer ! 

’Tls then resolved poor Dido must be Icffc^ 

Of life, of honour, and of love bereft 1 

While you, with loosen’d sails, and vows, prepare 

To seek a land that flics the searcher’s care.^ 

Nor can my rismg towers your flight restrain. 
Nor my new empire, offer’d you in vain. 

Built w’alls you shun, unbuilt you seek ; that land 
Is yet to conquer; hut you this comnuuwL 
Suppose you landed where your wish design’d, ^ 
1*hink what reception foreigners would find. 

I AYhat people is so void of common sense, 

To veto succession from a native prince ^ 

Yet there nevr sceptres and new loves you seek ; 
New vows to plight, and plighted vowb to break. 
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DIDO TO -aEITBAS. 


Whea mil yo-ur towers the height of Carthage 
know 1 

Or when your eyes discern such crowds below ? 

If such a town and subjects you could see. 

Still would you w’ant a wife w’ho loved like me. 
For, oh 1 I bum, like fires mth incense bright : ^5 
Not holy tapers Same with purer light : 
jEneas IS my thoughts’ perpetual theme ; 

Their daily longing, and their nightly dream. 

Yet he ’s ungratefnl and obdurate still ; 

» Fool that 1 am to place my heart so ill ! 

I Mysolf I cannot to myself restore ; 

’ Bull I complain, and still I love him more. 

1 Have pity, Cupid, on my bleedmg heai% 

! And pierce thy brother’s with an equal dart. 

' I rave : nor canst thou Tenus’ offspnng he; 

, Love's mother could not bear a son hke thee. 

' Fium harden’d oak, or from a rock’s cold womb. 
At least thou art from some fierce tigress come ; 
Or on rough seas, fi’om their foundation tom, 

Got by the wmds, and in a tempest bom : ^ 

I Like that, which now thy trembling sailors fear ; 
Like that, whose rage should still detain thee here. 
Behold how high the foamy billows ride 1 
, The winds and waves are on the juster side. 

I To winter weather and a stormy sea ^ 

I ’ll owe, what rather I would owe to thee. 

J Death thou deserv’st from Heaven’s avenging laws ; 

1 But I ’m unwilling to become the cause, 
j To shun my love, if thou wilt seek thy fate, 

, ’Tis a dear purchase, and a costly hate. ^ 

1 Stay but a little, till the tempest cease. 

And the loud winds are lull’d into a peace. 

, ty all thy rage, like theirs, uncoii-t lut ijrove 1 
! And so it will, if there be pow’or in love, 
j Know’st thou not yet what danger® ships sustain? 

' So often wreck’d, how dar’st thou tempt the 
i main ? ^ 

IVliich, were it smooth, were every wave asleep, 

I Ten thou'?and forms of death are m the deep, 
lu that abyss the gods their vengeance store. 

For broken vows of those who falsely swore 
; There winged storms on sea-bom Venus wait, 

J To vindicate the justice of her state. 

Thus I to thee the means of safety show ; 

I And, lost myself, would still preserve my foe. 

} False as thou art, I not thy death design ; ^ 

* Oh, rather live, to be the cause of mine I 
j Should some avenging storm thy vessel tear, 
j (But Heaven forbid my words should omen bear !) 

I Then in thy face thy perjured vows would fly ; 

I And my wrong'd ghost be present to thy eye. 

! With threatening looks tbmk thou hehold’st me 
stare, 

i Gasping my mouth, and dotted aU my hair, 

, Then, should foric’d lightning and red thunder 
£dl. 

What could’st thou say, but, I deserved ’em alL 
, Lest this should happ^, make not haste away; 

, To shun the danger will be worth thy stay. 

Have Pity on thy son, if not on me : 

Hy death alone is guilt enough for thee, 
j What has his youth, what have thy gods deserved, 

' To sink in sejis, who wore from fires preseiwed I ^ 

I Bat neither gods nor parent didst thou bear; 
Smooth sto^'ie^ all to please a woman's Oiir, 

False as the tale of ihy romantio life. 

Nor yet am I thy firat-deluded wife : 

Left to purouing foes Creosa staid, ss 

By thee, base man, forsaken and betiuy’d. 


This, when thou told’st me, struck my tender heart, 
That such requital follow’d such desert. 

Nor doubt I but the gods, for crimes like these, 
Seven %vintei’s kept thee wandering on the seas. 
Thy starved companions, cast ashore, I fed, 
Thyself admitted to my crown and bed. 

To harbour strangers, succour the distress’d. 

Was kmd enough ; but, oh, too kind the rest ! 
Cursed he the cave which first my ruin brought, ^ 
Where, from the storm, we common shelter 
sought ! 

A dreadful howling echoed round the place : 

The mountain nymphs, thought I, my nuptials 
grace. 

I thought so then, hut now too late I know 
The fillies yell’d my funerals from below. 

0 chastity and violated fame, 

Exact your dues to my dead husband’s name 1 
By death redeem my reputation lost, 

Aiad to his arms restore my guilty ghost. 

Close by my palace, in a gloomy grove, 

Is raised a chapel to my murder’d love ; 

There, wreath’d with boughs and wool, his statue 
stands^ 

The pious monument of artful hands. 

Last night, methought, he call’d me from the 
dome, 

And thrice, with hollow voice, cried, Dido, come. 
She comes, thy wife thy lawful summons hears; 

But comes more slowly, clogg’d with conscious 
feai-s. 

Forgive the wrong I offer’d to thy bed ; 

Strong were his charms who my weak j^th misled. 
His goddess mother, and his aged sire 
Borne on his back, did to my fall conspire. 

Oh ! such he was, and is, that, were he true, 
Without a blush 1 might his love pursue 
But cmel stai's my birthday did attend ; 

And as my fortune open’d, it must end. ^20 

Hy plighted lord was at the altar slain, 

Whose wealth was made my bloody brother’s gain. 
Friendless, and follow’d by the murderer’s hate. 

To foreign countries I removed my fate : 

And here, a suppliant, from the natives’ hands 
I bought the gi’ound on which my aty stands. 
With all the coast that stretches to the sea; 

E’en to the friendly port that shelter’d thee ; 

Then raised these walls, which mount into the air, 
At once my neighbours’ wonder and their fear. 

For now they arm ; and round me leagues are made, 
My scarce estabh^’d empire to invade. 

To man my new-built walls I must prepare. 

An helpless woman, and unskiil’d m war. 

Yot thousand rivals to my love pretend ; ^3® 

And for mjr person would my crown defend : 
Whose joning votes in one complaint agree. 

That each imjustly is disdain’d for thee. 

To proud Hyarbos give me up a prey ; 

(For that must follow, if thou goest away ) 

Or to my husband’s murdeier leave my life. 

That to the husband he may add the wife. 

Go then, since no complaints can move thy mind : 
Go, pei^ured man, but leave thy gods behind. 
Touch not those gods, by whom thou art for- 
sworn, 145 

Who will in impious hands no more be borne : 

Thy sacrilegious worship they 

And rather would the Grecian fires sustain, 

Perhaps my greatest sliame is still to come, 

And part of thee lies hid within my womb. 
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The babe unborn must perish by thy hat^ 

And perish guiltless m his mother’s fate. 

Some god, thou say’st, thy voyage does command : 
Would the same god had barr’d thee from my land I 
The same, I doubt not, thy departure steers, ^ 
T\Tio kept thee out at sea so many years ; 

While thy long labours were a price so great, 

As thou to purchase Troy would’st not repeat. 

But Tyber now thou seek’st, to be at best. 

When there arrived, a poor precarious guest. 

Yet it deludes thy search . perhaps it 
To thy old age lie undiscover’d stilL 
A ready crown and wealth in dower I bring, 

And, without conquering, here thou art a king. 
Here thou to Carthage may’st transfer thy Troy : 
Here young Ascanius may his arms employ ; 

And, while we Hve secure in soft repose. 

Bring many laurels home from conquer’d foes. 

By Cupid’s arrows, I adjure thee stay; 

By all the gods, companions of thy way. 

So may thy Trojans, who are yet alive. 

Live stiU, and with no future fortune strive ; 

So may thy youthful son old age attain, 

*Vnd tiiy dead father’s bones in peace remain ; 

As thou List pity on unhappy me, ' 

^Vho knew no crime but too much love of thee. 

I am nob bom from fierce Achilles’ line. 

Nor did my parents against Troy combme. 

To be thy wife if I unworthy prove, 

By some inferior name admit my love. ^ 

To he seciu’ed of still possessing thee, 

WTiat would I do, and what would I not be I , 


Our Libyan coasts their certain seasons know. 
When free from tempests passengers may go : 
But now with northern blasis the billows roar, 
And drive the floatmg sea*weed to the shore. 
Leave to my care the time to sail away ; 

When safe, I will not suffer thee to stay. 

Thy weary men would be with ease content ; 
Their sails are tatter’d, and their masts are spent. 
If by no merit I thy mind can move, 

What thou deniest my merit, give my love; 

Stay, till I learn my loss to undergo ; 

And give me time to struggle with my woe. 

If not, know this, I will not suffer long ; 
jVty life ’s too loathsome, and my love too strong. 
Death holds my pen, and dictates what I say, 
While cross my lap the Trojan sword I lay. 

Hy tears flow down ; the sharp edge cuts their 
flood. 

And drinks my sorrows, that must drink my 
blood. 2U0 

How well thy gift does -with my fate agree I 
My funeral pomp is cheaply made by thee. 

To no new wounds my bosom I display : 

The sword hut enters where love made the way. 
But thou, dear sister, and yet dearer friend, 

Shalt my cold ashes to their um attend. 

SichsBus’ wife let not the marble boast ; 

I lost that title, when my fame I lost. 

This short inscription only let it bear ; 

“ Unhappy Dido lies in quiet here. 

The cause of death, and sword by which she died, 
.tineas gave : the rest her arm supplied.” 


TRANSLATIONS FROM OYTD’S ART OP LOVE. 
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OVID’S ART OF LOVE. 


In Cupid’s school whoe’er would take degree. 
Must learn his rudiments, by reading me. 

Seamen with sailing arts their vessels move ; 

Art guides the chariot; art instructs to love. 

Of ships and chariots others know the rule; ® 
But I am master in Love’s mighty school. 

Cupid indeed is obstinate and wild, 

A stubborn god ; but yet the god ’s a child : 

Easy to govern in his tender age, 

Like fierce Achilles in his pupdage: 

That hero, bom for conquest, trembling stood 
Before the Centaur, and received the rod. 

As Chiron mollified his cruel mind 

With art, and taught his warlike hands to wind 

Ver. 1. In Cupi/Ts sckodll We cannot see, Trithont real 
ifgiet and mortincation, such a waste of time and talent as 
■wliat our author has flung away in translating so loose and 
flagitious, as well as trifling work of his iavonnte Ovid, 
lull of some of the most exceptionable and nauseous cir- 
cumstances of ancient mythology. I most undoubtedly 
shall make no comment on it, nor on the two succeeding 
translations Dr J. Wabtox. 


The rilver strings of his melodious lyre : ^ 

So love’s fair goddess does my soul inspire, 

To teach her softer arts ; to soothe the mind, 
And smooth the rugged breasts of human kmd. 

Yet Cupid and Achilles, each with scorn 
And rage were fill’d; and both were goddess- 
bom. ^ 

The bull, reclaim’d and yoked, the burden 
draws: 

The horse receives the bit vithin his jaws ; 

And stubborn Love shall bend beneath my sway. 
Though struggling oft he strives to disobey. 

He shakes his torch, he wounds me with his 
darts; ^ 

But vain his force, and vainer are his arts. 

The more he hums my soul, orwoimds my sight, 
The more he teaches to revenge the spite. 

; I boast no aid the Delphian god affords. 

Nor auspice from the flight of chattering birds : 
Nor Clio, nor her sisters have I seen ; 

As Hesiod saw them on the shady green : ^ 
Experience makes my work ; a truth so tried 
You may belie\ e; and Tenus be my guide. 

Far hence, ye ve'stiila, be, who bind your 
hair; 

And wives, who gowns below your ancles wear. 
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I sing the brothels loose and unconfined, 

Th’ unptinishable pleasures of the kind ; 

AVhich all alike, for love, or money, find. 

Ton, who in Cupid’s rolls inscribe your name. 
First seek an object worthy of your flame ; 

Then stiive, with art, your lady’s mind to gain ; 
And, last, provide your love may long remain. 

On these thi'ee precepts all my work shall move : 
These are the rules and principles of love. 

Before your youth with marriage is oppress’d. 
Make choice of one who suits your humour best : 
And such a damsel drops not from the sky ; 

She must be sought for with a curious eye. 

The wary angler in the winding brook, 

Knows what the fish, and where to bait his 
hook. 

The fouler and the huntsman know by name 
Ihe certain haunts and harbour of their game. 

So must the lover beat the likeliest grounds ; 

Th’ assembly where his quarry most abounds. “ 
Tor shall my novice uander far astray ; 

These rules shall put him in the ready way. 

Tliou shalt not sail around the continent^ 

As far as Perseus, or as Paris went : 

For Rome alone affords thee such a store, ^ 
As all the world can hardly show thee more. 

The face of heaven with fewer stars is crowm’d, 
Than beauties in the Roman sphere are found. 
Whether thy love is bent on blooming youth. 

On dawning sweetness in nnai'tfultnith ; ^ . 

Or courts the juicy joys of riper giwth ; 

Here may’st thou find thy full desires in both. 

Or if autumnal beauties please thy i-iglit 
(An age that knows to give and tike delight) 
Millions of matrons of the gi'a\ er sort, 

In common prudence, vnU not balk the sport. 

In summer heats thou need’st but only go 
To Pompey’s cool and shady portico ; 

Or Concoid. s fine ; or that proud edifice, 

WTiose tuiTets near the bawdy suburb rise : 

Or to that other portico, where stands 
The cruel father urging his commands, 

And fifty daughters wait the time of rest, 

To plunge their poniai'ds in the bridegroom’s \ 
breast : j 

Or Venus’ temple ; where, on anunnl nights, so 
They mourn Adonis with Assyrian ritos. I 

Tor shun the Jewish walk, where the foul drove, ' 
Un Sabbaths, rest from every thing but love : j 

Tor Isis’ temple ; for that sacred whore ; 

Makes others, what to Jove she was before. 

And if the hall itself be not belied, [ 

E'en there the cause of love is often tided ,* I 

Tear it at least, or in the palace-yard, j 

From whence the noisy combatants are heard. ' 
The crafty counsellors, in formal gown, so 

There gam another’s cause;, hut lose their own. 
There ebquence is nonpluss’d in the suit ; 

And lawyers, who had words at will, are mute. 
Venus, from her adjoinmg temple, smiles, 

To see them caught in their litigious wiles. ^ 
Grave senators lead home the youthful dame. 
Returning clients, when they patrons come. 

But above all, the playhouse is the place; 

There ’s choice of quariy in that mirrow chace. 
'There take thy stand, and sharply looking out, 
Soon may'st thou find a mistr^ in the rout, 

F jr length of time, or for a single bout. 

TLe theatres are berries for the fair : 

Like ants on mole-hills thither they repair; 


Like bees to hives, so numerously they throng, 

It may he said, they to that place belong. 

Thither they swarm, who have the public voice • 
There choose, if plenty not distracts thy choice. 
To see, and to be seen, in heaps they run ; 

Some to undo, and some to be undone. 

From Romulus the rise of plays began, 

To his new subjects a commodious man ; 

Who, his unmarried soldiers to supply, 

Took care the commonwealth should multiply : 
Providing Sabine women for his braves, 

Like a true king, to get a race of slaves. 

His playhouse not of Paidan marble made, 

Tor was it spread with puiple sails for shade. 
The stage with rushes or with leaves they 
strew’d : 

To scenes in prospect, no machining god. ^20 
On rows of homely tuif they sat to see, 

Crown’d with the wreaths of every common 
tree. 

There, while they sat in rustic majesty, 

Each lover had his mistress m his eye ,* 

And whom he saw most suiting to his mind, ^25 
For joys of matrimonial rape design’d. 

Scarce could they wait the plaudit in their haste; 
But, ere the dances and the song were past, 

The monarch gave the signal from his throne ; 
And, rising, bade his merry men fall on. 

The mai'tial crew, like soldiers ready press’d, 

Just at the word (the word too was, ‘‘ The Best”) 
With joyful cries each other animate; 

Some choose, and some at hazard seize their 
mate. 

As doves from eagles, or from wolves the lambs, 
So from their lawless lovers fly the dames. 

Them fear was one, but not one face of feim , 

Some rend the lovely tresses of their hair ; 

Some shriek, and some ai'e stmek with dumb de- 
spoil’. 

Her absent mother one invokes in vain ; ^ ''O 

One stands amazed, not daring to complain ; 

The nimbler timst their feet, the slow lemaiu. 

But nought availing, aU are captives led, 
Trembling and blushing to the genial bed. 

She who too long resisted, or denied, i**-’ 

The lusty lover made by force a bnde ; 

And, wi^ superior strength, compell’d her to his 
side. 

Then soothed her thus: — ^My soul’s £ir better 
part. 

Cease weeping, nor afflict thy tender heart : 

For what thy &ther to thy mother was, 

That faith to thee, that solemn vow I pass. 

Thus Romulus became so popular; 

This was the way to thrive m peace and wai* ; 

To pay his army, and fresh whores to bnng : 

Who would not fight for such a gracious king? 

Thus love in theatres did first improve ; 

And theatres are stiU the scenes of love : 

Tor shun the chaiiot’s and the courser’s race ; 

The Circus is no inconvenient place 
To need is there of talking on the hand ; 

Tor nods, nor signs, which lovers understand. 

But boldly nest the fair youi* seat provide; 

Close as you can to hers, and side by side. 

Pleased or unpleased, no matter ; crowding sit : 
For so the laws of public shows permit. 

Then find occasion to begin discourse ; 

Inquire, whose chariot this, and whoso that 
horaei 


OVim ART OF LOVR 


To whatsoever side she is laclmed, 

Suit all your inclmations to her rniud ; 

Like what she likes; from thence yo«r court 
begin ; 

And whom she favours, wish that he may win. 

But when the statues of the deities, 

In chanots roll’d, appear before the prize ; 

When Venus comes, with deep devotion rise. 

If dust be on her lap, or grains of sand, 

Brush both away with your officious hand. 

If none be there, yet brush that nothing thence ; 
And still to touch her lap make some pretence. 
Touch any thing of hers j and if her train 
■Sweep on the ground, let it not sweep in vain ; 

But gently take it up, and wipe it clean ; 

And while you. wipe it, with observing eyes, I 
Who knows but yon may see her naked thighs ! 
Observe who sits behind her , and beware. 

Lest his encroaching knee should press the fair. 
Light service takes light minds: for some can i 
tell 1 S 6 j 

Of favours won, by laying cushions well : 

By fanning faces some their fortune meet ; 

Amd some by laying footstools for their feet. 

These overtm:^ of love the Circus gives; 

Nor at the sword-play less the lover thrives : 

For there the son of Venus fights Ms prize ; 

And deepest wounds are oft received from eyes. 
One, while the crowd their acclamations make, 

Or while he bets, and puts his ring to stake, ^ 

Is struck from far, and feels the fiying dart ; 

And of the spectacle is made a part, 

Caesar would represent a naval fight, 

For Ms own honour, and for Rome’s delight, 

From eith'^ sea the youths and maidens come; 
And all the world was then contain’d in Rome. 

In this vast concourse, in this choice of game, 
WTiat Roman heart but felt a foreign flame 1 
Once more our prince prepares to make us glad; 
And the remaining East to Rome will add, ^ 
Rejoice, ye Roman soldiers, in your um ; 

Your ensigns from the Paiihians shall return; 

And the slain Crassi no longer mourn. 

A youth is sent those tropMes to demand. 

And hears Ms father’s thunder in his hand : 

Doubt not th’ imperial hoy in wars unseen ; 

In cMldhood all of Caesar’s race are men. 

Celestial seeds shoot out before their day. 

Prevent their years, and brook no dull delay. 

Thus infant Hercules the snakes did press, 

And in Ms cradle did his sire confess. 

Bacchus, a hoy, yet like a hero fought, 

And early spoils from conquer’d India brought. 
Thus you your fiither’s troops shall lead to fight. 
And thus shall vanquish in your father’s right ^ 
These rudiments you to your lineage owe ; 

Bom to increase your titles as you grow. 

Brethren you had, revenge your brethren slsdn ; 
You have a father, and Ms rights maintain. 

Arm’d by your country’s parent, and your own, ^ 
Redeem your country, and restore his throne. 
Your enemies assert an impious cause ; 

You fight both for divine and human laws. 

Already in their cause they are o’ercome : 

Subject them, too, by force of arms, to Rome. ^ 
Great father Mars with greater Caesar join, 

To give a prosperous omen to your line : I 

One of you is, and one shall he divine. ' 

I prophesy yru shall, you shall o’ercome : 

My verso bh,dl bring you back m triumph home. 
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Speak in my verse, exhort to loud alarms: 

Oh, were my numbers equal to your arms ! 

Then would I sing the PartMans’ overthrow ; 
Their shot averse sent from a flying how : 

The PartMans, who already flymg fight, 

Already give an omen of their flight 
Oh, when will come the day, by Heaven design’d, 
When thou, the best and fair^ of mankind. 
Drawn by wMte horses shalt in tnumph ride. 
With conquer’d slaves attending on thy side; ^ 
Slaves, that no longer can be safe in flight; 

0 glorious object, O surprising sight, 

0 day of public joy, too good to end in night I 
On such a day, ^ &ou, and, next to thee, 

Some beauty sits, the spectacle to see : 250 

If she inquire the names of conquer’d kings, 

Of mountains, rivers, and their Mdden springs. 
Answer to all thou know’st ; and. if need he. 

Of things unknown seem to speak knowingly; 
This is Euphrates, crown’d with reeds; and 
there ss 

Flows the swift Tigris with his sea-green hair. 
Invent new names of thmgs unknow n befoi-e ; 

Call this Armenia, that the Caspian shore ; 

Call this a Mede, and that a Parthian youth ; 

Talk probably ; no matter for the truth- 
In feasts, as at our shows, new means abound ; 
More pleasure there, than that of wine, is found. 
The Papbian goddess there her ambush lays ; 

And Love betwixt the horns of Bacchus plays : 
Desires increase at every swelling draught ; 

Brisk vapours add new vigour to the thought. 
There Cupid’s purple wings no flight afford ; 

But, wet with wine, he flutters on the board. 

He shakes his pinions, but he cannot move ; 
ili’d he remains, and turns a maudlin Love. 
Wine warms the blood, and makes the spiiite 
flow; 

Care flies, and wrinkles from the forehead go : 
Exalts the poor, invigorates the weak ; 

Gives mirth and laughter, and a rosy cheek. 

Bold truths it speai& ; and, spoken, dares main- 
tain ; 

And brings our old simplicity again. 

Love sparkles in the cup, and fills it Mgher: 
Wine &ds the flames, and fuel adds to fire. 

But choose no mistress in thy drunken fit : 

Wine ffilds too much their beauties and their 
wit ^ ^ 

Nor trust thy judgment when the tapers dance ; 
But sober, and by day, thy suit advance. 

By daylight Paris judged the beauteous .three; 
And for the fairest did the prize decree. 

Night is a cheat, and all deformities ^ 

Are Md, or lessen’d in her dark disgmse. 

The sun’s fair light each error will confess, 

In face, in shape, in jewels, and in dress. 

Why name I every place where youths abound ? 
’Tis loss of time, and a too fruitful ground. ^ 
The Baian baths, where sMps at anchor ride. 

And wholesome streams from sulphur fountains 
glide : 

Where wounded youths are by experience taught, 
The waters are less healthful than they fought : 
Or Dian’s fane wMch near the suburb lies, ^ ** 
Where priests, for their promotion, fight a prize. 
That maiden goddess is Love’s mortal foe, 

And much from her his subjects undergo. 

Thus far the sportful Muse, with myrtle bound, 
Ha-, sung where lovely tees may he foimd. ** 
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Kow let me sing, liow she who wounds your 
mind, 

With art, may be to cure your wounds inclined. 
Young nobles, to my laws attention lend; 

And all you vulgar of my school attend. 

First then beheve, all women may be won ; 
Attempt with confidence, the work is done. 

The grasshopper shall first forbear to smg 
In summer season, or the birds in spring, 

Than women can resist your flattermg skill . 

E’en she will yield, who swears she never wilL 
To secret pleasure both the sexes move ; 

But women most, who most dissemble love. 
’Twere best for us, if they woifid first declare, 
Avow their passion, and submit to prayer. 

The cow, by lowing, tells the bull her flame : 

The neighing mare invites her stallion to the game. 
ynn 3 s more temperate in his lust than they. 

And, more than women, can lus passion sway. 
Biblis, W8 know, did first her love declare. 

And had recourse to death m her despair. ^20 
Her brother she, her father Atyrrha sought. 

And loved, but loved not as a daughter ought. 
Kow fi'om a tree she stills her odorous tears, 
Which yet the name of her who shed ’em bears. 

In Ida’s shady vale a bull appear’d, ^ 

White as the snow, the fairest of the herd ; 

A beauty-spot of black there only rose, 

Betwixt his equal horns and ample brows : 

The love and wish of all the Cretan cowa 
The queen beheld him as his heaxl he rear’d, 

And envied every leap he gave the herd. 

A secret fire she nourish’d in her breast, 

Amd hated every heifer he caress’d. 

A story known/and known for true, I teU ; 

Xor Crete, though lying, can the truth conceal ^35 
She cut him grjiss ; iso much can Love command) 
She stroked, the foi him with her royal hand : 
Was pletiscd in pastui’es with the herd to roam ,* 
And Minos by the bull was overcome. 

Cease, queen, with gems t’ adorn thy beauteous 
brows ; 

The monarch of thy heart no jewel knows. 

Xor in thy glass compose thy looks and eyes; 
Secure firom aU thy charms thy lover lies : 

Yet trust thy mirror, when it tells thee true. 
Thou art no heifer to allure his view. ^45 

Soon would’st thou quit thy royal diadem 
To Ihy fair rivals, to be hom’d like them. 

If Minos please, no lover seek to find; 

If not, at least seek one of human kind- 
The wretched queen the Cretan court for- 


In woods and wilds her habitation makes ; 

She curses every beauteous cow she sees ; 

Ah, why dost thou my lord and master please ! 
-And think’st, ungrateful creature as thou art, 
With frisking awkwardly, to gain his heart 1 ^ 

She said, and straight commandi^ ’with fmwning 
luoa. 

To put her, undeserving, to the yoke ; 

Or feigna some holy rites of sacnfice, 

And sees her rival’s death with joyful eyes ; 
Then, when the bloody priest has done his 
part, 360 

Pleased, in her hand she holds the beating heart ; 
N'ur from a scornful taunt can scarce refrain; 

. io. fool, and strive to please my love again ! 

XoA’ she would be Europa, lo now: 

'u' Loro a bull, and one was made a cow.) ^ 


Yet she at last her brutal bliss obtain’d. 

And in a wooden cow the bull sustain’d ; 

Fill’d with his seed, accomplish’d her desire 
Till by his form the son betray’d the sire. 

If Atreus’ wife to incest had not run, ^ 

(But, ah, how hard it is to love but one !) 

His coursers Phoebus had not driven away, 

To shun that sight, and interrupt the day. 

Thy daughter, Xisus, pull’d thy purple hair. 

And harking sea-dogs yet her bowels tear. 

At sea and land Atrides saved his life, 

Yet fell a prey to his adulterous wife. 

Who knows not what revenge Medea sought, 
When the slain offspring bore the father’s faults 
Thus Phoenix did a woman’s love bewail ; 

! And thus Hippolytus by Plisedra fell. 

These crimes revengeful matrons did commit ; 
Hotter their lust, and sharper is their wit. 

Doubt not from them an easy victory : 

Scarce of a thousand dames will one deny. ^ 

, Aill women are content that men should woo ; 

She who complains, and she who will not do 
Best then secure, whate’er thy luck may prove, 
Xot to be hated for declaring love. 

And yet how const thou miss, since womankind ^ 
Is and vain, and stiU to change inclined ] 

Old husbands and stale gallants they despise; 

And more another's, than their own, they pnze. 

A larger crop adorns our neighbour’s field , 

More milk his kine from swening udders yield. ^ 
First gain the maid: by her thou shalt be 
sure 

A free access and easy to procure ; 

Who knows what to her office does belong, 

Is in the secret, and can hold her tongue."^ 

Bribe her with gifts, with promises, and pmyers ; 
t For her good word goes far in love affairs. 

The time and fit occasion leave to her, 

When she most aptly can thy suit prefer. 

The time for maids to fire their lady’s blood, 

Is when they find her in a merry mood , 

I When all thnigs at her wish and pleasure move. 
Her heart is open then, and free to love. 

Then mirth and wantonness to lust betray. 

And smooth the passage to the lover’s way. 

Troy stood the siege, when fill’d with anxious * 
care : '*^6 

One merry fit concluded all the war. , 

If some fair nval vex her jealous mind. 

Offer thy service to revenge in kmd. 

Instruct the damsel, while she combs her hair, 

To raise the choler of that injured fair ; ‘*^6 

And, sighing, make her mistress underhand. 

She has the means of vengeance in her hand : 
Then, naming thee, thy humble suit prefer, 

And sweiir thou langui^est and diest for her. 
Then let her lose no time, but push at all ; 

For w'omen soon are raised, and soon they fiill- 
Give their first fury leisure to relent, 

They melt like ice, and suddenly repent 
T’ enjoy the maid, will that thy suit advance 
*Tis a hard question, and a doubtful chanck 
One maid, corrupted, bawds the better for ’t ; 
Another for herself would keep the sport. 

Thy business may be further’d or delay’d ; 

But, by my counsel, let alone the maid • 

E’en though she should consent to do the feat, 

The profit’s little, and the danger great. 

I will not lead thee through a rugged road ; 

But wffiere the way lies open, safe, aud broad- 
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Yet if thou find’st her very much thy friend, 

And her good face her diligence commend, ^ 
Let the hiir mistress have thy first embrace, 

And let the maid come after in her place. 

But tins I will advise, and mark my words; 

For ’tis the best advice my skill affords : 

If needs thou with the damsel wilt begin, 

Before th’ attempt is made, make sure to win; 

For then the secret better will be kept ; 

And she can tell no tales when once she ’s dipp’d. 
’Tis for the fowler’s interest to beware, 

The bird entangled should not ’scape the snare. 

The fish, once prick’d, avoids the bearded hook, 
And spoils the sport of all the neighbouring brook. 
But if the wench be thine, she makes thy way. 
And, for thy sake, her mistress will betray ; 

Tell all she knows, and all she hears her say. 

Keep well the counsel of thy feithfol ^y: 

So shalt thou leam whene’er she treads awry. 

All things the stations of their seasons keep. 
And certain times there are to sow and reap. 
Ploughmen and sailors for the season stiy, 

One to plough land, and one to plough the sea : 

So should the lover wait the lucky ^y. 

Then stop thy suit, it hurts not thy design : 

But think, another hour she may be thme. 

And when she celebrates her biith at home, ^ 
Or when she view's the pubbe shows of Rome, 
Know, all thy visits then ai*e troublesome. 

Defer thy work, and put not then to sea, 

For that ’s a boding and a stormy day. 

Else take thy time, and, when thou const, begin : 
To break a Jewish sabbath, think no sin : 

Kor e’en on superstitious days abstain ,* 

Not when the Romans were at AUia sldn. 

Ill omens in her fii'owns ai*e understood ; 

When she ’s in humour, eveiy day is good- 
But than her bhthday seldom comes a worse ; 
When bnbes and presents must be sent of course; 
And that ’s a bloody day, that costs thy purse. 

Be stanch; yet parsimony will he vain : 

The craving sex will still the lover drain. ^ 

No skill can shift them off, nor art remove ; 

They will be begging, when they know we love. 
The merchant comes upon th’ appointed day, 

Who shall before thy fiice his wares display. 

To choose for her she crave-s thy kind advice; ^ 
Then begs again, to bargain for the price ; 

But when she has her purchase in her eye. 

She hugs thee close, and kisses thee to buy. 

’Tis what I want, and ’tis a pen’orth too ; 

In many years I will not trouble you. ^ ^ 

If you complain you have no ready coin ; 

No matter, ’tis but writing of a line, 

A hfctle bill, not to be paid at sight; 

Now curse the time when thou wert taught to 
write. i 

She keeps her birthday; you must send the 
cheer; _ ^ 

And she ’ll be bom a hundred times a year. 

With daily lies she dribs thee into cost ; 

Thai earrmg dropp’d a stone, that ring is lost. 
They often borrow what they never pay ; 

Whate’er you lend her, think it thro^vn away. ^ 
Had I ten mouths and tongues to tell each art, 

All would be wearied ere I told a part. 

By letters, not by words, thy love begin ; 

And ford the dangerous passage with thy pen. _ 

If to her heart thou aim’st to find the way, 
Extremely flatter, and extremely pmy. 

Priam by prayers did Hector’s body gain ; 

Nor is an angiy god invoked m vain. 

With promised gifts her easy mind bewitch ; 

For e’en the poor in promise may be rich. 

Vain hopes awhile her appetite will stay ; 

’Tis a deceitful, but commodious way. 

Who gives is mad, but make her still believe 
’Twill come, and that ’s the cheapest way to giva 
E’en barren lands fair pmndses ^ord ; 

But the le,in harvest cheats the starving lord. 

Buy not thy first enjoyment, lest it prove 

Of bad example to thy future love ; 

But get it gratis ; and she 'h give thee more, 

For fear of losing what she gave before. 

The losing gamester shakes the box in vain. 

And bleeds and loses on, in hopes to gain. 

Write then, and in thy letter, as I said. 

Let her with mighty promises be fed. 

Cydippe by a letter was betray’d, ^ 

Writ on an apple to th’ unwary maid. 

She read herself mto a mamage-vow ; 

(Xnd. every cheat in love the gods allow.) 

Leam eloq^uence, ye noble youth of Rome ; 

It will not only at the bar o’ercome : 

Sweet words the people and the senate move ; 

But 5 the chief end of eloquence is love; 

But in thy letter bide thy moving arts ; 

Affect not to be thought a man of parts. 

None but vam fools to simple women preach : 

A learned letter oft has made a breach. 

In a familiar style your thoughts convey, 

And write such thmgs as present you would say ; 
Such words as from the heart may seem to move : 
Tis wit enough to make her thmk you love. ^ 

If seal’d she sends it back, and will not read, 

Yet hope, in time, the business may suceee<i 

In time the steer will to the yoke submit ; 

In time the restive horse will bear the bit 

E’en the hard ploughshare use will wear away ; 

And stubborn steel in length of time decay. ^ 

Water 'is soft, and marble bard; and yet 

We see soft water through hard marble eat 

Though late, yet Troy at length in flames expired; 
And ten years more Penelope had tired. ^ 

Perhaps thy lines unanswer’d she retain’d ; 

No matter ; there ’s a poiut already gain’d : 

For she, who reads, in time will answer too ; 

Things must be left by just degrees to grow. 
Perhaps she writes, but answers with ^dain, 

And sharply bids you not to write again ; 

What she requires, she fears you should accord ; 
The jilt would not be taken at her word. 

Meantime, if she be carried in her chair, 
Approach, but do not seem to know she ’s there. 
Speak softly to delude the standers-by ; ^ 

Or, if aloud, then speak ambiguously. 

If sauntering in the portico she walk, 

Move slowly too ; for that 's a time for talk 

sometimes follow, sometimes be her guide; 
But, when the crowd permits, go side by side. 

Nor in the playhouse let her sit alone : 

For die ’s the pityhouse and the play in one. 

There thou may’st ogle, or by signs advance 

Thy suit, and seem to touch her hand by chance. 
Admire the dancer who her liking gainst 

And pity in the play the lover’s pains ; 

For her sweet sake the loss of time demise ; 

Sit while she sits, and when she rises rise. 

But dress not like a fop, nor curl your hair, 

N or witn a pumice make your body bare. 
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Leave those effemmato and useless toys 

To eunuchs, who can give no solid joys. 

Neglect becomes a man : this Theseus found : 
Uncurl’d, uncomb’d, the nymph his wishes 
crown’d. 

The rough Hippolytus was Phaedra’s care ; 

And Yenus thought the rude Adonis fair. 

Be not too finical ; but yet be clean ; 

And wear well-fashion’d clothes, like other men. 
Let not your teeth be yellow, or be foul ; ^ 

Nor in wide shoes your feet too loosely roll 

Of a black mxizzle, and long beard, beware ; 

And let a skilful barber cut your hair : 

Your nails be pick’d from filth, and even pared; 
Nor let your nasty nostrils bud with beard. ^ 
C’ure 3 'our unsavoury breath, gargle your throat, 
And free your armpits from the ram and goat. 
Dress not, in short, too little or too much ; 

And be not wholly French nor wholly Dutch. 

Now Bacchus adls me to his jolly rites : 

Who would not follow when a god invites ^ 

He helps the poet, and his pen inspire^ 

Kind and indulgent to his former fires. 

Fail* Ariadne wander’d on the shore. 

Forsaken now ; and Theseus loved no more : 
Loose was her gown, dishevell’d was her hair ; 

Her bosom naked, and her feet were hare : 
Exclaiming, on the water’s brink she stood ; 

Her briny tears augment the briny flood. 

She shriek’d, and wept, and both became her 
fiice : 

No posture could that heavenly form disgrace. 

She beat her breast : The traitor’s gone, said she; 
^Vhat shall become of poor forsaken me ? 

What shall become she had not time for more. 

The sounding cymbals rattled on the shore. 

She swoons for fear, she falls upon the gi'ound ; 

No vital heat was in her body found. 

The iitmjallonian dames about her stood ; 

And scuddmg satyi’s ran before them god, 

Silenus on his ass did next appear, 

And held upon the mane ; (the god was cleai-) 

The drunken sii-e pursues, the dames retire ; 
Sometimes the drunken dames pursue the drunken 
sire. 

At last he topples over on the plain ; 

The satyrs laugh, and bid him rise again. 

And now the god of wine came driving on, 

High on his chariot by swift tigers dniwii ; 

Her colour, voice, and sense forsook the fair ; 
Thrice did her trembling feet for flight prepare. 
And thrice affrighted did hor flight forheai’. 

She ^ook, like leaves of corn when tempests 
blow, 

Or lender reeds that in the marshes grow. 

To whom the god : Compose thy fearM mind ; 
in me a truer husband thou shalt find, 

1 With heaven I will endow thee, and thy star 
t Shall with propitious light he seen afar. 

And guide on seas the doubtful mariner. 

He said, and from his chanot leapbig light. 

Lest the grim tigers should the njTnph afiight. 

His brawny arms aroimd her waist he threw ; ^ 
JtFor gods, whate’er they will, with ease can do;) 
And swiftly bore her thence : th’ attending throng 
Shout at the sight, and sing the nuptial song. 

Now in full bowls her sorrow she may steep ; 

The bridegroom’s liquor lays the bride asleep. 

But thou, when flowing cups in triumph ride. 
And the loved nymph is seated by thy side ; 1 

Invoke the god, and all the mighty powers, 

That wine may not defraud thy genial lionrs. 

Then in ambiguous words thy suit prefer, ^ 

Which she may know were all address’d to her, 

In liquid purple letters write her name, 

Which she may read, and reading find the flame. 
Then may your eyes confess your mutual fires ; 

(For eyes have tongues, and glances tell desires,) 
Whene’er she drinks, be first to take the cup ; 

And, where she laid her lips, the blessing sup. 
When she to carving does her hand advance. 

Put out thy own, and touch it as by chance. 

Thy service e’en her husband must attend ; ^ 

(A husband is a most convenient friend.) 

Seat the fool cuckold in the highest place ; 

And with thy garland his dull temples grace. 
Whether below or equal in degree, 

Let him be lord of aU the company, 

And what he says be seconded by thee. 

’Tis common to deceive through friendship’s name: 
But, common though it be, ’tis still to blame : 

Thus fretors frequently their trust betray, 

And to themselves their mastera’ gains convey. 
Drink to a certain pitch, and then give o’er : 

Thy tongue and feet may stninble, drinking more. 
Of drunken quarrels m her sight bewai*e ; 

Pot-valour only serves to fright the fair. 

Euryidon justly fell, by wine oppress’d, 

For his rude riot at a wedding-feast. 

Sing, if you have a voice ; and show your paits 

In dancing, if endued with dancing arts. 

Do anythmg within your power to please ; 

Nay, e’en aSeefc a seeming drunkenness ; 

Clip every word; and if by chance you speak 

Too home, or if too broad a jest you break, 

In your excuse the company will join, 

And lay the fault upon the force of wine. 

True drunkenness is subject to offend ; 

But when ’tib feign’d ’tis oft a lover’s friend. 

Then safely yon may praise her beauteous face, 

And call him happy who is in her grace. 

Her husband thinks himself the man design’d ; 

But cui’se the cuckold in yom- secret mind. ^ 

Ylien all are risen, and prepaid to go, 

Mix uith the crowi and tread upon her toe. 

This is the proper time to make thy court, 

For now she’s in the vein, and fit for sport 

1 Lay bashfiilness, that rustic virtue, by ; ess 

To manly confidence thy thoughts apply. 

On Fortune’s foretop timely fix thy hold ; 

Now speak and speed, for Venus loves the bold. 

No rules of rhetoric here I need affoixl : 

Only begin, and trust the following word ; 

It will be witty of its own accord. 

Act well the lover ; let thy speech ahoiuid 

In dying words, that represent thy wound * 

Distrust not her belief; she will be moved ; 

All women think they merit to be loved ras 

Sometimes a man begins to love in jest, 

And, after, feels the torment he profess’d. 

For your own sakes be pitifiil, ye fiiir ; 

For a feign’d passion may a true prepare. 

By flatteries wu prevail on womankind ; 7m 

As hollow banks by &ti*eams are undermined. 

Tell her, her face is fair, her eyes ai’e sweet : 

Her taper fingers praise, and little feet. 

Such prtuses e’en the chaste are pleased to bear ; 
Both maids and matrons hold their beauty de^xr. 

Once naked Pallas with Jove’s queen app 'ar’d; 
And still they grieve tliat Venus was prefen-’d 
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Praise the proud peacock, aud he spreads his train : 
Be silent, and he pulls it in again. 

Pleased is the courser in his rapid race ; 

AppLuid his running, and he mends his paca 
But Idigely promise, and devoutly swear; i 

And, if need be, call every god to hear. 

Jove aits abowe, forgiving with a smile 

The peijuries that easy maids beguila ^ 

He swore to Juno by the Stygian lake : 

Forsworn, he dares not an example make. 

Or punish falsehood, for his own dear siike. 

’Tis for our interest that the gods should be; 

Let us beheve ’em : I believe, they see, 

And both reward and punish equally. 

Not that they live above like lazy drones. 

Or kmgs below, supine upon their thrones. 

Lead then your lives as present in their sight ; 

Be just in dealings, and defend the right ; ^ 

By fmud betray not, nor oppress by might 
But 'tis a venial sin to cheat the £ur ; 

All men have hbei*ty of conscience thei-e. 

On cheating nymphs a cheat is well design’d ; 

’Tis a profme and a deceitful kind. ^ 

’Tis said, that Egypt for nine years was dry, 

Kor Nile did floods, nor heaven did rain supply, 

A foreigner at length mform'd the king 
That slaughter’d guests would kindly moisture 
bring. 

The king replied : On thee the lot shall flill ; ^ 

Be thou, my guest, the sacrifice for alL 
Thus Phalai'is Perillus taught to low. 

And made him season first the brazen cow. 

A rightful doom, the laws of nature cry, 

’Tis, the artificers of death should die. 

Thus justly women suffer by deceit; 

Their practice authorises us to cheat. 

Beg her, with tears, thy warm desires to graut; 

For tears will pierce a heart of adamant. 

If team will not be squeezed, then rub your eye, 

Or ’nomt the lids, and seem at least to cry. 

Kiss, if you can : resistance if she make, 

^ And will not give you kisses, let her take. I 

Fie, fie, you naughty man 1 are words of course : - 
Ihe struggles but to be subdued by force. ^ 
Bliss only soft, I charge you, and beware 
With your hard bristles not to brush the feir. 

He who has gain’d a kiss, and gains no more, 
Deserves to lose the bliss he got before. 

If once she kiss, her meaning is express’d ; ^ 

Theie wants but little pushing for the rest : 

Which if thou dost not gain, by strength or art, 
The name of clown then suits with thy desert ; 

'Tis downright dulness, and a shameful part. 
Perhaps, she calls it force ; but if she ’scape, ^ | 
She will not thank you for th’ omitted rape. I 
The sex is cunning to conceal their fires ; 

They would be forced e’en to their own deares. 
They seem t’ accuse you, with a downcast sight. 
But in their souls co^ess you did them right. 
Who might be forced, and yet untouch’d depart, 
Thank with their tongues, but curse you with 
their heai-t. 

Fair Phoebe and her sister did prefer 
t To their dull mates the noble ravisher. 

What Deidamia did, in days of yore, ^ 

The tale is old, but worth the reading o’er. 

AYhen Venus had the golden apple gson’d. 

And the just judge feir Helen had obtain’d : 

When she with triumph was at Troy received, 
The Trojans joyful while the Grecians grieved i 


They vow’d revenge of violated laws, 

And Greece was arming in the cuckold’s cause : 
Achilles, by his mother warn’d from war. 
Disguised his sex, and lurk’d among the fair. 
V’Tiat meiuis dSacides to spin and sew 2 
With spear and sword in field thy valour show ; 
And, leaving this, the nobler Palla* know. 

Why dost thou in that hand the distaff wield, 
Wliich is more worthy to sustain the shield I 
Or with that other draw the woolly twine, ^ 
The same the fates for Hectors thi^ad assign ? 
Brandish thy falchion in thy powerful hand. 
Which can ^one the i>onderous Imce command. 
In the same room by chance the royal maid 
Was lodged, and, by his seeming sex betray’d, 
Close to her side the youthful hero laid. 

I know not how las coui’fcship he began ; 

But, to her cost, she found it was a man. 

”ris thought she struggled , but withal ’tis thouglit. 
Her wish was to be conquered, when she fought. 
For when disclosed, and hastening to the field. 

He laid his distaff down, and took the shield. 

With tears her humble suit she did prefer. 

And thought to stay the grateful ravisher. 

She sighs, she sobs, she begs him not to part ; 

And now ’tis nature, w*hat before was art. 

She strives by force her lover to detain, 

And wishes to be ravish’d once ag.im. 

This is the sex ; they will not fimt begin. 

But, when compell’d are pleased to suffer sin. 

Is there wrho thinks that women first should woo ^ 
Lay by tby self-conceit, thou foolish beau. 

Begin, and save their modesty the shame ; 

’Tis well for thee if they receive thy flame. 

’Tis decent foi a man to speak his mind ; 

They but expect th' occasion to be kind- 
Ask, that thou may’st enjoy ; she waits for this ; 
And on thy first advance depends thy blish. 

E’en Jove himself was forced to sue for loi e ; 
None of the nymphs did first solicit Jove. 

Bat if you find your pmyers increase her pride. 
Strike sail awhile, and wait another tide. 

They fiy when we pursue ; but make delay, 

An(i when they see you slacken, they will stay. 
Sometimes it profits to conceal your end ; 

Name not yourself her lover, but her fifieud. 

How many skittish girls have thus been caught 1 
He proved a lover who a fiiend was thought 
Sailors by sxm and wind are swarthy made ; 

A tann’d complexion best becomes their trade. ^ 
’Tis a disgrace to ploughmen to be feir ; 

Bluff cheeks ^ey have, and weather-beaten hair. 
Th’ ambitious youth, who seeks an olive crown. 

Is sun-bumt with his daily toil, and brown. 

But if the lover hopes to be in grace, 

Wan be his looks, and meagre be his face. 

That colour firom the fair compassion draws : 

She thinks you sick, and thinks herself the cause. 
Orion "wander’d in liie woods for love : 

His paleness did the nymphs to pity move; 

TTifg ghastly visage argued hidden love. 

Nor fail a night-cap, in full health, to wear ; 
Neglect thy dress, and discompose thy hair. 

All things are decent that in love avaff : 

Read long by night, and study to be pale : *** 

Forsake your food, refuse your needftil rest ; 

Be misemble, that you may he blest. 

Shall I complain, or shall I warn you most? 
Faith, truth, and fxieadship in the world are lost ; 
A little and an empty name they boost. ^ 
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Ti*u&t not iliy fideiid, nmcb, less thy mistress praise: 
If he believe, thou lu.iy’st a rival raise. 

’Tis ti*ue, Patrotius, by no lust misled. 

Sought not to stain h& dear companion’s bed. 
Xor Pylades Hermione embraced ; ^ 

E’en Phcedra to Pinthous still was chaste. 

But hope not thou, in this vile age, to find 
Those rare examples of a faithful mind. 

The sea shall sooner with sweet honey flow. 

Or from the fixrzes peai-s and apples grow. sss 
We sin with gust, we love by fraud to gam ; 

And And a pleasure in our fellow’s pain. 

From rival foes you may the fair defend ; 

But, would you ward the blow, beware your friend: 
Beware your brother, and your next of kin ; 

But from TOUT bosom-friend your care begin. 

Here I liad ended, but experience finds, 

Tliat sundry women are of sundry minds ; 

■With various crotchets fill’d, and hard to please : 
They therefore must be caught by various ways. 
All things are not produced m any soil ; ^ 

This ground for wine is proper, that for oiL 
So 'tis m men, but more in womankind : 

Different in face, in manners, and m mmd : 

But wise men shift; their sails with eveiy wind : ^ 
As changeful Proteus varied oft his shape, 

And did in sundry forms and figures ’scape ; 

A running stream, a standing tree became, 

A roaring lion, or a bleating lamb. 

Some fish with harpoons, some with darts are 
staruck, 

Some drawn with nets, some hang upon the hook: 
So turn thyself ; and imitating them, 

Try several tricks, and change thy stratagem. 

One rule will not for different ages hold ; 

The jades grow cunning, as they grow more old. 
Then talk not bawdy to the basbJ^ maid ; 

Broad words will make her innocence afraid. 

2v or to an ignorant girl of learning speak ; 

She thinks you conjure when you talk in Greek, 
And hence 'tis often seen, the simple shun ^ 
The leam’d, and into vile embraces run. 

Part of my task is done, and part to do : 

But here ’tis tiiae to rest myself and you. 
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BOOK I.— ELEG. 1. 


For mighty wars I thought to tune my lute. 

And m^e my measures to my subject suit. 

Six feet for every verse the Muse design’d : 

Bnt Cupid, laugbmg, when he saw my mind, 
From every second verse a foot purloin’d. ® 
Who gave thee, boy, this arbitrary sway. 

On subjects, not ihy own, commands to lay. 

Who Phcebus only and his laws obey? 

’Tis more absurd than if the Queen of Love 
Should in Minerva’s arms to battle move ; 

Or manly Pallas from that queen shotdd take 
Her torch, and o’er the dying lover shake. 

In fields as well may Cynthia sow the corn, 

Or Ceres wind in woods the bugle-horn. 

As well may Phcehus quit the frembling string ^ 
For sword and shield and Mars may learn to sang 


Already thy dominions are too large ; 

Be not ambitious of a foreign chai'gc. 

If thou w'ilt reign o’er all, and evei-ywhore, 

The god of Music for his hai'p may fear. ^ 

Thus when with soaring wings I seek renown, 
Thou pluck’st my pinions, and I flutter down. 
Could I on such mean thoughts my Muse employ, 
I want a mistress, or a blooming boy. 

Thus I complam’d : his bow the stripling bent, ^ 
And chose an arrow fit for his mtent. 

The shaft his puipose fatally pursues : 

: ^fow, poet, there’s a subject for thy Muse, 

' He said : too well, alas ’ he knows his trade ; 

For in my breast a mortal wound he made. ^ 
Far hence, ye proud hexametei's, remove, 

My verse is paced and trammell’d mto love. 

With myrtle wreaths my thoughtful brows enclose, 
While in unequal verse I sing my woes. 
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BOOK I.-ELEG. 4. 


To his Mistress, whose Husband is invited to a fonst with 
them. The Poet instructs her how to behave hei&eh iit 
liis company. 

Your husband will be with us at the treat ; 

May that be tlie last supper be shall eat. 

And am poor I a guest invited there, 

Only to see, while he may touch the fair'i 
To see you kiss and hug your nauseous lord,» ^ 
Vhile his lewd hand descends below the board 1 
, Now wonder not that Hippodamia’s chaims, 

; At such a sight, the Centaurs urged to arms ; 

That m a rage they threw their cups aside, 

Assail’d the bridegroom, and would force the 
bride. hi 

I am not half a horse, (I would I w'ere) 

Yet hardly can from you my hands forbear. 

Take then my counsel ; which, observed, may be 
Of some importance both to you aud me. 

Be sure to come before your man be there ; 

There ’s nothing can be done ; but come howe’er. 
Sit next him (that belongs to decency) 

But tread upon my foot in passing by. 

Read in my looks what silently they speak, 

And slily, with your eyes, your answer make. 

My lifted eyebrow shall declare my pain : 

My right hand to his fellow shall complain ; 

And on the back a letter shall design ; 

Besides a note that shall be wnt in wine. 

Whene’er you think upon our last embrace, 2^ i 
With your forefinger gently touch your face. 

If any word of mine offend my dear, 

PuU, with your hand, the velvet of your ear. 

If you are pleased with what I do or say, 

Handle your rings, or with your fingers play. 3® 
As suppliants use at altars, hold the board, 
Whene’er you wish the de'^ may take your lord. 
When he fills for you, never touch the cup, 

But bid th’ ofiELcious cuckold drink it up. 

The waiter on those services employ : 

Drink you, and I will snatch it from the boy ,* 
Watchmg the part where your sweet mouth hath 
been, 

And thence with eager lips will suck it in. 
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If ho, with clownish manners, things it fit 
To taste, and offer you the nasty hit, ^ 

Eeject his greasy kindness, and restore 
Th’ unsav’ry morsel he had chew’d before. 

Nor let his aims embrace your neck, nor rest 
Your tender cheek upon his hairy breast. 

Let not his hand within your bosom stray, ^ 
And rudely with your pretty hubbies play. 

But, above all, let him no kiss receive ; 

That ’s an offence I never can forgive. 

Do not, oh, do not that sweet mouth resign. 

Lest I rise up in arms, and cry, ’Tis mine. “ 
I shall thrust in betwixt, and void of fear 
The manifest adulterer will appear. 

These things are plain to sight ; but more I doubt 
What you conceal beneath your petticoat. 

Take not his leg between your tender thighs, “ 
Nor, with your hand, provoke my foe to rise. 
How many love-mventions I deplore, 

Which I myself have practised all before 1 
How oft have I been forced the robe to lift 
In company ,• to make a homely shift 
For a bare bout, ill huddled o’er in haste, 

Wliile o’er my side Hie fair her mantle east. 

You to your husband shall not be so kind ; 

But, lest you should, your mantle leave behind. 
Encourage him to tope ; ’ but kiss him not, ® 

Nor mix one drop of water in his pot. 

If he be fuddled well, and snores apace, 

Then we may take advice from time and place. 
When aU depart, when compliments are loud. 

Be sure to mix among the thickest crowd : ^ 

There I will he, and fiiere we cannot miss, 
Perhaps to grabble, or at least to kiss. 

Alas ! what length of labour I employ, 

Just to secure a short and transient joy ! 

For night must part us : and when night is come, 
Tuck’d underneath his arm he leads you home. 
He locks you in ,* I follow to the door. 

His fortune envy, and my own deplore. 

He kisses you, he more than kisses too ; 

Th’ outrageous cuckold thinks it all his due. ® 
But add not to his joy by your consent, 

And let it not be given, but only lent. 

Return no kiss, nor move in any sort ; 

Make it a dull and a malignant sport 

Had I my wish, he should no pleasure take, ® 

But slubber o’er your business for my sake. 

And whate’er fortune Hiail this night hefid. 

Coax me to-morrow, by forswearing all. 


FROM OVID’S AMOURS. 

BOOK II.— BLEG. 19. 

♦ 

If for thyself thou wilt not watch thy whore. 
Watch her for me, that I may love her more. 
What comes with ease we nauseously receive ; 
Who, but a sot, would scorn to love with leave? 


With hopes and fears my flames are blown up 
higher,* ^ 

HJake me despair, and then I can desire. 

Give me a jilt to tease my jealous mind ; 

Deceits are virtues in the female kiad. 

Coiinna my fimtastic humour knew. 

Play’d trick for trick, and kept hei-self still new : 
She, that next night I might tiie sharper come, “ 
FeU out with me, and sent me fiisting home ; 

Or some pretence to lie alone would take ; 
Whene'er she pleased, her head and teeth would 
ache: 

TiE havmg won me to the highest stram, ® 
She took occasion to be sweet again. 

With what a gust, ye gods, we then embraced ! 
How every kiss was dearer than the last i 
Thou, whom I now adore, be edified ; 

Take care that I may often be denied- ® 

Forget the promised hour, or feign some fright ; 
Make me he rough on bulks each other night. 
These are the arts that best secui*e thy reign, 

And this the food that must my fires maintain. 
Gross easy love does, like gross diet, pall ; ® 

In squeasy stomachs honey turns to gall. 

Had Danae not been kept in brazen towers, 

Jove had not thought her worth his goldenshowers- 
When Juno to a cow turn’d lo's shape, 

The watchman help’d her to a second leap. ® 
Let him who loves an easy Whetstone whore. 
Pluck leaves from trees, and drink the common 
shore. 

The jilting harlot strikes the surest blow ,* 

A truth which I by sad experience know. 

The kind poor constant creature we despise; ^ 
Man hut pursues the quarry while it flies. 

But thou, dull husband of a wife too fair. 

Stand on thy guard, and watch the precious 
ware; 

If creaking doors, or barking dogs thou hear, 

Or windows scratched, suspect a rival there. ® 
An orange wench would tempt thy wife abroad ; 
Kick her, for she ’s a letter-bearing bawd : 

In abort, be jealous as the devil in hell ; 

And set my wit on work to cheat thee welL 
The sneaking city-cuckold is my foe, ^ 

I scorn to strike, but when he wards the blow. 
Look to thy hits, and leave off thy conniving ; 

1 11 be no drudge to any wittol living : 

I have been patient, and forborne tbee long, 

Li hope thou would’st not pocket up thy vTong ,* 
If no affront can rouse thee, undtrstimd 
1 11 take no more indulgence at thy hand. 

What, ne’er to be forbid thy house, and wife ! 
Damn him who loves to lead so ill a life. 

Now I can nei^er sigh, nor whine, nor pray; ® 
All those occasions thou hast ta’en away. 

Why art thou so incorrigihly civil i 
Do somewhat I may wish thee at the deviL 
For shame, be no accomplice in my treason ; 

A pimping husband is too much in reason. 

Once more wear boms, before I quite for- 
sake her ; 

In hopes whereof I rest thy cuckold-maker. 
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A DISCOURSE 

CONCERNINO 

THE ORIGIjS- AL PEOGRESS OP SATIRE : 

ADDRESSED TO THE EIGHT HON. CHARLES, EARL OF DORSET AND MIDDLESEX, 
Lord CliamberUm of Eis Majesty’s Ilouscliold, Knislit of tlxe Most Noble Order of the Garter, &ci 


Mr Lord, 

The wishes and desires of all good men, which have attended your lordship from yonx first appearance 
in the world, are at length accomplished, from yonr obtaining those hono-iurs and dignities which you 
have so long deserved. There are no factions, though irreconcileable to« one another, tiiat ai’e not 
united in their afifeefeion to you, and the respect they pay you. They are equally pleased in your 
prosperity, and would be equally concerned in your afflictions. Titus Vespasian was not more the 
delight of human kind. The universal empire made him only more known, and more powerful, hut 
could not make him more beloved. He had greater ability of doing good, but your inclination to it is 
not less; and though you could not extend your beneficence to so many persons, yet you have lost aa 
few days as that excellent emperor ; and never had his complaint to make when you went to bed, that 
the sun had shone upon you in rain, when you Lid the opportunity of relieving some unhappy maru 
This, my lord, has justly acquired you as many friends as there are persons who have the honour to 
be known to you. Mere acquaintance you have none; you have drawn them all into a nearer line; 
and they who have conversed with you are for ever after inviolably yours. This is a truth so gene- 
rally acknowledged, that it needs no proof : it is of the natui’e of a first principle, which is received as 
soon as it is proposed ; and needs not the reformation which Descartes used to his ; for we doubt not, 
neither can we properly say, we think we admire and love you above all other men : there is a 
certainty in the proposition, and we know it. With the same assurance I can say, you neither have 
enemies, nor can scarce have any ; for they who have never heard of you, can neither love or hate 
you ; and they who have, can have no other notion of you, than that which they receive fi’om the 
public, that you are the best of men. After this, my testimony can be of no ferther use, than fco> 
declare it to he daylight at high noon ; and all who have the benefit of sight can look up as well, and 
see the sun. 

It is true, I have one privilege which is almost particular to myself, that I saw you in the east at 
your first arising above the hemisphere : I was as soon sensible as any of that light, when it was 
but just shootii^ out, and beginning to travel upwards to the meridiaiL I made my early addresses 
to your lord^p, in my " Essay of Dramatic Poetry ; ** and therein bespoke you to the world, wherein 
I have the right of a first discoverer. When I was myself in the rudiments of my poetry, without 
name or reputation in the world, having rather the ambition of a writer, than the shill ; when I was 
drawing the outlines of an art, without any living master to instruct me in it ; an art which had boon 
better praised than studied here in England, wherein S»luifcspeare, who created the stage among us, 
had rather written happily, than knowingly and justly, and Jonaon, who, by studpng Horace, had 
been acquainted with the rul^ yet seemed to envy to posterity that knowledge, and, like an inventor 
of some useful art, to make a monopoly of his learning ; when thus, os I may say, before the use of 
the loadstone, or knowledge of the compass, I was sailing in a vast ocean, without other help than 
the pole-^tar of the ancient^ and the rules of the Erench stage amongst the modems, which ai’e 
extremely different from ours, by reason of their opposite taste ; yet even then, T bad the presumption 
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as**, 


to dedicate to your lordbliip — a very unfinished piece, I must confess, and which only can be excused ! 


by the little expenence of the author, and the modesty of the title — An Essay.” Yet I was stronger ■ 
in prophecy thnn I was in criticism ; I was inspired to foretell you to mankind, as the restorer of \ 
poetry, the greatest genius, the truest judge, and the best patron { 

Good sense and good nature are never separated, though the ignorant world has thought other- ! 
wise — Good nature, by which I mean beneficence and candour, is the product of right reason ; which ! 
of necessity will give allowance to the failings of others, by considering that there is nothing perfect 
in mankind; and by distinguishing that which comes nearest to excellency, though not absolutely 
free from faults, will certainly produce a candour in the judge- It is incident to an elevated under- 
standing, like your lordship’s, to find out the errors of other men; but it is your prerogative to pardon 
them ; to look with pleasure on those things, which are somewhat congenial, and of a remote kindred 
to your own conceptions; and to forgive the many fiulings of those, who, with their wretched art, 
cannot aiTive to those heights that you possess, from a happy, abundant, and native genius : which are 
as inborn to you, as they were to Shakspeare; and, for aught I know, to Homer; in either of whom 
w'o find all arts and sciences, all moral and natural philosophy, without knowing that they ever 
studied them. 

There is not an English writer this day living, who is not perfectly convinced, that your lordship 
excels all others in all the several pai*ts of poetry which you have undertaken to adorn. The most 
vain, and the most ambitious of our age, have not dared to assume so much, as the competitors of 
Themistocles : they have yielded the first place without dispute ; and have been arrogantly content to be 
esteemed as second to your lordship ; and even that also, with a longo, sed proximi inttrvallo. If there 
have been, or are any, who go farther in their self-conceit, they mtist be very singular in their opinion ; 
they must be like the officer in a play, who was called Captain, Lieutenant, and Company. The 
world wiH easily conclude, whether such unattended generals can ever be capable of making a 
revolution in Parnassus. 

I wiU not attempt, in this place, to say anything particular of your Lyric Poem^ though they are the 
delight and wonder of this age, and will be the envy of the next. The subject of this book confines 
me to satire ; imd in that, an author of your own qualify, (whose ashes I will not disturb,) has given 
you all the commendation which his self-sufficiency could afford to any man : “ The best good man, 

■ with .the worst-natured muse.” In that character, methinks, I am reading Jonson’s verses to the 
memory of Shakspeare ; an insolent, sparing, and invidious panegyric : where good nature, the most 
godlike commendation of a man, is only attributed to your person, and denied to your writings; for 
they ore everywhere so fuQ of candour, that, like Horace, you only expose the follies of men, without 
airaiguing their vices ; and in this excel him, that you add that pointedness of thought, which is 
visibly wanting in our great Roman. There is more of salt in all your verses, than I have seen in any 
of the modems, or even of the ancients; but you have been sparing of the gall, by which means you 
have pleased aU readers and offended nona Donne alone, of all our countrymen, had your talent ; 
but was not happy enough to arrive at your versification; and were he translated into numbers, and 
English, he would yet be -wanting in the dignity of expression. That which is the prime virtue, and 
chief ornament, of Tiigil, which distinguishes him from the rest of writers, is so conspicuous in your 
verses, that it casts a shadow on all your contemporaries ; we cannot be seen, or but obscurely, while 
you are present. You equal Donne in the variety, multiplicity, and choice of thoughts ; you excel 
him in the manner and the words, I read you both with the same admiration, but not with the same 
' affects the metaphysics, not only in his satires, but in his amorous verses, where nature 

only should reign ; and perplexes the minds of the £sur sex with nice speculations of philosophy, 
when he should engage their hearts, and entertain them with the softnesses of love. In this (if I may 
be pardoned for so bold a truthl Mr. Cowley has copied him to a fault ; so great a one, in my opinion, 
that it throws his Mistress infinitely below his Pindarics, and his latter compositions, which are 
undoubtedly the best of his poems, and the most correct. For my own part, I must avow it freely to 
the world, that I never attempted any thing in satire, wherein I have not studied your writings as the 
most perfect modeL I have continnally laid them before me ; and the greatest commendation, which 
my own partiality can give to my productions, is, that they are copies, and no farther to be allowed, 
than as they have something more or less of the original Some few touches of your lordship, some 
secret graces which I have endeavoured to express after your manner, have made whole poems of 
mine to pass with approbation ; hut take your verses altogether, and they are inimitable^ If therefore 
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I liave not written better, it is because you have not written more. Ton have not set me sufScienI 
copy to transcribe ; and I cannot add one letter of my own invention, of wMcIi I have not the 
example there. 

It is a general complaint against your lordship, and I must have leave to upbraid you with it, that, 
because you need not write, you will not. Mankind, that wishes you so well in aU things that relate 
to your prosperity, have their intervals of wishing for themselves, and are within a little of grudging 
you the fulness of your fortune : they would he more malicious if you used it not so weU, and with 
BO much generosity. 

Fame is in itself a real good, if we may beheve Cicero, who was perhaps too fond of it; but even 
£inie, as Virgil t-plla - 03 ^ acquires strength by going forward. Let Epicurus give indolency as an attri- 
bute to his gods, and place in it the happiness of the blest; the divinity which we worship has given 
us not only a precept against it, but his own example to the contrary. The world, my lord, would be 
content to allow you a seventh day for rest ; or if you thought that hard upon you, we would not 
refuse you your time : if you came out, like some great monarch, to take a town but once a year, 
as it were for your diversion, though yon had no need to extend your territories. In short, if you 
were a bad, or, which is worse, an indifferent poet, we would thank you for our own quiet, and not 
expose you to the want of yours. But when you are so great and so successful, and when we have 
that necessity of your writing, that we cannot subsist entirely without it, any more (I may almost say) 
than the world without the daily course of ordmary providence, methinks this argument might 
prevail with you, my lord, to forego a little of your repose for the pubho benefit. It is not that yon 
are under any force of working daily miracles, to prove your being; but now and then somewhat of 
extraordinary, that is, anything-of your production, is requisite to refresh your character. 

This, I tiunk, my lord, is a sufficient reproach to you ; and should I carry it as far as mankind would 
authorise me, would be little less than satire. And, indeed, a provocation is almost necessary, in 
behalf of the world, that you might be induced sometimes to write ; and in relation to a multitude 
of scribblers, who daily pester the world with their insuffeiuhle stuff, that they might he discouraged 
from writing any mora I complain not of their lampoons and libels, though I have been the publiA~-| 
mark for many years. I am vindictive enough to have repelled force by force, if I could imsjjffie 
that any of them had ever reached me ; hut they either shot at rovers, and therefore niissed,.af their 
powder was so weak, that I might safely stand them at the nearest distance. I answered not the 
j Rehearsal,” because I knew the author sat to himself when he drew the picture, and was the very 
1 Bayes of his own fiirce : because also I knew that my betters were more concemed than I was in that 
satire; and, lastly, because Mr. Smith and Mr. Johnson, the main pillars of it, were two such 
languishing gentlemen in their conversation, that I could liken them to nothing but to their own 
relations, those noble characters of men of wit and pleasure about the town. The like considerations 
have hindered me from dealing with the lamentable companions of their prose and doggrel. I am so 
fiir from defending my poetry against them, that I will not so much as expose theirs. And for my 
morale if they are not proof against their attacks, let me be thought by posterity, what those authors 
would he thought, if any memory of them, or of their writings, could endure so long as to another 
age. But these dull makers of lampoons, as harmless as they have been to me, are yet of dangerous 
example to the public. Some witty men may perhaps succeed to their designs, and, mixing sense 
with malice, blast the reputation of the most innocent amongst men, and the most virtuous amongst 
womeiL 

I Hffiiven he praised, our common libellers are as fcee fi’om the imputation of wit as of moiulity ; 
j and, therefore, whatever mischief they have designed, they have performed but little of it. Tet these 
; ill writers, in all justice, ought themselves to be exposed ; as Perjsius has given us a fair example in 
his first satire, which is levelled particularly at them ; and none is so fit to correct their faults, as he 
who is not only dear from any in his own writings, but is also so just, that he ■will never defame the 
good ; and is armed with the power of verse, to punish and make examples of the bad. But of 
ibis I shall have occasion to ^eak further, when I come to give the definition and character of 
true satires. 

j In the^ meantime, as a counsellor bred up in the knowledge of the municipal and statute laws, may 
I honestly inform a just prince how fer his prerogative extends ; so I may be allowed to tell your 
i loiiLInp. Tvho, by an undisputed title, are the kmg of poets, what an extent of power you have, and 
, how Uw fully jou may exercise it, over the petulant scribblers of this age. As Lord Chamberlainr 
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I I know, you are absolute by your office, in all that belongs to the decency and good manners of the | 

^ stage. You can banish from thence scumhty and profaneness, and restrain the licentious insolence j 
of poets, and their actors, in all things that shock the public quiet, or the reputation of private i 
peiraons, under the notion of humour. But I mean not the authority -which is annexed to your i 
office ; I speak of that only -which is inborn and inherent to your person ; what is produced in you j 
by an excellent -wit, a masterly and commanding genius over all -writers: whereby you are em- I 
powered, when you please, to give the final decision of wit, to put your stamp on all that ought to pass 
for current, and set a brand of reprobation on clipped poetry and false coin. A shilling dipped in the 
Bath may go for gold amongst the ignorant, but the sceptres on the guineas show the difference. 
That your lordship is formed by nature for this supremacy, I could easily prove, (were it not 
already granted by the world} from the distinguishing character of your -writiQg; whidi is so visible 
to me, that I never could be imposed on to receive for yours, what -was -written by any others ; or to 
mistake your genuine poetry for their spurious productions. I can fiiither add, with truth, (though 
not -without some vanity in saying it\ that in the same paper, written by divers hands, whereof your 
lordship’s was only part, I could separate your gold from their copper; and though I could not give 
back to every author his own brass, (for there is not the same rule for distinguishing betwixt bad and 
bad, as bet-wixt ill and excellently good} yet I never failed of knowing what was your^ and what was 
not ; and was absolutely certain, that this, or the other part, was positively your^ and could not 
possibly be -written by any other. 

True it is, that some bad poems, though not all, carry their owners’ marks about them. There is 
some peculiar awkwardness, false grammar, imperfect sense, or, at the least, obscurity ; some brand 
or other on this buttock, or that ear, that it is notorious who are the o-wners of the catile, though 
they should not sign it -with their names. But your lordship, on the contrary, is distinguished not 
only by the excellency of your thoughts, but by your style and manner of expressing them. A 
painter, judging of some admirable piece, may affirm, with certainty, that it was of Holbein, or 
Tandy ok ; but vulgar designs, and common draughty are easily mistaken and misapplied. Thus, by 
my long study of your lordship, I am arrived at the knowledge of your particular manner. In the 
good poems of other men, like those artists, I can only say, this is like the draught of such a one, or 
like the colouring of another. In short, I can only be sure, that it is the hand of a good master; but 
in your performance^ it is scarcely possible for me to be deceived. If you -write in your strength, 
you stand revealed at the first -riew ; and should you write under it, you cannot avoid some peculiar 
graces, which only cost me a second considenition to discover you : for I may say it^ with all the 
severity of truth, that every line of yours is precious. Tour lordship’s only fault is, that you have 
not written more ; unless I could add another, and that yet greater, but I fear for the public the 
accusation would not be true, — that you have written, and out of a vicious modesty will not publish- 

Tirgil has confined Ms works within the compass of eighteen thousand line^ and has not treated j 
many subjects ; yet he ever had, and ever will have, the reputation of the best poet. Martial says of I 
him, that he could have excelled Yaiius in tragedy, and Horace in lyric poetry, hut out of deference 
to his friends, he attempted neither. 

The same prevalence of genius is in your lord^ip, but the world cannot pardon your concealing 
it on -the same consideration ; because we have neither a living Taring nor a Horace, in whose 
excellencies, both of poems, odes, and satires, you had equalled them, if our language had not yielded 
to the Homan majesty, and length of time had not added a reverence to the works of Horace. For 
good sense is the same in all or most ages ; and course of time rather improves nature, than impairs 
her. "What has been may be again : another Homer, and another Tirgil, may possibly arise from 
those very causes which produced the first; though it would be impudence to affirm, -that any such 
have yet appeared. 

It is manifest, that some particular ages have been more happy than others in the production of 
great men in aU sorts of arts and sciences : as that of Euripides, Sophocles, Aristophanes, and the 
rest, for stage poetry amongst the Greeks ; that of Augustus, for heroic, lyric, dramatic, elegiac; and 
indeed all sorts of poetry, in the persons of Tiigil, Horace, Tarius, 0-vid, and many others ; especially 
if wc take into that centuiy the latter end of the Commonwealih, -wherein we find Tarro, Lucretius, 
and Catullus ; and at the same time lived Cicero, and Sallust, and Caesar. A fiunous age in modem 
times, for learning in every kind, was that of Lorenzo de Medici, and his son Leo the Tenth ; wherein 
painting was revived, and poetry flouiished, and the Greek language was restored. 

2m3 
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Examples in all tliese are obvious ; but vrliat I would infer is this : that in such an age, it is 
possible some great genius may arise, to e<iual any of the ancients ; abating only for the language. , 
For great contemporaries whet and cxiltivate each other; and mutual borrowing, and commerce, 
makes the common riches of learning, as it does of the civil government. 

But suppose that Homer and Viigil were the only of their specie^ and that nature was so much 
worn out in producing them, that she is never able to bear the like again, yet the example only holds 
in heroic poetiy : in tragedy and satire, I offer myself to maintain, against some of our modem critics, 
that this age and the last, particularly in England, have excelled the ancients in both those kinds ; 
and I would instance in Shakspeare of the former, of your lordship in the latter sort. 

Thus I might safely confine myself to my native country; but if I would only cross the seas, I 
might find in France a living Horace and a Juvenal, in the person of the admirable Boileau ; whose 
numbers are excellent, whose expressions are nobl^ whose thoughts are just, whose language is pure, 
whose satire is pointed, and whose sense is close ; what he borrows from the ancients, he repays Avith 
usury of his own, in coin as good, and almost as universally valuable ; for, setting prejudice and 
partiality apart, though he is our enemy, the stamp of a Louis, the patron of all arts, is not much 
inferior to the medal of an Augustus Caesar. Let this be said without entering into the interests of 
fictions and parties and relating only to the bounty of that king to men of learning and merit , a 
praise so just, that even we, who are his enemies, cannot refuse it to him. 

Now if it may he permitted me to go back again to the consideration of epic poetiy, I haio 
confessed, that no nmn hitherto has reached, or so much as approached, to the excellencies of Homer, 
or of Virgil I must farther add, that Statius, the best versificator next to Vfrgil, knew not how to 
design after him, though he had the model in his eye ; that Lucan is wanting both in design and 
subject, aud is besides too full of heat and affectation ; that amongst the modems, Ariosto neither 
designed justly, nor observed any unity of action, or compass of time, or moderation in the vastness 
of his draught : his style is luxurious, without majesty or decency, and his adventures without the 
compass of nature and possibility. Tasso, whose design was regular, and who observed the rules of 
unity in time and place more closely than Viigil, yet was not so happy in Ms action : he confesses 
himself to have been too lyrical, that is, to have written beneath the dignity of heroic verse, in his 
Episodes of Sophronia, Erminia, and Annida. His story is not so pleasing as Ariosto’s ; he is too 
flatulent sometimes, and sometimes too dry : many times unequal, and almost always forced ; and, 
besides, is full of conceits, points of epigram, aud witticisms; all which are not only below the dignity 
of heroic verse, but contrary to its nature : Virgil and Homer have not one of them. And those who 
are guilty of so boyish an ambition in so grave a subject, are so fer from being considered as heroic 
poets, that they ought to he turned down from Homer to the Anthologia, fr’om Virgil to Martial and 
Owen’s Epigrams, and from Spenser to Flecno ; that is, from the top to the bottom of all poetry. But 
to return to Tasso : he borrows from the invention of Boiardo, and in his alteration of his poem, 
which is infinitely for the worse, imitates Homer so very servilely, that (for example) he gives the 
king of Jerusalem fifty sons, only because Homer had bestowed the like number on Mug Priam ; he 
kills the youngest in the same manner, and has provided Ms hero with a Patroclus, under another 
name, only to bring Mm hack to the wars, when Ms friend was killed. The French have performed 
nothing in this kind wMch is not far below those two Italians, and subject to a thousand more refiec- 
tions, without examining their St. Louis, their Pucelle, or their Alarique. The English have only to 
boast of Spenser and Milton, who neither of them wanted either genius or learning to have been 
perfect poets, and yet both of them are liable to many censures. For there is no uniformity in the 
design of Spenser ; he aims at the accomplishm ent of no one action ; he raises up a hero for every one 
of his adventures ; and endows each of them with some particular moral virtue, wMoh renders them all 
equal, without subordination, or preference. Every one is most valiant in Ms own legend : only we 
must do Mm that justice to observe, that magnanimity, wMch is the character of Prince Arthur, 
shines throughout the whole poem, and succours the rest when they are in distress. The original of 
every kmght was then living in the court of Queen Elizabeth ; and he attributed to each of them 
that virtue, which he thoi^ht was most conspicuous in them ; an ingenious piece of flattery, though 
it turned not much to Ms account. Had he lived to finish his poem, in the six remaining legends, 
it had certainly been more of a piece ; but could not have been perfect, because the model was not 
true. But Prince Ai*thur, or Ms cMef patron Sir Philip Sydney, whom he intended to make happy 
ny the maniage of Ms Gloriana, dying before Mm, deprived the poet both of means and spirit to 
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accomplish his design. For the rest, his obsolete language, and the ill choice of his stanza, are faults 
but of the second magnitude ; for, notwithstanding the first, he is still intelligibly at least after a little 
practice ; and for the last, he is the more to be admired, that, labouring under such a difficulty, his 
verses axe so numerous, so various, and so harmoniouy that only Tirgil, whom he professedly 
imitated, has surpassed him among the Romans, and only Mr. "R^aller among the English. 

As for Mr. Milton, whom we all admire with so much justice^, his subject is not that of an heroic 
poem, properly so called. His design is the losing of our happiness ; his event is not prosperous, 
like that of all other epic worts ; his heavenly machines are many, and his human persons are hut 
two. But I will not take Mr. Rymeris work out of his hands : he has promised the world a critique 
on that author ; wherein, though he will not allow his poem for heroic, I hope he will grant us, that 
his thoughts are elevated, his words sounding, and that no man has so happily copied the manner of 
Homer, or so copiously translated his Gredsmy and the Latin el^ancies of VirgiL It is true, he runs 
into a flat of thought, sometimes for a hundred lines together, but it is when he has got into a track 
of Scripture. His antiquated words were his choice, not his necessity ; for therein he imitated 
Spenser, as Spenser did Chaucer. And though, perhaps, the love of their masters may have transported 
both too far, in the frequent use of them, yet, in my opinion, obsolete words may then be laudably 
revived, when either they are more soimding, or more agnificant, than those in practice ; and when their 
obscurity is taken away, by joining other words to them, which clear the sense ; according to the rule 
of Horace, for the admission of new words. But in both cases a moderation is to be observed in the 
use of them; for unnecessary coinage, as well as unnecessary revival, runs into affectation; a fault to 
be avoided on either hand. Neither will I justify Milton for his blank verse, though I may excuse 
him, by the example of Hannibal Caro, and other Italians, who have nsed it; for whatever causes he 
alleges for the aholishmg of rhyme, (which I have not now the leisure to examine) his own particular 
reason is plainly thiy that rhyme was not his talent : he had neither the ease of doing it, nor the 
graces of it ; which is manifest in his " Juvenilia^” or verses written in ids youth, where his rhyme is 
always constrained and forced, and comes hardly from him, at an age when the soul is most pliant, 
and the passion of love makes almost every man a rhymer, though not a poet. 

By this time, my lord, I doubt not but that you wonder, why I have run off from my bias so long 
together, and made so tedioiis a digression from satire to heroic poetry. But if you will not excuse 
it, by the tattling quality of age, which, as Sir William D’Avenant says, is always narrative yet I hope 
the usefulness of what 1 have to say on this subject will qualify the remoteness of it ; and this is the 
last time T will commit the crime of prefaces, or trouble the world with my notions of anything that 
relates to verse. I have then, as you see, observed the fldlings of many great wits amongst the 
modems, who have attempted to write an epic poem. Betides thes^ or the like animadveirtions of 
them by other men, there is yet a farther reason given, why they cannot postibly succeed so well as 
the ancients, even though we could allow them not to be inferior either in genius or learning, or the 
tongue in which they write, or all those other wonderful qualifications which axe necessary to the 
forming of a true accomplished heroic poet. The fruit is laid on our religion; they say, that 
duistianity is not capable of those embellishments which are afforded in the belief of those ancient 
henthens. 

And it is true, thaf^ in the severe notions of our frith, the fortitude of a Christian consists in 
patience, and suffering, for the love of God, whatever hardships can befal in the world ; not in any 
great attempts^ or in performance of those enterprises which the poets call heroic, and which ai’o 
commonly the effects of interest, ostentation, pride, and worldly honour : that humility and retignation 
are our prime vfrfeues ; and that these include no action, but that of the soul ; whm as, on the 
contrary, an heroic poem requires to its necessary detign, and as its last perfection, some great action 
of war, the accomplishment of some extraordinary undertaking ; which requires the strength and 
vigour of the body, the duty of a soldier, the capacity and pmdence of a general, and, in short, as 
much, or more, of the active virtue, than the suffering. But to this the answer is very obvious. God 
has placed us in our several stations ; the virtues of a private Christian are patience obedien<^ sub- 
mission, ; nd the like ; but those of a magistrate, or general, or a king are prudence^ counsel, active 
fortitude, coercive power, awful command, and the exercise of magnanimity, as well as justice: So 
that objection hinders not^ but that an epic poem, or the heroic action of some great commander, 
enterprised for the common good, and honour of the Christian caxise, and executed happily, may be 
as well written now, as it was of old by the heathens ; provided the poet bo endued with the same 
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talents ; and the language, though not of eqiial dignityv yst as near approaching to it, as our modem 
barbarism ■will allow j "which is all that can be expected from our own, or any other now extant, 
"though more refined ; and therefore "we are to rest contented "with "that only inferiority, which ia not 
possibly to be remedied. 

I "wish I could as easily remo've that other difficulty which yet remains. It is objected by a great 
French critic, as well as an admirable poet, yet living, and whom I ha"ve mentioned "with that honoiir 
which his merit exacts from me, I mean Boileau, that the machines of our Christian religion, in heroic 
I poetry, are much more feeble to support that weight than those of heathenis m . Their doctrine, 

[ grounded as it "was on ridiculous fiihles, was yet the belief of the two victorious monarchies, the 
I Grecian and Roman. Their gods did not only interest themselves in the event of wars, (which is the 
I effect of a superior pro^ndence) but also espoused the several parties, in a visible corporeal descent, 

I managed their intrigues, and fought their battles sometimes in opposition to each other : though 
j Tirgil (more discreet than Homer in that last particular) has contented himself "with "the partiahty of 
: his deities, their favouis, their coimsels or commands, to those whose cause they had espoused, 

' without bringing them to the outrageousness of blows. Now our religion (says he) is deprived of the 
I greatest part of those machines; at least the most shining in epic poetry. Though St. Michael, in 
i Ariosto, seeks out Discord, to send her among the Pagansi, and finds her in a convent of friars, where 
; peace should reign, which indeed is fine satire ; and Satan, in Tasso, excites Solyman to an attempt 
’ by night on the Christian camp, and brings an host of devils to his assistance ; yet the archangel, in 
, the former example, when Discord was restive, and would not be drawn firom her beloved monas- 
t teiT with fur words, has the whip-hand of her, drags her out with many stripes, sets her, on God’s 
I name, about her husmess, and makes her know the difference of strength betwixt a nuncio of heaven, 

) and a minister of helL The same angel, in the latter instance fi'om Tasso, (as if God had never 
j another messenger belonging to the court, but was confined like Jupiter to Mercury, and Juno to Iris) 
j when he sees his time, that i% when half of the Christians are already killed, and all the rest axe in a 
j fiur way to be routed, stickles betwixt the remainders of God’s host, and the race of fiends ; pulls tho 
j devils backward by the tail^ and drives them from their quany; or otherwise the whole business had 
I miscarried, and Jerusalem remained untaken. This, says Boileau, is a very unequal match for the 
I poor devils, who are sure to come by the worst of it m the combat ; for nothiug is more easy, than for 
j an A lmighty Power to bring his old rebels to reason, when he pleases. Consequently, what pleasure, 

( what entei*tainment, can be raised fr*om so pitiful a inachme, where we see the success of the battle 
from the very beginning of it; unless that, as we are Chi’istians, we are glad that we have gotten God 
on our side, to maul our enemies, when we cannot do the work ourselves For, if the poet had 
given the faithful more courage, which had cost him nothing, or at least have made them exceed the 
Turks in number, he might have gained the victory for us Christians, without interesting heaven in 
the quarrel, and that with as much ease, and as little credit to the conqueror, as when a party of a 
hundred soldieis defeats another which consists only of fiifty. 

This, my lord, I confess, is such an argument against our modem poetry, as cannot be answered by 
those mediums which have been "used. We cannot hitherto boast, that our religion has furnished "us 
with any such machine^ as have made the strength and beauty of the ancient buildings. 

But what if I venture to advance an invention of my own, to supply the manifest defect of our new 
I writers ? lam sufficiently sensible of my weakness ; and it is not very probable that I should succeed 
J in such a project, -whereof I have not had tho least hmt firom any of my predecessors, the poets, or 
j any of their seconds and coadjutor^ the critics. Yet we see the art of war is improved m sieges, and 
I new instruments of death are invented daily ; something new in philosophy, and the mechanics, is 
} discovered almost every year ; and the science of former ages is improved by the succeeding. I will not 
j detain you with a long preamble to that, which better judges wUl, perhaps, conclude to be little worth. 

, It is this, in short, that CShristian poets have not hitherto been acquainted with their own stiength. 

^ If they had searched "the Old Testament as they ought, they might there have found the machines 
which are proper for their work ; and those more certain in their effect, than it may be the New 
Testament is, in the rules sufficient for salvation. The perusing of one chapter in the prophecy of 
Daniel, and accommodating what there they find with the principles of Platonic philosophy, as it is 
now ehiistianised, would have made the ministry of as strong an engine, for the workmg up 

heroic poetry , in our religion, as that of the ancients has been "to raise theirs by all the fables of their 
gods, "which were only received for tru"ths by the most ignorant and weakest of the people. 
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It is a doctrine almost ■aniversaUj received by Christ ia n s ^ as -^ell Protestants as Catholics, thax I 
there are guardian angels, appointed by God Al m ig hty, as his vicegerents, for the protection and - 
government of cities, provinces, kingdoms, and monarchies ; and those as vrell of heathens, as of true ' 
believers. AH this is so p lainl y proved from those texts of Daniel, that it admits of no farther 
controversy. The prince of the Persians, and that other of the Grecians, are granted to be the 
guardians and protecting ministers of those empires. It cannot be denied, that they were opposite, 
and resisted one another. St. iCchael is mentioned by his name as the patron of the Jew^ and is now 
taken by the Christians, as the protector-general of our religion. These tutelar genii, who presided 
over the several people and regions committed to their chaise, were watchful over them for good, as 
far as their commissions could possibly extend. The general purpose, and design of all, was certainly 
the service of their great Creator. But it is an undoubted truth, that, for ends best known to the 
Almighty Majesty of heaven, his providential designs for the benedt of bis creature^ for the debasing 
and punishing of some nations, and the exaltation and temporal reward of others, were not wholly 
known to these his ministers, else why those factious quarrels, controversies and battles amongst 
themselves when they were all united in the same design, the service and honour of their common 
master ? But being instructed only iu the general, and zealous of the main design ; and, as finite 
beings not admitted into the secrets of government, the last resorts of providence, or capable of 
discovering the final purposes of God, who can work good out of evil as he pleases and irresistibly 
sways all manner of events on earth, directing them finally for the best, to his creation in general, and 
to the ultimate end of his own glory in particular ; they must, of necessity, be sometimes ignonmt of 
the means conducing to those ends, in which alone they can jar and oppose each other. One angel, 
as we may suppose — ^the Prince of Persia, as he is edled, judging, that it would be more for God’s 
honour, and the benefit of his people, that the Median and Persian monarchy, which delivered them 
from the Babylonish captivity, should still be uppermost; aud the patron of the Grecians, to I 
whom the will of God might be more pardculai-ly revealed, contending, on the other side, for the rise 
of Alexander and his successors, who were appomted to punish the backsliding Jews, and thereby 
to put them in mind of their offences, that they might repent, and become more virtuous, and more 
observant of the law revealed. But how far these controversies, and appearing enmities of those 
glorious creatures may be carried ; how these oppositions may be best managed, and by what means 
conducted, is not my business to show or determine ; these things must be left to the invention and 
judgment of the poet ; if any of so happy a genius be now living, or any future age can produce a man, 
who, being conversant in the philosophy of Plato, as it is now accommodated to Christian use ; for (as 
Yirgil gives us to imderstand by his example) he is the only proper person, of ail others, for an epic 
poem, who, to his natural endowments, of a large invention, a ripe judgment, and a strong memory, ! 
has joined the knowledge of the liberal arts and sciences, and particularly moral philosophy, the ' 
mathematics, geography and history, and with aU these qualifications is bom a poet ; knows, and can ; 
practise the variety of numbers, and is master of the langui^e in which he writes ; if such a man, I . 
say, be now arisen, or shnll arise, I am vain enough to think, that I have proposed a model to him, ! 
by which he may build a nobler, a more beautiful, and more perfect poem, than any yet extant since | 
the ancients. | 

There is another part of these machines yet wanting ; but, by what I have said, it would have 
been easily supplied by a judicious writer. He could not have fiuled to add the opposition of ill 
spirits to the good; they have also their design, ever opposite to that of heaven ; and this alone has j 
hitherto been the practice of the modems : but this imperfect system, if I may call it such, which I 
have given, wiH infinitely advance and airry farther that hypothesis of the evil spirits contendmg 
with the good. For, being so much weaker, since their fall, than those blessed beings, they are 
yet supposed to have a permitted power from God of acting ill, as, from their own depraved nature 
they have always the will of designing it. A great testimony of which we find in holy writ, w’hen 
Gk)d Almighty suffered Satan to appear in the holy synod of the angels (a thing not hitherto drawn 
into example by any of the poets), and also gave him povrer over all things belonging to his servant ‘ 
Job, excepting only life. I 

Xow, what these wicked spiiits cannot compass, by the vast disproportion of their forces to those » 
of the superior beings they may, by their fraud and cu nni ng, carry faither, in a seeming league, 
confederacy, or subserviency to the designs of some good angel, as far as consists with his purity to I 
suffer such an aid, the end of which may pcssibly be disguised, and concealed from his finite knowledge^ j 

I 

! 
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This iSj indeecl, to suppose a great error in such a being : yet, since a devil can appear like an angel 
of light ; since craft and malice may sometimes blind, for a while, a more perfect understanding ; and 
lastly, since ililton has given us ai example of the like natoe, when Satan, appearing like a cherub 
to Uriel, the intelhgence of the sun circumvented him even in his own province, and passed only for 
a curious traveller through those new-created regions, that he might observe therein the workmanship 
of God, and praise Him in his works : I know not why, upon the same supposition, or some other, a 
fiend may not deceive a creature of more excellency than himself, hut yet a creature ; at least, by the 
connivance, or tacit permission, of the Omnisci^t Being. 

Thus, my lord, I have, as briefly as I could, given your lordship, and hy you the world, a rude 
draught of what I have been long kbouring in my imagination, and what I had intended to have put 
i in practice (though far unable for the attempt of such a poem), and to have left the stage (co which 
’ mv genius never much inclined me) for a work which would have taken up my life in the performance 
I of it. This, too, I had intended chiefly for the honour of my native country, to which a poet is 
: particularly obliged. Of two subjects, both relating to it, I was doubtful whether I should choose 
I that of King Aithur conquering the Saxons, which, being farther distant in time, gives the greater 
i scope to my invention ,* or that of Edward the Black Prince, in subduing Spain, and restoring it to 
{ the lawful prince, though a gi*eat tyrant, Don Pedro the Cruel: which, for the compass of time, 
j including only the expedition of one year ; for the greatness of the action, and its answerable event ; 
j for the magnanimity of the Engrlish hero, opposed to the ingratitude of the person whom he restored ; 
and for the many beautiful episodes which I had interwoven with the principal design, together with 
the characters of the ehiefest English persons ; (wherein, after Yirgil and Spenser, I would have 
t,nlrfln occasion to represent my living friends and patrons of the noblest famihes, and also shadowed 
the events of future ages, in the succession of our imperial line) : with these helps, and those of the 
machines which I have mentioned, I might, perhaps, have done as well as some of my predecessors, 
or, at least, chalked out a way for others to amend my errors in a like design ; but being encouraged 
only with feir words by King Charles II., my little salary HI paid, and no prospect of a future 
suhristence, I was then discouraged in the beginning of my attempt ; and now age has overtaken me, 
and want, a more insufferable evil, tlirough the change of the times, has wholly disenabled me. 
I Though I must ever acknowledge, to the honour of your lordship, and the eternal memory of your 
j chanty, that, since this revolution, wherein I have patiently suffered the ruin of my small fortune, 
j and the loss of that poor subsistence which I had from two kings, whom I had served more faithfully 
than profitably to myself — then your lordship was pleased, out of no other motive but your own 
nobleness, without any desert of mine, or the least solicitation from me, to make me a most bountiful 
present, which, at that time, when I was most in want of it, came most seasonably and unexpectedly 
to my relief. That flivour, my lord, is of itself sufficient to bind any grateful man to a peipetual 
acknowledgment, and to all the future service, which one of my mean condition can ever he able to 
perform. Hay the Almighty God return it for me, both in blessing you here, and rewarding you 
hereafter ! I must not presume to defend the cause for which I now suffer, because your lordship is 
engaged against it ; hut the more you are so, the greater is my obligation to you, for your laying 
aside all the considerations of factions and parties, to do an action of pure, disinterested chanty. 
This is one amongst many of your shining qualities, which distingui^ you from others of your rank. 
But let me add a frrther truth, that, without these ties of gratitude, and abstracting from them all, 
I have a meet particular inclination to honour you ; and, if it were not too bold an expression, to 
say, I love you. It is no shame to he a poet, though it is to be a bad one. Augustus Csesar of old, 
j and Cardinal Richelieu of late, would willingly have been such ; and David and Solomon were such. 
I You who, without flattery, are the best of the present age in England, and would have been so, had 
j you been bom in any other country, will receive more honour in future ages, by that one excellency, 
I t ha n by all those honours to which your birth has entitled you, or your merits have acquired you. 

“ forte, pndori 

Kt tibi Husa lyrae solers, et cantor Apollo.’ 

I have formerly said in this epistl^ that I could distinguish your writings from those of any 
otiicrs; it is now time to clear myself frnm any imputation of self-conceit on that subject. I assume 
not to mytelf any particular lights in this discovery ; they are such only as are obvious to every man 
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of sense and judgment, who loves poetry, and understands it Tour thoughts are always so remote 
from the common way of thinking, that they are, as I may say, of another species than the 
conceptions of other poets ; yet you go not out of nature for any of them. Gold is never bred upon 
the sui-face of the ground, but lies so hidden, and so deep, that the mines of it are seldom found ; 
but the force of waters casts it out from the bowels of mountains, and exposes it amon^ the sands 
of rivers ; giving us of her bounty, what we could not hope for by our search. This success attends 
your lordship’s thoughts, which would look like chance, if it were not perpetual, and always of the 
same tenor. If I grant that there is care in it, it is such a care as would be ineffectual and fruitless 
in other men. It is the curiosa fdicitas which Petronius ascribes to Horace in his Odes. We have 
not wherewithal to imagine so strongly, so justly, and so pleasantly; in short, if we have the same 
knowledge, we cannot draw out of it the same quintessence ; we cannot give it such a turn, such a 
propriety, and such a beauty : spmething is deficient in the manner, or the words, but more in the 
nobleness of our conception. Yet, when you have finished all, and it appears in its full lustre ; when 
the diamond is not only found, but the roughn^s smoothed ; when it is cut into a form, and set in 
gold; then we cannot but acknowledge that it is the perfect work of art and nature ; and every one 
will be so vain to thmk he himself could have performed the like, until he attempts it. It is just the 
description that Horace makes of such a finished piece : it appears so easy, 

“ Ut sibi qnivis 

Speret idem, sudet moinun, frusmii^ne laboret, 

Ausus idem.” 

wind, besides all this, it is your lordship’s particular talent to lay your thoughts so close together, 
that, were they closer, they would be crowded, and even a due connection would be wanting. We 
are not kept in expectation of two good lines, which are to come after a long parenthesis of twenty 
bad ; which is the April poetry of other writers — mixture of rain and sunshine by fits : you are 
always bright, even almost to a fault, by reason of the excess. There is continual abundance, a 
magazine of thought, and yet a perpetual variety of entertainment; which creates such an appetite in 
your reader, that he is not cloyed with anything, but satisfied with alL It is that which the Romans 
call, coma diMa ; where there is such plenty, yet withal so much diversiiy, and so good order, that 
the choice is difficult betwixt one excellency and another ; and yet the conclusion, by a due climax, 
is evermore the best ; that is, as a conclusion ought to be^ ever the most proper for its place. — See, 
my lord, whether I have not studied your lordship with some application ; and, since you are so 
modest that you will not be judge and party, I appeal to the whole world, if I have not drawn your 
picture to a great degree of likeness, though it is hut in miniature, and that some of the best features 
are yet wanting. Yet what I have done is enough to distinguish you from any other, which is the 
proposition that I took upon me to demonstrate. 

And now, my lord, to apply what I have said to my present hu^ess. The Satires of Juvenal and 
Persius appearing in this new English dres^ cannot so properly be inscribed to any man os to your 
lordship, who are the first of the age in that way of writing. Your lordship, amongst many other 
favours, has given me your permission for this address; and you have particularly encouraged me by 
your perusal and approbation of the Sixth and Tenth Satires of Juvenal, as I have translated them. 
My fellow-labourers have likewise commissioned me to perform, in their behalf this office of a dedi- 
cation to you ; and will acknowledge, with all posable respect and gratitude, your acceptance of their 
work Some of them have the honour to be known to your lordship already ; and they who have 
not yet that happiness desire it now. Be pleased to receive our common endeavours with your 
wonted candour, without entitling you to the protection of our common failings in so difficult an 
undertaking. And allow me your patience, if it he not already tired with this long epistle, to give 
you, from the best authors, the origin, the antiquity, the growth, the ch a nge, and the completement 
of Satire among the Romans ; to describe, if not define, the nature of that poem, with its several 
qualifications and virtues, together with the several sorts of it ; to compare the excellencies of Horace 
Persiu% and Juvenal, and show the particular maimers of their satires ; and, lastly, to give an account 
of this new way of version, which is attempted in our performance : all which, according to the 
weakness of my ability, and the best lights -which I can get from others, shall be the subject of my 
followmg discourse. 
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The most perfect ■work of poetry, says our master Aristotle, is Tragedy. His reason is, because it 
IS the most umtcd being more severely confined within the rules of action, time, and place. The 
action Is entire, of a piece, and one, without episodes ; the time limited to a natural day ; and the place 
circumscribed at least within the compass of one town, or city. Being exactly proportioned thus, and 
uniform in all its parts, the mind is more capable of comprehending the whole beauty of it without 
distraction. 

But, after all these advantages, an heroic poem is certainly the greatest work of human nature. 
The beauties and perfections of the other ai'e but mechanical ; those of the epic ai‘e more noble : 
ihongh Homer has limited his place to Troy, and the fields about it; his actions to forty-eight natural 
tlays, whereof twelve are holidays, or cessation from business, during the funeral of Patroclus. To 
proceed ; the action of the epic is greater ; the extension of time enlaiges the pleasure of the reader, 
and the episodes give it more ornament, and more variety. — The instruction is equal; but the fii'st 
is only instructive, the latter forms a hero, and a prince. 

If it signifies anything which of them is of the more ancient fiimily, the best and most absolute 
heroic poem was written by Homer long before tragedy was invented. But if we consider the natural 
endowments, and acquired parts, which are necessary to make an accomplished writer of either kmd, 
tragedy requires a less and more confined knowledge; moderate learning, and observation of the 
rules, is sufiScient, if a genius he not wanting. But in an epic poet, one who is worthy of that name, 
besides an universal genius, is required universal learning, together with all those qualities and 
acquisitions, which I have named above, and as many more as I have, through haste or negligence, 
omitted. And, after all, he must have exactly studied Homer and Virgil, as his patterns ; Aristotle 
{uid Horace, as his guides; and Vida and Bossu, as iheir commentators; with many others, both 
Italian and French critics, which I want leisure here to recommend. 

In a word, what I have to say in relation to this subject, which does not particularly concem 
&itire, is, that the greatness of an heroic poem, beyond that of a tragedy, may easily be discovered, 
by ob'serving how few have attempted that work in comparison to those who have written dramas ; 
and, of those few, how small a number have succeeded. But leaving the critics, on either side, to 
contend about the preference due to this or that sort of poetiy, I will hasten to my present business, 
which is the Antiquity and Origin of Satire, according to those informations which I have received 
fi'om the learned Ca&aubon, Heinslus, Rigaltius, Dacier, and the Dauphm’s Juvenal ; to which I shall 
add s jme observations of my own. 

There lujs been a long dispute among the modem critics, whether the Romans derived their 
'laiirti from the Grecians, or first invented it themselves. Julius Scaliger, and Heinsius, are of the 
first opinion; Cosaubon, Rigaltius, Dacier, and the publisher of the Dauphin’s Juvenal, maintain the 
latter. If we take satire in the general signification of the word, as it is used in all modem languages, 
for on invective, it is certain that it is almost as old as verse; and though hymns, which are pi-aisos 
of God, may be allowed to have been before it, yet the defamation of others was not long after it. 
After God had cursed Adam and Eve in Paradise, the husband and wife excused themselves, by 
laying the blame on one another; and gave a begioning to those conjugal dialogues in prose, which 
the poets have perfected in verse. The third Chapter of Job is one of the first instances of this poem 
in Holy Scripture ; unless we will take it higher, from the latter end of the second, where his wife 
advises him to curse his Maker. 

This original, I confess, is not much to the honour of satire ; hut here it was nature, and that 
depraved : when it became an art, it bore better finait. Only we have learnt thus much already, that 
scoffs and revilings are of the growth of all nations ; and, consequently, that neither the Greek poets 
borrowed from other people their art of railing neither needed the Romans to take it from them. 
But, considering satire as a species of poetry, here the war begins amongst the critics. Scaliger, the 
father, will have it descend from Greece to Rome ; and derives the word satire from Satyrus, that 
mixed kind of animal, or, as the ancients thought him, rural god, made up betwixt a man and a goat, 
with a human head, hooked nose, poutmg lips, a bunch, or struma, under the chin, pricked eare, and 
upright horns ; the body shagged with hair, specially from the waist, and ending in a goat, with the 
legs and feet of that creature. But Casaubon, and his followers, with reason, condemn this derivation ; 
and prove, that from Satyrus^ the word »atira, as it signifies a poem, cannot possibly descend. For 
tatira is not properly a substantive, but an adjective ; to which the word lartx (in English, a charger, 
or large platter) is understood : so that the Greek poem, made according to the manners of a Satyr, 
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end expressing liis qualities, must properly be called satyrical, and not satire. And tbus far it is 
allowed that the Grecians had such poems ; but that they were wholly different in species ftx)na that 
to which the Romans gave the name of satire. j 

Aristotle divides all poetry, m relation to the progress of it, into nature without art, art begun, and 
art completed. Mankind, even the most barbarous, have the seeds of poetry implanted m them. 
The first specimen of it was certainly shown in the praises of the Diety, and piayers to him ,* and as 
they are of natural obligation, so they are likewise of divine institution ; which Milton observing, 
introduces Adam and Eve every morning adoring God in hy mns and prayers- The first poetry was j 
thus begun, in the wild notes of nature, before the invention of feet and measures. The Grecians and 
Romans had no other original of their poetry. Festivals and holidays soon succeeded to private 
worship, and we need not doubt but they were enjoined by the true God to his own people, as they 
were afterwards imitated by the heathens ; who, by the light of reason, knew they were to invoke 
some superior Bemg in their necessities, and to thank hnn for his benefits. Thus, the Grecian 
holidays were celebrated with offerings to Bacchus and Ceres, and other deities to whose bouniy 
they supposed they were owing for their com and wine, and other helps of life ; and the ancient 
Romans, as Horace tells us, paid their thanks to Mother Earth, or Testa, to Silvanus, and their 
Genius, in the same manner. But as all festwals have a double reason of their institution, the first of 
religion, the other of recreation, for the unbending of our minds, so both the Grecians and Romans 
agreed, after their sacrifices were performed, to spend the remainder of the day in sports and 
merriments; amongst which, songs and dances, and that w*h2ch they colled wit, (for want of knowing 
Detter,) were the chiefest entertainments. The Grecians had a notion of Satyrs, whom I have already 
described ; and taking them, and the Sileni, that is, the young Satyrs and the old, for the tutors, 
attendants, and humble companions of their Bacchus, habited themselves like those roral deities, and 
imitated them in their rustic dances, to which they joined songs, with some sort of mde harmony, 
but without certain numbers ; and to these they added a kind of chorus. 

The Romans, also (as nature is the same in all places,) though they knew nothing of those Grecian 
demi-gods, nor had any communication with Greece, yet had certain young men, who, at their festival^ 
danced and sung, after their uncouth manner, to a certain kind of verse, which they called Saturnian. 
What it was, we have no certain light fium antiquity to discover; but we may conclude, that, like the 
Grecian, it was void of art, or, at least, with very feeble beginnings of it Those ancient Romans, at 
these holidays which were a mixture of devotion and debauchery, had a custom of reproaching each 
other with their fiiults, in a sort of extempore poetry, or rather of tunable hobbling verse ; and they 
answered in the same kind of gross raillery; their wit and their music bdng of a pieca The 
Grecians, says Casauhon, had formerly done the same, in the persons of their petulant Satyrs. But 
I am aftaid he mistakes the matter, and confounds the singing and dancing of the Satyrs, with the 
rustical entertamments of the first Romans. The r&ison of my opinion is this; that Casaubon, 
finding little light from antiquity of these beginnings of poetry amongst the Grecians, but only these 
representations of Satyrs, who carried canisters and cornucopias full of several fruits in their hands, 
and danced with them at their public feasts ; and afterwards readiug Horace, who makes mention of 
his homely Romans jesting at one another in the same kind of solemnities, might suppose those 
wanton Satyrs did the same ; and especially because Horace possibly might seem to him to have ^own 
the origmal of all poetry in general, including the Grecians as well as Romans ; though it is p lainl y 
otherwise^that he only described the beginning, and first rudiments of poetry in his own country. 
The verses are these, which he cites from the First Epistle of the Second Book, which was wntten 
to Augustus: 

“Agricolie prisci, fortes, parvoque beati, 

Condita post fromenta, levantes tempore festo 
Corpus, et ipsum animnm spe finis dura ferentem, 

Cum sociis operum, et pueris, et conjuge fidi, 

Tellurem porco, Silvaniun lacte piabant ; 

Floribus et vino Genium memorem brevis ievi 
Fescennina per hnuc inventa licentia morem 
Versibus altemis opprobria rustica fudit.** 

“ Our bratsTv clo^ms, of old, wbo turn’d the soil, 

Content with little, and inured to toil. 

At harvest-home, •with mirth and country cheer 
Eestored their bodies for another year; 



A DISCOUBSE ON SATIRE. 


m 

Refresli'd their spirits, and renew'd their hope 
Of such a future feast, and future crop. 

Then, with their fellow-joggers of the ploughs, 

Their little children, and their faithful spouse, 

A sow they slew to Testa’s deity. 

And kindly milk, Silvanns, pour’d to thee; 

TTith flow ers, and wine, their Genius they adored 
A short life, and a merry was the word. 

From flowing cups, defaming rhymes ensue, 

And at each other homely taunts they threw.” 

Yet since it is a hard conjecture, that so great a man as Casaubon should misapply what Horace 
writ concerning ancient Rome, to the ceremonies and manners of ancient Greece, I will not insist on 
this opinion ; but rather judge in general, that since all poetry had its original from religion, that of 
the Grecians and Rome had the same beginning. Both were invented at festivals of thanksgiving, 
and both were prosecuted with mirth and raillery, and rudiments of verses : amongst the Greeks, by 
those who represented Satyrs ; and amongst the Romans, by real clowns. 

For, indeed, when I am reading Casaubon on these two subjects, methinks I hear the same story 
told twice over with very little alteration. Of which Dacier taking notice, in his interpretation of 
the Latiii verses which I have translated, says plainly, that the beginning of poetry was the same, 
with a small variety, in both countries : and that the mother of it, in all nations, was devotion. But, 
what is yet more wonderful, that most learned critic takes notice also, in his illustrations on the First 
Epistle of the Second Book, that as the poetiy of the Romans, and that of the Grecians, had the same 
beginning, (at feasts of thanksgiving, as it has been observed,) and the old comedy of the Greeks, 
which was invective, and the satire of the Romans, which was of the same nature, were begun on the 
very same occasion, so the fortune of both, in process of time, was just the same ; the old comedy of 
the Grecians was forbidden, for its too much, licence in exposing of particular persons; and the 
rude satire of the Romans was also punished by a law of the Decemviri, as Horace tells us, in these 
words: — 

“LIbertasque recnrrentcs accepta per aunos 
Lusit amabiliter; donee jam sffivus apertam 
In rabiem verti ccepit jocus, et per lionestas 
Ire domes impune minax ; doluere cniento 
Dente lacessiti ; fuit intactib quoque cura 
Conditionc super communi ; quinetiara lex, 

Poenaque lata, malo qure noUet carmine quenquam 
Describi : vertere modum, fonnidmo fustib 
Ad benedicendnm dolectondumque redact!.” 

The law of the Decemviii was this: Siguis occentcLssit malum cm'meri,sive condidlssit) quod infamiam 
feudtj Jloffitiumve alteri, capital esto , — A strange likeness, and barely possible ; but the critics being all 
of the same opinion, it becomes me to he silent, and to submit to better judgments than my own. 

But, to return to the Grecians, from whose satiric dramas the elder Scaliger and Heinsius will 
have the Roman satire to proceed, I am to take a view of them jGrst, and see if there be any such 
descent from them as those authors have pretended. 

Thespis, or whoever he were that invented tragedy, (for authors differ,) mingled with them 
a chorus and dances of Satyrs, which had before been used in the celebration of their festivals ; and 
there they were ever afterwards retained. The character of them was also kept, which was mirth 
and wantonness ; and this was given, I suppose, to the folly of the common audience, who soon grow 
weaiy of good sense, and, as we daily see in our own age and country, are apt to forsake poetry, and 
still ready to return to buffoonery and frree. From hence it came, that, in the Olympic games, where 
the poets contended for four prizes, the satiric tragedy was the last of them; for, in the rest, the 
Satyrs were excluded from the chorus. — ^Among the plays of Euripides, which are yet remaining, 
there is one of these Satibics, which is called “ The C^dops in which we may see the nature of 
those poems, and from thence conclude what likeness they have to the Roman Satire. 

The story of this Cyclops, whose name was Polyphemus, so famous in the Grecian fabler was, 
that Ulysses, who, with his company, was driven on the coast of Sicily, where those Cyclops inhabited, 
coming to ask relief from Silenus, and the Saiyis, who were herdsmen to that one-eyed giant, was 
kindly received by them, and entertained; tiH, being perceived by Polyphemus, they were made 
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prisoners against the rites of hospitality, (for which Ulysses eloquently pleaded,) were afterwards put 
down into the den, and some of them devoured ; after which Ulyssei^ having made drunk, when 
he was asleep, thrust a great firebrand into his eye, and so, revenging his dead followers, escaped 
with the rema i ning party of the hving ; and Silenus and the Satyrs were freed from their servitude 
under Polyphemus, and remitted to their first liberty of attending and accompanying their patron, 
Bacchus. 

This was the subject of the tragedy; which, being one of those that end with a happy event, is r 
therefore, by Anstotle, judged below the other sort, whose success is unfortunate. hTotwithetandmg ' 
which, the Satyrs, who were part of the dramattis persontSj as well as the whole chorus, were properly j 
introduced into the nature of the poem, which is mixed of farce and tragedy. The adventure of ) 
Ulysses was to entertain the judging part of the audience ; and the uncouth persons of SilfimiR., and t 
the Satyrs, to divert the common people with their gross railleries. < 

Your lordship has perceived by this time, that this satiric tragedy, and the Roman saheb, have ! 
little resemblance in any of their features The very kinds are difiei'ent; for what has a pastoral ■ 
ti-agedy to do with a paper of verses satirically written ? The character and raillery of the Satyrs is i 
the only thing that could pretend to a likeness, were Scaliger and Heinsius alive to mfliutain their 
opinion. And the first farces of the Romans, which were the rudiments of their poetry, were written 
before they had any communication with the Greeks, or indeed any knowledge of that people. 

And here it will be proper to give the definition of the Greek satiric poem from Casaubon, before ■ 
I leave this subject. “ The satiric,” says he, “is a dramatic poem, annexed to a tragedy, having a 
chorus, which consists of Satyrs, The persons represented in it are inustrious men ; the action of it 
is gi*eat,* the style is partly serious, and partly jocular; and the event of the action most commonly 
is happy.” ' 

The Grecians, besides these satiric tragedies, h^ another kind of poem, which they called Silli, , 
which were more of km to the Roman satire. Those Silli were indeed invective poemsi, but of a ; 
different species from the Roman poems of Ennius, Paenvius, Lucilius, Horace, and the rest of their | 
successors. — ^They were so called, says Casaubon in one place, from Silenus, the foster-father of j 
Bacchus ; hut, in another place, bethinking himself better, he derives their name, &xh rou o-tWedreiy, j 
from their scoffing and petulancy. From some fragments of the SiUi, written by Timon, we may 
find, that they were satiric poems, full of parodies ; that is, of verses patched up from great poetsi, 
and turned into another sense than their author intended them. Such amongst the Romani^ is the 
famous Cento of Ansonius ; where the words are Yiigil’s, hut, by applying them to another sense, 
they are made a relation of a wedding-night ; and the act of consummation fiilsomely described in 
the very words of the most modest amongst all poets. Of the same manner are our song^ which axe 
turned into burlesque, and the serious words of the author perverted into a ridiculous meaning. Thus 
in Tunoffs SiUi the words are generally those of Homer, and the tragic poets ; but he applies them, 
satirically, to some customs and kinds of philosophy, which he arraigns. But the Romans, not using 
any of these parodies in their satire^ sometimes, indeed, repeating verses of other men, as Persius 
cites some of JS'ero’s, hut not turning them into another meaning; — the Silli cannot be supposed to 
be the original of Roman satire. To these SiUi, consisting of parodies, we may properly add the 
satires which were written against particular persons ; such as were the lambics of Archilochus 
against Lycambes, which Horace undoubtedly imitated in some of his Odes and Epodes, whose titles 
bear sufficient witness of it. I might fdso name the invective of Ovid against Ibi^ and ma ny others ; 
but these are the under-wood of satire, rather than the tunber-trees : they are not of general 
extension, as reaching only to some individual person. And Horace seems to have purged hinlself 
from those splenetic refiections in those Odes and Epodes, before he undertook the noble work of 
Satires, which were properly so called. 

Thus, my lord, I have at length disengaged myself from those antiquities of Greece ; and have 
proved, I hope, from the best critics, that the Roman satire was not borrowed from thenco» but of 
their own manufacture. I am now almost gotten into my depth ; at least, by the hdp of Dacier, I 
am swimming towards it. iN^ot that I will promise always to follow him, any more than he follows 
Casaubon ; but to keep hi-m. in my eye, as my best and truest guide ; and where I think he may 
possibly mislead me, there to have recourse to my own lights, as I expect that others shotild do by me. 

Quintilian says, in plain words, Satira quidevn tota nostra cst ; and Horace had the same thing 
before liim, speaking of his predecessor in that sort of poetry , — JSt Oroscis intacti carminis auctor. 
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NotTiing caa be clearer than the opinion of the poet, and the orator, both the best critics of the two 
best ages of the Roman empire, that satire was wholly of Iiatin growth, and not transplanted to 
Rome from Athens. Yet, as I have said, ScaJiger, the father, according to his custom, that is, 
insolently enough, contradicts them both ; and gives no better reason, than the derivation of satpnis 
from (r<£6u salaeitai ; and so, from the lecheiy of those Fauns, thinks he has sufficiently proved, that 
satire is derived from them : as if wantonness and lubricity were essential to that sort of poem, which 
ought to be avoided in it. His other allegation, which I have already mentioned, is as pitiful : that 
the Satyrs carried platters and canisters full of fruit in their hands. If they had entered empty- 
handed, had they been ever the less Satyrs? Or were the finuts and flowers, which they offered, 
anything of kin to satire ? Or any argument that this poem was originally Grecian ? Casanbon 
judged hotter, and his opinion is grounded on sure authority, that satire was derived from satisra, a 
Roman word, which signifies — ^fiill and abundant, and full also of variety, in which nothing is wanting 
to its due perfection. It is thus, says Dacier, that we say — a full colour, when the wool has taken 
the whole tincture, and drunk in as much of the dye as it can receive. — ^According to this derivation, 
j from fatiir comes satura, or satira, according to the new spelling ; as optumus and Tuaxumus are now 
spelled optimiLS and maximus, Satura^ as I have formerly noted, is an adjective, and relates to the 
word Unm, which is understood ; and this lanx, in Enghsh a charger, or large platter, was yearly filled 
with all sorts of fruits, which were offered to the gods at their festivals, as the premicesy or first 
gatherings. These offerings of several sorts thus mingled, it is true, were not unknown to the 
Grecians, who called them vetyKopirhy Qvtriay, a sacrifice of all sorts of fruits ; and ‘Travo’Trepfday, when 
they offered all kinds of grain. Virgil has mentioned these sacrifices in his " Geoigics ; ” 

" lAncibus et pandis fiunantia reddimus exta ; ” 

and in another place, lancesque et liba feremus : that is. We offer the smoking entrails in great platters, 
and we will offer the chargers and the cakes. 

The word scUura has been afterwards applied to many other sorts of mixtures ; as Festus calls it 
a kind of 6110, or hotchpotch, made of several sorts of meats. Laws were also called leges satum, 
j when they were of several heads and titles, like our tacked hills of parliament : and pet* saturam legem 
ferre, in the Roman senate, was to carry a law without telling the senators, or counting voices, when 
they were in haste. Sallust uses the word — per sotumm sententias exquirere ; when the majority was 
visibly on one side. From hence it may probably be conjectured, that the Discourses, or Satires, of 
Ennius, Lucilius, and Horace, as we now call them, took their name ; because they are full of various 
matters, and are also written on various subjects, as Forphyrius says. But Dacier affirms, that it is 
not immediately from thence that these satires are so called ; for that name had been used formerly 
for other things, which bore a nearer resemblance to those discourses of Horace. — ^In explaining of 
which, continues Dacier, a method is to be pursued, of which Casaubon himself has never thought, 
and which will put all things into so dear a light, that no fiirther room will be left for the least 
dispute. 

During the space of almost four hundred years, since the building of their city, the Romans had 
never known any entertainments of the stage. Chance and jollity fibest found out those verses which 
they called ScuuTTtiaji, and Fescennme; or rather human nature, which is inclined to poetry, first 
produced them, rude and barbarons, and unpolished, as all other operations of the soul are in their 
beginnings, before they are cultivated with art and study. However, in occasions of mernment they 
1 v'gtu first practised ; and this rough-cast unhewn poetry was instead of stage-plays, for the space of an 

( hundred and twenty years together. They were made extempore, and were, as the French call them, 
iniproi iptm ; for which the Tarsians of old were much renowned; and we see the daily examples of 
them in the Italian farces of Harlequin and Scaramucha. Such was the poetry of that savage people, 
before it was turned into numbers, and the harmony of verse. Little of the Saturnian verses is now 
remaining : we only know from authors, that they were nearer prose than poetry, without feet or 
meosura They were tvpvBpai, hut not Perhaps they might be used in the solemn pai*t of 

their ceremonies i and the Fcscennine, which were invented after them, in the afternoon’s debauchery, 
because they were scoffing and obscene. 

The Fescennine and Saturnian wore the same; for as they were called Saturnian from their 
ancientness, when Saturn reigned in Italy, they were also called Fescennine, from Fescennia. a town 
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in the same country, -where they were first practised- The actors, with a gross and niatic kind of { 
raillery, reproached each other with their failings; and at the same time were nothing sparing of it to j 
their audience. Somewhat of this custom was afterwards retained in the Saturnalia, or feasts of I 
Saturn, celebrated in December ; at least all kind of freedom m speech was then allowed to slaves ! 
even against their masters ; and we are not without some imitation of it in our Chnsimas gambols. ! 
Soldiers also -used those Fescennine verses, after measure and numbers had been added to them, at . 
the triumph of their generals : of which we have an example in the triumph of Julius Ca 3 sar over 
Gaul, in these expressions : CloBsar Gallias subegit^ Nieomedes Ccssarem. Ecee Ccssar nunc iriumphat 
qvA subegit Qalllas : Nicomedes non iriumphat, qui subegit CcBsarem. The vapours of -wine made those | 
first satirical poets amongst the Romans ; which, says Dacier, we cannot better represent tbaii by ! 
imagining a company of clo-wns on a holiday, dancing lubberly, and upbraiding one another, in extempore [ 
doggrel, with their defects and rices, and the stories that were told of them in bake-houses and I 
barbers’ shops. 1 

"When they began to be somewhat better bred, and were entering, as I may say, into the first [ 
rudiments of civil conversation, they left these hedge-notes for another sort of poem, somewhat ’ 
polished, which was also full of pleasant raillery, but without any mixture of obscenity. This sort of 1 
poctiy appeared under the name of satire, because of its variety ; and this satire -was adorned with 
compositions of music, and with dances; but lascivious postures were banished from it In tlie i 
Tuscan language, says Livy, the word hutcr signifies a player; and therefore those actors, which were , 
fii-st brought from Etruria to Rome, on occasion of a pestilence, when the Romans were admonished j 
to avert the anger of the gods by plays, in the year ab Urbe CoAdifd cccxc., — ^those actors, I say, were 
therefore called hiatriones; and that name has since remained, not only to actors Roman bom, but to 
all others of every nation. They played not the former extempore stuff of Fescennine verses, or ; 
clownish jests; but what they acted was a kind of civil, cleanly farce, with muric and dances, and j 
motions that were proper to the subject. j 

In this condition Lirius Andronicus found the stage, when he attempted first, instead of forces 1 
to supply it -rith a nobler entertainment of tragedies and comedies. This man was a Grecian bom, j 
and bemg made a slave by Lirius Salinator, and brought to Rome, had the education of his patron’s | 
children committed to him; which trust he discharged so much to the satisfaction of his master, that 
he gave Mm his liberty. 

Andi’omcua, thus become a freeman of Rome, added to his own name that of Lirius his master ; 
and, as I observed, was the first author of a regular play in that commonwealth. Being already 
instmeted, in his native country, in the manners and decencies of "the Athenian theatre, and 
conversant in the Archcea Comadia, or old comedy of Aristophanes, and the rest of the Grecian 
poets, he took from that model Ms own designing of plays for the Roman stage ; the first of which 
■was represented in the year cccccxiv. since the building of Rome, as Tully, from the commentaries 
of Atticus, has assured us : it was after the end of the first Punic war, the year before Ennius was 
bom- Dacier has not carried the matter altogether thus far ; he only says, that one Lirius Andronicus 
was the first stage-poet at Rome. But I will adventure, on this hint, to ad-vance another proposition, 
wMch I hope the learned will approve, -^d though we have not anything of Andronici^'- ’■^maining 
to justify my conjecture, yet it is exceedingly probable, that, ha-ring read the -works of Grecian 
wits, his countrymen, he imitated not only the groundwork, but also the manner of their wiltmg ; 
and how grave soever his tragedies might be, yet, in his comedies, he expressed the way of 
Aristophanes Eupoli^ and the rest, wMch was to call some persons by their o-vni names, and to expose 
their defects to the laughter of the people : the examples of wMch we have in the fore-mentioned 
Aristophanes, who turned the wise Socrates into ridicule, and is also veiy free -with the management 
of Cleon, Alcibiades, and other ministers of the Athe n ian government !isow, if this be granted, we 
may easily suppose, that the first hint of satirical plays on the Roman stage was given by the Greeks : 
not from the Satirica, for that has been reasonably exploded in the former part of this discourse; but 
from their old comedy, wMch was imitated first by Lirius Andronicus. And then Quintilian and 
Horace m-ust be cautiously interpreted, where they affirm that satire is wholly Roman, and a sort of 
verse, wMch was not touched on by the Grecians. The reconcilement of my opinion to the standard 
of their judgment is not, however, very difficult, since they spoke of satire, not as in its first elements, 
but as it -was formed into a separate work ; begun by Ennius, pursued by Lucilni^ and coiiipleted 
afterwards by Horace. The proof depends only on this postulatum, — that the comedies of Andronicus, 
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^}iicli were imitations of the Greek, were also imitations of their railleries, and reflections on 
particular persons. For, if this be granted me, which is a most probable supposition, it is easy to 
infer that the first light which was given to the Roman theatrical satire was from the plays of 
Livius Andronicus ; which will be more manifestly discovered, when I come to speak of Ennius. In 
the meantime I will return to Dacier. 

The people, says he, ran in crowds to these new entertainments of Andronicus, as to pieces which 
were more noble in their kind, and more perfect than their former satires, which for some time they 
neglected and abandoned. But not long after, they took them up again, and then they joined them 
\ to their comedies ; playing them at the end of every drama, as the French continue at this day to act 
* their farces, in the nature of a separate entertainment from their tragedies. But more paiticularly they 
1 were joined to the Aicllane, fables, says Casaubon; which were plays invented by the OscL Those 
i fables, savs Valerius Maximus, out of Livy, were tempered with the Itahan severity, and free from 
] any note of infiimy or obseeneness ; and, as an old commentator of Juvenal aflfrms, the Exndiani, 
i which were singers and dancers, entered to entertain the people with light songs and mimical 
I gestures, that they might not go away oppressed vrith melancholy, from those serious pieces of the 
theatre. So that the ancient satire of the Romans was in ext&inpore reproaches the next was farce, 
which was brought from Tuscany ; to that succeeded the plays of Andronicus, from the old comedy of 
the Grecians ; and out of all these sprung two several branches of new Roman satme, like different 
scions from the same root, which I shall prove with os much brevity as the subject will allow. 

A year after Andronicus had opened the Roman stage with his new dramas, Ennius was bom ; 
who, when he was grown to man’s estate, having seriously considered the genius'of the people, and 
how eagerly they followed the first satires, thought it would be worth his pains to refine upon tho 
project, and to write satires, not to be acted on the theatre, but read. He preserved the groundwork 
of their pleasantry, their venom, and their raiHeiy on particular persons, and general vices ; and by 
tin fa means, avoiding the danger of any ill success in a public representation, be hoped to be as well 
received in the cabinet, as Andronicus had been upon the stage. The event was answerable to bis 
expectation. He made discourses in several sorts of verse, varied often in the same paper ; retainmg 
j stiU in the title their original name of satire. Both in relation to the subjects, and the variety of 
! matters contained in them, the satires of Horace are entirely like them; only Ennius, as I said, 

' confines not himself to one sort of verse, as Horace does; but, taking example from the Greeks, and 
I even fii^^m Homer himself in his Maigites, which is a kind of satire, as Scaliger observes, gives himself 
j the licence, when one sort of numbers comes not eaaly, to run into another, as his fiincy dictates. 

I For he makes no difficulty to mingle hexameter with iambic trimeters, or with trochaic tetrametera, 
i as appears by those fragments which are yet remaining of him. Horace has thought him worthy to 
be copied; inserting many things of his into his own satires, as Virgil has done into his .^neids. 

Here we have Dacier making out that Ennius was the first satirist in that way of writing, which 
was of his invention ; that is, satire abstracted from the stage, and new modelled into papers of verses 
on several subjects. But be wih have Ennius take the groundwork of satire from the first farces of 
the Romans, rather than from the formed plays of Livius Andronicus, which were copied from the 
Gredan comedies. It may possibly be so ; but Dacier knows no more of it than I do. And it seems 
to me the more probable opmion, that he rather imitated the fine railleries of the Greeks, which he 
saw in the pieces of Andronicus, than the coarseness of his old countrymen, in their clownish 
extemporary way of jeering. 

But besides this, it is universally granted, that Ennius, though an Italian, was excellently learned 
in the Greek language. His verses were stuffed with fragments of it, even to a fault ; and he himsolf 
beheveJ, according to the Pythagorean opmion, that the soul of Homer was transfused into him; 
which Persius observes in his Sixth Satire : — Postguam destertuit esse Mceonides. But this being only 
the private opinion of so inconsiderable a man as I am, I leave it to the farther disquisition of the 
critics, if they thi nk it worth iheir notice. Most evident it is, that whether he imitated the Roman 
farce, or the Greek comedies, he is to be acknowledged for the first author of Roman satire, as it is 
properly so called, and distinguished from any sort of stage-play. 

Of Pocuvius. who succeeded h im , there is little to be said, because there is so little remaining of 
tin ; only that he is token to be the nephew of Ennius, his sister’s son ; that, in probability, he was 
instructed by his uncle in his way of satire, which, we are told, he has copied : but what advances he 
made wo know not. 
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Lueilius came into tlie world when Pacuvius flourished most He also matle satires after the 
maimer of Ennius, but he gave them a more graceful turn, and endeavoured to imitate more closely 
the vetiis comaedia of the Greeks, of the which the old original Roman satire had no idea, tiH the time 
of Livius Andronicus. And though Horace seems to have made Lucilius the first author of satue in i 
verse amongst the Romans, in these words, — * 

“ Quid ’ cnm cst Lucilius ftusus 

Primus in hone opens componere carmina morem,” — 

he is only thus to be understood ; that Lucilius had given a more graccfiil turn to the saiare of 
Ennius and Pacuvius, not that he invented a new satire of his own : and Quintilian seems to explain 
this passage of Horace in these words : Satira quidem tota nostra est ; in qvd primiu iwslgnan laud^m 
adeptiks est Lucilius, 

Thus both Horace and Quintilian gave a kind of primacy of honour to Lucilius, amongst the 
Latin satirists. For, as the Roman language grow more refined, so much more capable it was of 
receiving the Grecian beauties in his time. Horace and Quintilian coiild mean no more thnn that 
Lucilius writ better than Ennius and Pacuvius; and on the same account we prefer Horace to 
Lucilius. Both of them imitated the old Greek comedy ; and so did Ennius and Pacuvius before 
them. The polishing of the Latin tongue, in the succession of times, made the only difference ; and 
Horace himself in two of his satires, written purposely on this subject, thinks the Romans of his ago 
were too partial in their commendations of Lucilius ; who writ not only loosely and muddily, tvitli 
little art and much less care, but also in a time when the Latin tongue was not yet sufficiently purged ' 
from the dregs of barbarism ; and many signiScint and sounding words, which the Romans wanted, ' 
were not admitted even in the times of Lucretius and Cicero, of which both complain. 

But to proceed. Dacier justly taxes Casaubon, saying that the Satires of Lucilius were wholly ! 
tlififerent in species from those of Ennius and Pacuvius. Casaubon was led into that mistake by j 
Diomedes, tbe grammarian, who, in effect, says this : “Satire amongst the Romans, but not amongst i 
tbe Greeks, was a biting invective poem, made after tbe model of tbe ancient comedy, for the 
reprehension of vices ; such as were the poems of Luciliui^ of Horace, and of Persius. But in former 
times, the name of Satire was given to poems which were composed of several jsorts of vei-ses, such 
as were made by Ennius and Pacuvius ; more fully expressing tbe etymology of the word satire, 
from satura, which we have observed.” Here it is manifest that Diomedes makes a specifical 
distinction betwixt tbe Satires of Ennius and those of Lucilius. But this, as we say in English, is 
only a distinction without a difference ; for the reason of it is ridiculous, and absolutely felse. Tliis 
was that which cozened honest Casaubon, who, relying on Diomede^ had not sufficiently examineil | 
the origin and nature of those two satires ; which were entirely the same, both in the matter and the ! 
form : for all that Lucilius performed beyond his predecessors, Eimins and Pacuvius, was only the } 
adding of more politeness, and more salt, without any change in the substance of the poem. And 1 
though Lucilius put not together, iu the same satire, several sorts of vertes, as Ennius did, yet he j 
composed several satires, of several sorts of vei*3es, and mingled them with Greek verses ; one poem | 
consisted only of hexfimeters, and another was entirely of iambics ; a third of trochaics ; as is visibio 
by the fragments yet remaining of his works. In short, if the Satires of Lucilius are therefore said 
to be wboUy different firom those of Ennius, because he added much more of beauty and polishing to 
his own poems than are to be found in those before him, it will follow, from hence, that the Satires 
of Horace are wholly different from those of Lucilius, because Horace has not less surpassed Lucilius 
in the elegancy of bis writing, than Lucilius surpassed Ennius in the turn and ornament of his. This 
passage of Diomedes has also drawn Donsa, the son, into the same error of Casaubon, which I say, 
not to expose the little fiiilmgs of those judicious men, but only to make it appear with how much 
diffidence and caution we are to read their works, when they treat a subject of so much obscurity, 
and so very ancient, as is this of satire. 

Having thus brought down tbe history of Satire from its original to tbe times of Horace, and 
shown tbe several changes of it, I should here discover some of those graces which Horace added to 
it, but that I think it will be more proper to defer that undertaking, till I make the comparison 
betwixt him and Juvenal, In tbe mean while, following the order of time, it will be necessary to say 
somewhat of another kind of satire, which also was descended from the ancients : it is that which we 
call the Varronian satire (but which Yarro himself calls the !Menippean), because Yarro. the most 



S70 


A BISCOUBSE OK SATIRK 


learned of the Eomaiis. was the first author of it, who imitated, in his works, the manner of 
Menippus, the Gradarenian, who professed the philosophy of the Cynics. 

This sort of satire was not only composed of several sorts of verse, like those of Ennius, but was 
also mixed with prose i and Greek was sprinkled amongst the Latin. Quintilian, after he had spoken 
of the satire of Lucilius, adds what follows : “ There is another and former kind of satire, composed 
bv Terentius Tarro, the most learned of the Romans; in which he was not satisfied alone with 
ntingliug in it several sorts of verse/' The only difficulty of this passage is, that Quintilian tells us, 
that this satire of Yarro was of a former kind. For how can we possibly imagine this to he, since 
Tarro, who was contemporary to Cicero, must consequently be after Lucilius ? But Quintilian meant 
not that the satire of Varro was in order of time before Lucilius: he would only give us to 
understand, that the Yarronian satire, with mixture of several sorts of verses, was more after the 
manner of Ennius and Pacuvius. than that of Lucilius, who was more severe, and more correct ; and 
gave himself less liberty in the mixture of Ms verses in the same poem. 

TTe have nothing remaining of those Yarronian satires, excepting some inconsiderable firagments, 
and those for the most part much corrupted. The titles of many of them are indeed presented, and 
they are generally double ; from whence, at least, we may understand, how many various subjects 
were treated by that author. TuUy, in Ms “ Academics,” introduces Varro himself giving ns some 
light concerning the scope and design of those works. Wherein, after he had shown his reasons why 
he did not ex profesao write of philosophy, he adds what follows : " Notwithstanding,” says he, ''that 
those pieces of mine, wherein I have imitated Menippus, though I have not translated him, are 
sprinkled with a kind of mirth and gaiety, yet many things are there inserted, wMch are drawn from 
the very entrails of philosophy, and many things severely argued; which I have mingled with 
pleasantries on purpose, that they may more easily go down with the common sort of unlearned 
readers.” The rest of the sentence is so lame, that we can only make thus much out of it — that in 
the composition of Ms satire^ he so tempered philology with philosophy, that his work was a 
mixture of them both. And TuUy himself confirms us m this opinion, when a little after he 
addresses himself to Yarro in these words • — And you yourself have composed a most elegant 
and complete poem ; you have begun philosophy in many places, sufficient to incite us, though too 
little to instnict us.” Thus it appears, that Yarro was one of those writers whom they called 
cvav^oyeKoTotj studious of laughter ; and that, as learned as he was, Ms business was more to divert 
his reader than to teach him. And he entitled Ms own satires, Menippean ; not that Menippus had 
written any satires (for his were either dialogues or epistles), but that Yarro imitated his style, his 
mann er, Ms facetiousness. AH that we know farther of Menippus and his writings, wMch ai’e wholly 
lost, is, that by some he is esteemed, as, amongst the rest, by Yarro ; by others he is noted of cynical 
impudence and obscenity; that he was much given to those parodies, which I have already 
mentioned ; that is, he often quoted the versos of Homer, and the tragic poets, and turned their 
serious meaning into something that was ridiculous; whereas Yarro’s satires are by TuUy callod 
absolute, and most elegant, and various poems. Lucian, who was emulous of tMs Menippus, seems 
to have imitated both his manners and Ms style in many of his dialogues ; where Memppus liimself 
is often introduced as a speaker in them, and as a perpetual buffoon ; particularly his character is 
expressed in the beginning of that dialogue, wMch is called NeKvofiavrta. But Yarro, in imitating 
him, avoids his impudence and filthiness, and only ^presses his witiy pleasantry. 

This we may believe for certain, that as his subjects were various, so most of them were tales or 
stories of his own invention. WMch is also manifest from antiquity, by those authors who ai'e 
I acknowledged to have written Yarronian satires, in imitation of his ; of whom the cMef is Petroniiis 
Arbiter, whose satire they say, is now printed in Holland, whoUy recovered, and made complete : 
u ken it is made public, it will eaaly be seen by any one sentence, whether it be supposititious, or 
j^enuine. Many of Lucians dialogues may also properly be called Yarronian satires, particularly his 
*‘ True History ; * and consequently the “ Golden Ajss ” of Apuleius^ wMch is taken from Mm. Of 
the same stamp is the mock deifieation of Claudius, by Seneca ; and the Symposium, or “ Ciosars ” 
of JuILm, the Emperor. Amongst the modems "we may reckon the " Encomium Morise ” of Erasmus, 
Htrclay s " Euphormio,” and a volume of German authors, wMch my ingenious friend, Mr. Charles 
Killegrew, once leuc me. In the English, I remember none wMch are mixed with prose, as Yarro's 
were ; but of the same kind is « Mother Hubbard's Tal^” in Spenser; and (if it be not too vain to 
mention anj-thing of my own) the poems of “ Absalom ” and "Mac Flecnoe.” 
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This is what I Rave to say in general of satire : only, os Dacier has observed before me. we may 
take notice, that the word satire is of a more general signification in Latin, than in French, or English. 
For amongst the Romans it was not only used for those discourses which decried vice, or exposed 
folly, but for others also, where virtue was recommended. But in our modem languages we apply it 
only to invective poems, where the veiy name of satire is formidable to those persons, who would 
appear to the world what they are not in themselves ; for in Elnglish, to say satire, is to mean 
reflection, as we use that word in the worst sense ; or as the French call it, more properly, medisance. 
In the criticism of spelling, it ought to be with t, and not with y, to distingiiTsb its true derivation 
from sattira, not from scUyras, And if this be so, then it is fidse speUed throughout this book ; for 
here it is written Satyr : which having not considered at the first, I thought it not worth correcting 
afterwards. But the French are more nice, and never speR it any other way than Saheb, 

I am now arrived at the moat difficult pai't of my undertakings which is, to compare Horace with 
Juvenal and Persius, It is observed by Eigaltius, in his preface before Juvenal, written to Thuanus, 
that these three poets have all their particular partisans and favourers. Every commentator, as he 
has taken pains with any of them, thinks himself ob%ed to prefer his author to the other two ; to 
find out their Mlings, and decry them, that he may make room for his own darling. Such is the 
partiahiy of mankind, to set up that intci-est which they have once espoused, though it be to the 
prejudice of truth, moi-ality, and common justice ,* and especially in the productions of the braim 
As authors geueraUy think themselves the bast poets, because they cannot go out of themselves to 
judge sincerely of their betters ; so it is with critics, who, having first taken a liking to one of thc&o 
poets, proceed to comment on him, and to illustrate him; after which, they fail in love with tlui> 
own labour^ to that degree of blmd fondness, that at length they defend and exalt their author, not 
so much for his g^kA as for their own. It is a folly of the same nature, with that of the Romans 
themselves, in the games of the Circus. The spectators were divided in their factions, betwixt the 
Veneti and the Prasim ; some were for the chiuioteer in blue, and some for him in green. The 
colours themselves were but a fancy ; but when once a man had taken pains to set out those of his 
party, and had been at the trouble of procuring voices for them, the case was altered ; he was 
concerned for his own labour, and that so earnestly, that disputes and quarrels, aniinosides, commo- 
tions, and bloodshed, often happened; and in the declension of the Grecian empire, tbe very 
sovereigns themselves engaged in it, even when the barbarians were at their doors ; and stickled for 
the preference of colours, when the safety of their people was in question. I am now myself on the 
brink of the same precipice ; I have spent some tune on the translation of J uvenal and Persius ; and 
it behoves me to be wary, lest, for that reason, I should be partial to them, or take a prejudice 
against Horace. Yet, on the other side, I would not be like some of our judges, who would pe the 
cause for a poor man, right or wrong ; for though that be an error on tne better hand, yet it is stih a 
partiality ; and a rich man, unheard, Ciumot be concluded an oppressor. I remember a saying of 
King diaries II. on Sir ^latthew Hiile, (who was doubtless an uncorrupt and upright man, that his 
servants wrere sure to be cast on a tiiai, w’hicli \* os heard before him ; not that he thought the judge 
was possibly to be bribed, but that his integiity might be too scrupulous ; and that the causes of the 
crown were always suspicious, when the privileges of subjects were concerned. 

It had been much fairer, if the modem critics, who have embarked in the quarrels of their 
favourite authors, had rather given to each his proper due, without taking from another s heap to 
raise their own. There is praise enough for each of them in particular, without encroaching on his 
fellows, and detracting from them, or enriching themseUes with the spoils of others. But to come 
to particulars. Heinsius and Dacier are the most principal of those, who raise Horace above Juvenal 
and Persius. Scaliger the fiither, Rigaltius, and many others, debase Horace, that they may set up 
Juvenal ; and Casaubon, who is almost smgle, throws dirt on Juvenal and Horace, that he may exalt 
Pei-sius, whom he understood particulai'ly well, and better than any of his former commentators : 
even SteUuti, who succeeded him. I will begin with him, who, in my opinion, defends tbe weakest 
cause, which is that of Persius ; and labouring, as Tacitus professes of his own writing, to divest 
myself of partiality, or prejudice, consider Persius, not as a poet whom I have whoUy tian^t^ and 
who bpg cost me more labour and time than Juvenal, but according to what I judge to is ovm 
merit : which I think not equal, in the main, to that of Juvenal or Horace, and yet m some things to 

be preferred to both of them. j a -xx. i.* 

Ki-st, then, for the verse; neither Casaubon himself, nor any for him, can defend either ms 
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mimbers, or iihe purity of his Latin. Casaubon ^ves this point for lost, and pretends not to jnsfcify 
either the measures, or the words of Persius ; he is evidently beneath Horace and Juvenal in both. 

Then, as his verse is scabroui^ and hobbling, and his words not everywhere well chosen, the 
puritv of Latin being more coiTupted than in the time of Juvenal, and consequently of Horace, who 
writ when the language was in the height of its perfection, so his diction is hard, his figures are 
generally too bold and daring, and his tropes, particularly his metaphors, insufferably strained. 

In the third place, notwithstanding all the diligence of Casaubon, Stelluti, and a Scotch gentleman, 
whom I have heard estremely commended for his illustrations of him, yet he is still obscure ; whether 
he affected not to be understood, hut with difficulty ; or whether the fear of his safety under Kero 
compelled him to this darkness in some places ; or that it was occasioned by his close way of thinking;, 
and the brevity of his style, and crowding of his figures ; or lastly, whether, after so long a time, many 
of his words have been corrupted, and many customs, and stories relating to them, lost to us : w’hether 
some of these reasons, or all, concurred to render him so cloudy, we may be bold to affirm, that the 
best of commentators can but guess at his meaning, in many passages ; and none can be certain that 
he has divined rightly. 

After all, he was a young man, like his friend and contemporaiy Lncan ; both of them men of 
estraordmaiy parts, and great acquired knowledge, considering their youth ; but neither of them had 
arrived to that maturity of judgment, which is necessary to the accomplishing of a formed poet And 
this consideration, a^ on the one hand, it lays some imperfections to their charge, so, on the other 
side, it is a candid excuse for those failings, which are incident to youth and inexperience ; and we 
have more reason to wonder how they, who died before the thirtieth year of their age, could write 
so well, and think so strongly, than to accuse them of those fiiults, from which human nature, and 
more especially in youth, can never posably be exempted. 

To consider Persius yet more closely : he rather insulted over vice and folly, than exposed them 
like Juvenal and Horace ; and as chaste and modest as he is esteemed, it cannot be denied, but that 
in some places he is broad and fulsome, as the latter verses of the fourth Satire, and of the sixth, 
sufficiently witness. And it is to be believed that he who commits the same crime often, and without 
necessity, cannot but do it with some kind of pleasure. 

To come to a conclusion : he is manifestly below Horace, because he borrows most of his greatest 
beauties from him ; and Casaubon is so far from denying thi^ that he has written a treatise purposely 
concerning it ; wherein he shows a multitude of his translations from Horace, and his imitations of 
him, for the credit of his author ; which he calls ImUatio Eoratiana, 

To these defects, which I casually observed, while I was translating this author, Scaliger has added 
others : he calls him, in plain terms, a silly writer, and a trifier, full of ostentation of his learning, and, 
after dl, unworthy to come into competition with Juvenal and Horace. 

After such terrible accusations, it is time to hear what his patron Casaubon can allege in his defence. 
Instead of answering, he excuses for the most part ; and, when he cannot, accuses others of the same 
crimes. He deals with Scaliger, as a modest scholar with a master. He compliments hi-m with so much 
reverence, that one would swear he feared him as much at least as he respected hiTn., Scaliger will not 
allow Persius to have any wit ; Casaubon inteiprets this in the mildest sense, and confesses his author 
was not good at turning things into a pleasant ridicule i or, in other words, that he was not a laughable 
writer. That he was iwgtus, indeed, but that was — non aptissimus ad jo(Mndum; but that he was 
ostentatious of his learning, that, by Scaliger’s good favour, he denies. Persius showed his learning, 
bun was no boaster of it ; he did ostendere^ but not cstemtare ; and so, he says, did Scaliger : — where, 
methinks, Casaubon turns it handsomely upon that supercilious critic, and silently insinuates that he 
himself was sufficiently vain-^oriouB, and a boaster of his own knowledge. All the writings of this 
venerable censor, continues Casaubon, which are xpvoov xp^o-6r€pa, more golden than gold itsol^ are 
every where smelling of that thyme, which, like a bee, he has gathered from ancient authors ; but far 
be ostentation and vain-glory from a gentleman so well bom, and so nobly educated as Scaliger. 
But, says Scaliger, he is so obscure, that he has got himself the name of Scotinus, a dark writer, 
Kow, says Casaubon, it is a wonder to me that any thing could be obscure to the divine wit of 
Scaliger, from which nothing could he hidden. This is indeed a strong compliment, but no defence ; 
and Casaubon, who could not but be sentible of his author’s blind side, thinks it time to abandon a 
post that was untenable. He acknowledges that Persius is obscure in some places ; but so is Plato, so is 
Thucydides ; so are Pindar, Theocritus, and Ari^phanes, amongst the Greek poets ; and even Horace 
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and Juvenal, he might have added, amongst the Romans. The truth is, Persius is not sometimes, hue 
generally, obscure ; and therefore Casaubon, at last^ is forced to excuse him, by alleging that it was se 
de^eiidendoj for fear of ISs’ero ; and that he was commanded to write so cloudily by Comutus, in \u’tue 
of holy obedience to his master, I cannot help my own opinion ; I think Comutus needed not to hc^ve 
read many lectm-es to him on that subject. Persius was an apt scholar ; and when he was bidden to be 
obscuie in some places, where his life and safety were in question, took the same counsel for all his 
books, and never aftei wards wrote ten hues together clearly. Casaubon, being upon chapter, 
has not failed, w’e may be sure, of making a compliment to his own dear comment. If Persius, says 
ho, be in himself obscure, yet my interpretation has made him intelligible. There is no question but 
he deserves that praise, which he has given to himself; but the nature of the t hing , as Lucretius says, 
will not admit of a perfect explanation. Besides many examples which I could uige, the very last 
verse of his last satire, upon which he particularly values himself in his preface, is not yet sufficiently 
explicated. It is true, Holyday has endeavoured to justify his construction ; but Stelluti is against 
it ; and, for my part, I can have but a veiy dark notion of it. As for the chastity of his thoughts, 
Casaubon denies not but that one pai’ticulai* passage, in the fourth satire At 8i unctia cetsesj &c. is not 
only the most obsemre, but the most obscene of all his works. I understood it ; but for that reason 
turned it over. In defence of his boisterous metaphors, he quotes Longinus, who accounts them as 
instruments of the sublime ; fit to move and stir np the affections, particularly in narration. To 
which it may be replied, that where the trope is far fetched and hard, it is fit for nothing but to 
puzzle the understanding ; and may be reckoned amongst those things of Demosthenes which 
jEschines called Oaiixara, not p^ficera, that i^ prodigies not words. It must be granted to Casaubon, 
that the knowledge of many things is lost in our modem ages, which were of familiar notice to tlie 
ancients ; and that satire is a poem of a difficult nature in itself, and is not written to vulgar readers ; 
and through the relation which it has to comedy, the frequent change of persons makes the sense 
peiplexed, when we can but divine who ifc is that speaks ; whether Persius himself, or his fnend and 
monitor ; or, in some places a third person. But Casaubon comes back always to himselfi and 
concludes, that if Persius had not been obscure, there had been no need of him for an interpreter. 
Yet when he had once enjoined himself so hard a task, he then considered the Greek proverb, that he 
must <pay€7y ^ <pay€7yf either eat the whole snail, or let it quite alone; and so he went 

through with his laborious task, as I have done with my difficult translatian. 

Thus far, my lord, you see it has gone very hard with Persius: I think he cannot bo allowed to 
stand in competition either with Juvenal or Horace. Yet for once I will venture to be so vain, as 
to affirm, that none of his hard metaphors, or forced expression^ are in my translation. But more of 
this in its proper place, where I shall say somewhat in parti<nilar, of our general performance;, in 
making these two authors English. In the meantime, I think myself obliged to give Persius his 
undoubted due, and to acquaint the world, with Casaubon, in what he has equalled, and in what 
excelled, his two competitors. 

A Tnfl.n who is resolved to praise an author, with any appearance of justice, must be sure to take 
him on the strongest side, and where he is least liable to exceptions. He is therefore obliged to 
choose his mediums accordingly. Casaubon, who saw that Persius could not laugh with a becoming 
grace, that he was not made for jesting, and that a meny conceit was not his talent, turned his 
feather, like an Indian, to another light, that ho might give it the better gloss. Moral doctrine, says 
he, and urbanity, or well-mannered wit, are the two things which constitute the Roman satire : but 
of the two, that which is most essential to this pojgm, and is, as it were, the very soul which anim ates 
it, is the scourging of vice, and exhoiiiation to virtue. Thus wit, for a good reason, is already almost 
out of doors ; and allowed only for an instrument, a kind of tool, or a weapon, as he calls it, of which 
the satirist makes use in the compassing of his design. The end and aim of our three rivals is 
consequently the same. But by what methods they have prosecuted their intention, is fiirther to 
be considered. Satire is of the nature of moral philosophy, os being instructive ; he, therefore, who ^ 
instructs most usefully, will carry the palm from his two an t ag onists. The philosophy in which | 
Persius was educated, and which he professes through his whole book, is the Stoic; the most | 
noble, most generous^ most beneficial to human kind, amongst all the sects, who have given us tlio , 
rules of ethics, thereby to form a severe virtue in the soul ; to raise in us an undaunted courage i 
against the assaults of fortune ; to esteem as nothing the thin gs that are without us, because they 
are not in our power ; not to value riches, beauty, honours, fame, or health, any fartlier than as 
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conveniencies, and so many helps to living as Tve ought, and doing good in our generation : in shoit, 
to be always happy, while we possess our minds with a good conscience, are free from the slavery of 
vices, and conform our actions and conversations to the rules of right reason. See here, my lord, an 
epitome of Epictetus; the doctrine of Zeno, and the education of our Persius; and this he 
expressed, not only in all his satires, but in the ma nner of his life. I will not lessen this 
commendation of the Stoic philosophy, by giving you an account of some absurdities in their 
doctrine, and perhaps some impieties, if we consider them by the standard of Chris ti an faith. 
Persius has fallen into none of them, and therefore is free from those imputations. What he teaches 
might he taught from pulpits, with more profit to the audience, than all the nice speculations of 
divinity, and controversies concerning faith ; which are more for the profit of the shepherd, than 
for the edification of the flock. Passions, interest, ambition, and all their bloody consequences of 
discord, and of war, are banished from this doctrine. Here is nothing proposed but the quiet and 
tranquillity of the mind ; virtue lodged at home, and afterwards diffused in her general effects, to 
the improvement and good of human kind. And therefore I wonder not that the present Bishop of 
Salisburv hna recommended this our author, and the Tenth Satire of Juvenal, in his Pastoral Letter, 
to the serrous perusal and practice of the divines in his diocese, as the b^t common-places for their 
stii-mons, as the storehouses and magazines of moral virtues, from whence they may draw out, as they 
have occasion, all manner of assistance for the accomplishment of a virtuous life, which the Stoics 
have assigned for the great end and perfection of mankind. Herein then it is, that Persius has 
excelled both Juvenal and Horace. He sticks to Ins own philosophy; he shifts not sides, like Horace, 
wiio is sometimes an Epicurean, sometimes a Stoics sometimes an Eclectic, as his present humour 
leads him; nor declaim^ like Juvenal, against vices, more like an orator, th a n a philosopher. Pei’sius 
is every where the same ; true to the dogmas of his master. What he has learnt, he teaches 
vehemently ; and what he teaches, that he practises himself There is a spirit of sincerity in all he 
says; you may easily discern that he is in earnest, and is persuaded of that truth which he 
inculcates. In this I am of opinion that he excels Horace, who is commonly in jest, and laughs 
whilo he instructs ; and is equal to Juvenal, who was as honest and serious as Persius, and more he 
cuuld not be. 

Hitherto I have followed Casauhon, and enlarged upon him, because I am satisfied that ho says 
no more than truth ; the rest is almost all fi-ivolous. For he says that Horace, being the son of a 
tax-giithercr, or a collector, as we call it, smells everywhere of the meanness of his bfrth and 
caiication : his conceits are vulgar, like the subjects of his satires ; that he does saperc, and 

wiitcs not with that elevation which becomes a satirist ; that Persius, being nobly bom, and of an 
opulent femily, had likewise the advantage of a better master ; Comutus being the most learned of 
his time, a man of the most holy life, the chief of the Stoic sect at Rome, and not only a great 
philosopher, but a poet himself, and in probability a coadjutor of Persius : that as for Juvenal, ho 
was long a declaimer, come late to poetry, and has not been much conversant in philosophy. 

It is granted that the father of Horace was liheriinuSt that is, one degree removed from his 
grandfether, who had been once a slave. But Horace, speaking of him, gives him the best character 
j of a fiither, which I ever read in history ; and I wish a witty friend of mine, now living, had such 
I another. He bred him in the best school, and with the best company of young noblemen ; and 
I Horace, by his gratitude to his memory, gives a certain testimony that his education was ingenuous, 
j After this, he formed himself abroad, by the conversation of great men. Brutus found him at 
j Athens, and was so pleased with him, that he took him thence into the army, and mn da him tribimics 
! militvxn^ a colonel in a l^on, which was the preferment of an old soldier. All thig was before his 
ac(iuamtai:ce with Mecsenas, and his introduction into the court of Augustus, and the familiarity of 
that great emperor; which, had he not been well-bred before, had been enough to civilise his 
conversation, and render him accomplished and knowing in all the arts of complacency and good 
behaviour ; and, in short, an agreeable companion for the retired hours and privacies of a fiivouiite, 
who wjis fi^t minister. So that, upon the whole matter, Persius may he acknowledged to he equal 
with him in those respects, though better bom, and Juvenal inferior to both. If the advantage be 
any where, it is on the side of Horace ; as much as the court of Augustus Csesar was superior to that 
of Nero. As for the subjects which they treated, it wiU appear hereafter, that Horace writ not 
vulgarly on Milgar tubjects, nor always chose them. His style is constantly accommodated to his 
subject, cither high or low. If his fault bo too much lowness, that of Persdus is the fault of the 
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hardness of his metaphors, and obscurity ; and so they are equal in the failings of iheir style, tv here 
Juvenal manifestly triumphs over both of them. 

The comparison betwixt Horace and Juvenal is more difficult ; because their forces were more 
equ'd. A dispute has always been, and ever will continue betwixt the favourers of the two poeis. 
Non nostrum cst tantas comjponere lites. I shall only ventm’e to give my own opinion, and leave it for 
better judges to deteimine. If it be only argued in general, which of them was the better poet, the 
victory is already gained on the side of Horace. Tiigil himself must yield to him in the delicacy of 
his turns, his choice of words, and perhaps the purity of his Tiatin- He who says that Pindar is 
inimitable, is himself inimitable in his Odes. But the contention betwixt these two great masters, 
is for the prize of Satire ; in which controversy, all the Odes and Epodes of Horace are to stand 
.excluded. I say this, because Horace has written many of them satirically, against his private 
enemies ; yet these, if justly considered, are somewhat of the nature of the Greek SiHi, which -were 
invectives against particular sects and persons. But Horace had purged himself of this choler, before 
he entered on those discourses, which are more properly called the Roman Satira He has not now to 
do with a Lyce, a Canidia, a Cassius Severus, or a Henas; but is to correct the vices and the folhes of 
his time, and to give the rules of a happy and virtuous life. In a word, thai; former sort of satire, wh.ch 
is known in England by the name of lampoon, is a dangerous sort of weapon, and for the most p;irt 
uulawfuL We have no moi-al right on the reputation of other men. It is tfl-king from them what we 
cannot restore to them. There are only two reasons, for which we may be permitted to write lampoons ; 
and I will not promise that they can always justify us. The first is revenge, when we have been affi*ont»jd 
in the same nature, or have been any ways notoriously abused, and can make ourselves no other repai'a- 
tion. And yet we know, that, in Chiistian charity, all offences are to be forgiven, as we expect the like 
p»u’don for those which we daily commit against Almighty God. And this consideration has oft an 
made me tremble when I was saying our Saviour’s prayer; for the phin condition of the foigivenass 
which we beg, is the pardoning of others the offences which they have done to us ; for which leason I 
have many times avoided the commission of that fault, even when I have been notorioTi&ly provokaX 
Let not this, my lord, pass for vanity in me, for it is truth, ilore libels have been written against me, 
than almost any man now living ; and I had reason on my side, to have defended my ovm innocence. 

I speak not of my poetry, which I have wholly given up to the crities : let them use it as they please : 
posterity, perhaps, may be more fiivourahle to me ; for interest and passion will lie buried in another 
ago, and partiality and prejudice he forgotten. I speak of my morals, which have been sufficiently 
aspersed : that only sort of reputation ought to he dear to e\eiy honest man, and is to me. But lot 
the w'orld witness for me, that I have been often wanting to myself in that particular; I have 
seldom answered any scurrilous lampoon, when it was in my power to have exposed my enemies ; 
and, bemg naturally vindicative, have suffered in silence, and possessed my soul in quiet. 

Any thing, though never so little, which a man speaks of himself in my opinion, is still too much ; 
and therefore I will waive this subject, and proceed to give the second reason which may justify a 
poet when he writes against a particular peraon ; and that is, when he is become a public nuisance. 
All those, whom Horace in his Satires, and Persius and Juvenal have mentioned in theus, with a ‘ 
brand of infamy, are wholly such. It is an action of virtue to ma k e examples of vicious men. Tiiey j 
may and ought to he upbraided with theii* crimes and follies; both for their amendment, if they are | 
not yet incorrigible, and for the terror of others, to hinder them from fidling into those enomuties, j 
which they see are so sevei'ely punished in tlie persons of others. The first reason was only an excuse 1 
for revenge ; but this second is absolutely of a poet’s office to perform : but how few lampooners are ! 
now living, who are capable of this duty 1 TThen they come in my way, it is impossible sometimes to 
avoid reading them. But, good God I how remote they are, in common justice, from the choice of 
such persons as are the proper subject of satire 1 And how little wit they bi*ing for the support of j 
their injustice ! The weaker sex is their most ordinary theme ; and the best and £ui*C3t are sure to \ 
be the most severely handled. Amongst men, those who are prosperously unjust, are entitled to j 
panegyiio; but afllicted virtue is insolently stabbed with all manner of reproaches; no decency is 1 
considered, no frilsomeness omitted ; no \ euom is wanting, as far as dulness can supply it : for there | 
is a perpetual dearth of wit; a barrenness of good sense and entert ainm ent. The n^lect of tlic j 
readers will soon put an end to this sort of scribbling. There can be no pleasantry, where there is ^ 
no wit ; no impression can he made, where there is no truth for the foundation. To conclude : they 
arc like the fruits of the earth in this unnatural season ; the com which held up its head fr n?oiled 
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with i-anhnessj but the greater part of the harvest is laid along, and htUe of good income and 
wholesome nourishment is received into the bams. This is almost a digression, I confess to your 
lordship ; but a just indignation forced it from me. Kow I have removed this rubbish, I will return 
to the comparison of Juvenal and Horace. 

I would willingly divide the palm betwixt them, upon the two heads of profit and delight, which 
are the two ends of poetry in general It must be granted, by the fiivourers of Juvenal, that Hoiuce 
is the more copious and profitable in his instructions of human life ; hut, in my particular opinion, 
which I set not up for a standard to better judgmenis, Juvenal is the more delightful author. I am 
profited by both, I am pleased with both ; but I owe more to Horace for my instiuction, and more to 
Juvenal for my pleasure. This, as I said, is my particular taste of these two authors : they who will 
have either of them to excel the other in both qualities can scarce give better reasons for their 
opinion I for mine. But aU unbiassed readers will conclude, that my moderation is not to be 
condemned : to such impartial men* I must appeal ; for they who have already formed their judgment 
may justly stand suspected of prejudice; and though all who are my readers will set up to be my 
judges, I enter my caveat against them, that they ought not so much as to be of my jury ; or, if they be 
admitted, it is but reason that they should first hear what I have to urge in the defence of my opinion. 

That Horace is somewhat the better instructor of the two, is proved from hence, — ^that his 
instructions are more general, Juvenal’s more limited. So that, granting that the counsels which thisy 
give are equally good for moral use, Horace, who gives the most various advice, and most applicable 
to all occaaons which can occur to us in the course of our lives, — as including in his discourses, not 
only all the rules of morality, but also of civil conversation, — ^is undoubtedly to be preferred to him 
who is more circumscribed in his instructions, makes them to fewer people, and on fewer occasionsi, 
than the other. I may be pardoned for using an old saying, since it is true, and to the purpose : 
Bonum quo com/nunius, ed melius. Juvenal, excepting only his first Satire, is in all the rest confined 
to the exposing of some particular vice ; that he lashes, and there he sticks. His sentences are truly 
shining and instructive ; but they are sprinkled here and there. Horace is teaching xis in every line, 
and is perpetually moral : he had found out the skill of Viigil, to hide his sentences ; to give you the 
virtue of them, without showing them in their fiiU extent ; which is the ostentation of a poet, and 
not his art : and this Petronius charges on the authors of his time, as a vice of writing which was 
then growing on the age : Tie sententice ea^ra corpus orationis emineant : he would have them weavsd 
into the body of the work, and not appear embossed upon it, and striking directly on the x'eade r’s 
view. Folly was the proper quany of Horace, and not vice ; and as there are but few notonously 
wicked meu, in comparison with a shoal of fools and fops, so it is a harder thing to make a man wise, 
than to make him honest ; for the will is only to he reclaimed in the one, hut the understanding is to 
be informed in the other. There are blind sides and follies, even in the possessors of moial 
philosophy ; and there is not any one sect of them that Horace has not Ktposed ; which, as it was not 
the design, of Juvenal, who was wholly employed in lashing vices, some of them the most enormous 
that can be imagined, so, perhaps, it was not so much his talent 

j " Omne vafer vitium ridenti Flaccus amico 

I Tangit, et admis&us <^um prsecordia ludit. 

j This was the commendation which Persius gave him: where, by vitium, he means those little vices 
I which we call follies, the defects of human understanding, or, at most, the peccadillos of hfe, rather 
[ than the tragical vices, to which men are hurried by their unruly passions and exorbitant desires. 

I But, in the word onae, wMeh is universal, he concludes with me, that the divine wit of Horace left 
nothing untouched; that ho entered into the inmost recesses of nature; found out the imperfections 
even of the most wise and grave, as well as of the common people; discovering, even in the great 
Trebatius, to Vi’hom he addresses the first Sati.re, his hunting after business, and following the comi;, 
as well as in the persecutor Crispinu^ his impertinence and importunity. It is true, he exposes 
Crispinus openly, as a common nuisance; but he rallies the other, as a friend, more finely. The 
exhortations, of Persius are confined to noblemen ; and the stoic philosophy is that alone w’hich he 
^recommen^ to them ; Juvenal exhorts to particular virtues, as they are opposed to those vices 
against wliicli lie dodaims ; but Horace laughs to shame all follies, and insmuates vhtuc, rather by 
familiar examples tlir.:: by the severity of precepts. i 
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This last consideration seems to incline the balance on the side of Horace, and to give the 
preference to Juvenal, not only in profit, but in pleasure. But, after all, I must confess, that the 
delight which Horace gives me is but languishing. Be pleased still to understand, that I speah of my 
own taste only : he may ravish other men; but I am too stupid and insensible to be tickled. ‘Where 
he bai-ely grms himself, and, as Scaliger says, only shows his white teeth, he cannot provoke me to 
any laughter. His urbanity, that is, his good manners, are to be commended, but his wit is faint ; 
and his salt, if I may dare to say so, almost insipid. Juvenal is of a more vigorous and masculine wit ; 
he gives me as much pleasure as I can bear; he fiiUy satisfies my expectation ; he treats his subject 
home ; his spleen is raised, and he raises mine : I have the pleasure of concernment in all he says ; 
he drives his reader along with him; and when he is at the end of his way, I willingly stop with him. 
If he went another stage, it would be too far ; it would make a journey of a progress, and turn 
delight into fatigue. When he gives over, it is a sign the subject is exhausted, and the wit of man 
can carry it no farther. If a fault can be justly found in him, it is, tTinf. he is sometimes too 
luxuriant, too redundant ; says more than he needs, like my fifiend the PZain-jDttiitfr, but never more 
than pleases. Add to this, that his thoughts are as just as those of Horace and much more elevated. 
His expressions are sonorous and more noble ; his verse more numerous and his words are suitable 
to his thoughts, sublime and lofty. AH these contribute to the pleasure of the reader; and the 
greater the soul of him who reads, his transports are the greater. Horace is always on the amblet, 
Juvenal on the gallop ; but his way is perpetually on carpet-groimd. He goes with more impetuosity 
than Horace, but as securely ; and the swiftness adds a more lively agitation to the spirits. The low 
style of Horace is according to his subject, that ii^ generally grovelling. I question not but he could 
have itdsed it ; for the first Epistle of the second book, whidi he writes to Augustus (a most instruc- 
tive satire concerning poetry,) is of so much dignity in the words, and of so much elegancy in the 
numbers, that the author plainly shows, the sermo jpedestris, in his other Satire^ was rather his choice 
than his necessity. He was a rival to Luciliu% his predecessor, and was resolved to surpass him in 
his own manner. Lucilius, as we see by his remaining fragments, minded neither his style, nor his 
numbers, nor bis purity of word^ nor his run of verse. Horace^ therefores, copes with him in that 
humble way of satire, writes under his own force, and carries a dead-weight, that he may match his 
competitor in the race. Thi^ I imagine, was the chief reason why he minded only the dearness of 
his satire, and the deanness of expression, without ascending to those heights to whidi his own vigour 
might have carried him. But, limiting his desires only to the conquest of Lucilius^, he had his ends 
of his rival, who lived before him; but made way for a new conquest over himself by Juvenal, his 
successor. He could not give an equal pleasure to his reader, because he used not equal instnunents. 
The fault was in the tools, and not in the workman. But versification and numbers are the greatest 
pleasures of poetry; Vii^ knew it, and practised both so happily, that, for aught I know, his greatcbt 
excellency is in his diction. In all other parts of poetiy, he is feultless ; but in this he placed his 
chief perfection. And give me leave, my lord, since I have here an apt occasion, to say, that Tiigil 
could have written sharper satires than either Horace or Juvenal, if he would have employed his 
talent that way. I will produce a verse and a half of hi^ in one of his Eclogues, to justify my 
opinion ; and with commas after every word, to show, that he has given almost as many lashes as he 
has written syllables : it is against a bad poet, whose ill verses he describes : — 

** Non tn, in triviis, indocte, solebas, 

Stridenti, miserum, stipuia, disperdere carmen ? " 

But, to return to my purpose. "When there is anything deficient in nnmbers and sound, the reader is 
uneasy and unsatisfied ; he wants something of his complement, desires somewhat which he finds 
not: and tiiis being the manifest defect of Horace, it is no wonder that, finding it supplied in 
Juvenal, we are more delighted with him. And, besides this, the sauce of Juvenal is more poignant, 
to create in us an appetite of reading him. The meat of Horace is more nonrishing ; but the cookery 
of Juvenal more exquisite : so that, granting Horace to be the more general philosopher, we caimot 
deny that Juvenal was the greater poet, I mean in satire. His thoughts are sharper ; his indignation 
against vice is more vehement ; his spirit has more of the commonwealth genius : he treats tyranny, 
and all the vices attending it, as they deserve, 'with tlie utmost rigour: and consequently, a noble 
soul is better pleased with a zealous vindicator of Roman libeiiy. than \\'ith a tempoiisiug poet, a 
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ell-mannered court slave, and a man who is often a&aid of laughing in the right place; who is 
ever decent, because he is naturally servile. After all, Horace had the disadvantage of the times in 
which he lived ; they were better for the man, but worse for the satirist. It is generally said, 
that those enormous vices which were practised under the reign of Domitian, were unknown in tlie 
time of Augustus Ciesar; that therefore Juvenal had a larger field than Horace. Little follies ■were 
out of doors, when oppression was to be scourged mstead of avarice ; it was no longer time to turn 
! into ridicule the false opinions of philosopher, when the Roman Lberty was to be asserted. There 
j was more need of a Brutus in Domitian’s chiys, to redeem or mend, than of a Hoiuce, if he had then 
' been living, to laugh at a fly-catcher. This reflection at the same time excuses Horace, but exalts 
j Juvenal. — I have ended, before I was aware, the comparison of Horace and Juvenal, upon the topics 
i of instruction and dehght ; and, indeed, I may safely here conclude that common-place ; for, if we 
I make Horace our minister of state in satire, and Juvenal of our private pleasures, I think the latter 
' has no ill baigain of it Let profit have the pre-eminence of honour, in the end of poetry. Pleasure, 

' though but the second in degree, is the first m favour. And who would not choose to be loved 
better, rather than to be more esteemed 1 But I am entered already upon another topic, which 
conceius the particular merits of these two sathists. — ^However, I will pursue my business where I 
left it, and (sirry it farther than that common observation of the several ages in which these authois 
j flourished. 

! "When Horace writ his Satires, the monarchy of his Csesar was in its newness, and the government 
I but just made easy to the conquered people. They could not possibly have forgotten the usurpation 
of that prince upon their fireetlom, nor the violent methods which he had used, in the compassing 
that vast design : they yet remembered his proscriptions, and the slaughter of so many noble Romans, 
their defenders : amongst the rest, that horrible action of bis, when he forced Livia from the aims of 
her husband, who was constrained to see her married, as Dion relates the story, and, big with child as 
ishe was, conveyed to the bed of bis insulting rival The same Dion Cassius gives us another instance 
of the crime before mentioned; that Cornelius Sisenna being reproached, in full senate, vath tho 
licentious conduct of his wife, returned this answer, “that he had married her by the counsel of 
Augustus;” intimating, says my author, that Augustus had obliged him to that mamage, that he 
{ might, under that covert, have the more free access to her. His adulteries uere still before their 
I eyes; but they must be patient where they had not power. In other things that emperor was 
f moderate enough : propriety was generally secured ; and the people entertained with public shows 
; and donativesi, to make them more easily digest their lost liberty. But Augustus, who Avas 
j conscious to himself of so many crimes which he had comnutted, thought, in the first place, to 
I provide for his own reputation, by making an edict against Lampoons and Satires, and the authora of 
those defamatory writings, which my author, Tacitus, fr’om the law-term, calls famosos lihellos. 

In the first hook of his Annals, he gives the following account of it, in these words : Prim ua 
A uffu&iug cognitionem de famosis UbeUis, specie leyis ejus, tractavit ; commotm Cassii Seven libidine, qud 
riros foemiTiasque (UustreSj procaclbus senptis diffamaverat. Thus in English ; “ Augustus was the firat, 
who under the colour of that law took cognisance of lampoons, being provoked to it, by the 
pctulancy of Cassius Severus, who had defamed many illustrious persons of both sexes, in his 
wTitings.” The law to which Tacitus refers, was Lex lessee Majestatis; commonly called, for the sake 
of brevity, Jlfajestos; or, as we may say, high treason. He means not that this law had not been 
enacted fonnerly : for it had been made by the Decemviri, and was inscribed amongst the rest in 
the Twelve Tables; to prevent the aspersion of the Roman majesty, either of the people themselves, 
or their religion, or their magistrates : and the infringement of it was capital ; that is, the offender 
was whipt to death, with the /csaccs, which were home before their chief of^cers of Rome. But 
Augustus was the first, who restored that intermitted law. By the words, under colowr of that law 
j he insinuates that Augustas caused it to be executed, on pretence of those libels^ which were written 
J by Cassms Severus, against the nobility; but, in truth, to save himself from such defamatory verses, 
Suetonius likewise makes mention of it thus : Sparsos de se in curid famosos W>ello8, nec expavit, et 
mayna curd redarguit. Ac ne reguisiiis gmdem anctoribuSf id Tnodo cen>8uit, cogTLosc&ndum postkac de 
iis qui lihellos aut carmiTia ad infamdam, cujuspiam cuh alieno nomiine edant. Augustus was not 
afraid of libels,” says that author ; “ yet he took all care imaginable to have them answered ; and 
then decreed, that, for the time to come, the authors of them should be punished.” But Aurelius 
inakcb it yet more clear, according to my sense, tiiat this emperor for his own sake durst not permit 
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fcliem; Fecit id Augmtvs in speciem, et quasi gratijicarttur populo Romano, et primoTihus nrbis; se6> 
revera ut sihi comideret : nam habuit in animo, comprimcre nimiani quoimndam procacitaiem in loquendo, 
a qud nec ipse exemptus fuit. Nam sm nomine compescere erat invidiosum, svb alieno facile et }dlle, 
Eigo specie legis tractavit, quasi populi Romani majestcLS infamaretur. This, I thinh, is a sufficient 
comment on that passage of Tacitus. — wiU add only hy the way, that the whole family of the Ccesai*s. 
and all their relations, were included in the law ; because the majesty of the Romans, in the time of 
the empire, was wholly in that house; omnia Casar erat: they were all accounted sacred ulio 
belonged to him . As for Cassius Severus, he was contemporary with Horace; and was the same 
poet agamst whom he writes in Ins Epodes under this title. In Cassium Severum mcdedicum poetam ; 
perhaps intending to kill two crow^ according to our proverb, with one stone;, and revenge both 
himself and his emperor together. 

From hence I may reasonably conclude, that Augustus, who was not altogether so good as he was 
wise, had some by-respect in the enacting of this law ; for to do any thing for nothings was not his 
m a xim. Horace, as he was a courtier, complied with the interest of his master; and, avoiding the 
lashing of greater crimes confined himself to the ridiculing of petty vices and common follies ; 
excepting only some reserved cases^ in his Odes and Epode^ of his own particular quarrel^ which 
either with permission of the magistrate, or without it, every man will revenge, though I say not tlut 
he should ; for prior Icesit is a good excuse in the civil law, if Christianiiy had not taught us to 
foi-give. However, he was not the proper man to arraign great vices, at least if the stories which we 
hear of him are true, — ^that he practised some, which I will not here mention, ont of honour to him- 
It was not for a Clodius to accuse adulterers, especially when Augustus was of that number; so that 
though his age was not exempted fLX)m the worst of villanie^ there was no freedom left to reprehend 
them by reason of the edict, and our poet was not fit to represent them in an odious character, 
because himself was dipped in the same actions. Upon this accoimt, without farther insisting on the 
different tempers of Juvenal and Horace, I conclude, that the subjects which Horace chose for satire 
are of a lower nature than those of which Juvenal has written. 

Thus I have treated, in a new method, the comparison betwixt Horace, Juvenal, and Peraus; some- 
what of their particular manner belonging to all of them is yet remaining to be considered- Persius 
was grav^ and particularly opposed his gravity to lewdness, which was the predominant vice in 
Nero’s court, at the time when he published his Satires, which was before that emperor fell into the 
excess of cruelty. — Horace was a mild admonisher, a court-satirist, fit for the gentle times of 
Augustus, and more fit, for the reasons which I have already given. Juvenal was as proper for his 
times, as they for theirs ; his was an age that deserved a more severe chastisement ; vices were more 
gross and open, more flagitious, more encouraged by the example of a tyrant, and more protected by 
his authority. Therefore, wheresoever Juvenal mentions Nero, he means Boniitian, whom he dares 
not attack in his own person, but scourges him by proxy. Heinsius urges in praise of Horace that, 
according to the ancient art and law of satire, it should be nearer to comedy than tragedy : not 
declaiming against vice, but only laughing at it Neither Persius nor Juvenal were ignorant of this, 
for they had both studied Horace. And the thing itself is plainly true. But as they had read Hoin**c, 
they had likewise read Lucilius, of whom Persius says, — secuit urhem ; . et genuinum fregit in ilils; 
meaning Mutius and Lupus ; and Juvenal also mentions him in these words : — 

" Ease velnt stricto, qiinties Lncilius ardens 
Infremuit, rubet auditor, cui frigida mens est 
Criiniiiibus, tacitii sndant prsecordia cnlpfi.** 

So that they thought the imitation of Lucilius was more proper to their purpose than that of 
Horace. '‘They changed satire, (says Holy day) but they changed it for the better; for the bnsinebs 
being to reform great vices, chastisement goes farther than admomiion ; whereas a perpetual grin,, 
like that of Horace, does rather anger than amend a man.” 

Thus far that learned critic, Barten Holyday, whose interpretation and illustrations of Juvenal are 
as excellent, as the verse of his translation and his English are lame and pitiful For it is not enough 
to give us the TnpgTii'ng r of a poet, which I acknowledge him to have performed most f a i t hf u ll y, hut he 
must also imitate his genius, and his numbers, as far as the English will come up to the elegance of 
the original.— In few words, it is only for a poet to tran=:lato a poem. Holyday and Stapylton Lad 
not enough considered this, when they attempted Juvenal : but I forbear reflections ; only I leg 
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leave to take notice of this sentence, where Holyday says, a perpetual grin, like that of Horace, 
rather angers than amends a man.” I cannot give him up the manner of Horace in low satii*e so 
easily. Let the chastisement of Juvenal be never so necessary for his new kind of satire ; let him 
declaim as wittily and sharply as he pleases; yet stiE the nicest and most delicate touches of satire i 
consist in fine raillery. This, my lord, is your particular talent, to which even Juvenal could not | 
arrive. It is not reading, it is not imitation of an author, which can produce this fineness; it must be 
inborn ; it must proceed from a genius, and particular way of thinking, which is not to be taught ; 
and therefore not to be imitated by him who has it not fiom nature. How easy is it to call rogue 
and villain, and that wittily i But how hard to make a man appear a fool, a blockhead, or a knave, 
■without using any of those opprobrious teims 1 To spare the grossness of the names, and to do the 
thing yet more severely, is to draw a full face, and to make the nose and cheeks stand out, and yet 
not to employ any depth of shadowing. This is the mystery of that noble trade, which yet no master 
can teach to his apprentice ; he may give the lules, but -the scholar is never the nearer in his practice. 

If either is it true, that this fineness of raillery is offensive. A witty man is tickled while he is hui*t 
in this manner, and a fool feels it not. The occasion of an offence may possibly be given, but he 
cannot take it. If it be granted, that in effect this way does more mischief, that a man is secretly 
wounded, and though he he not sensible himself, yet the malicious world will find it out for him ; ye< 
there is still a vast difference bet-wist the slovenly butchering of a man, and the finenesb of a stroke 
that separates the head from the body, and leaves it standing in its place. A man may be capable, as 
Jack Ketch’s wife said of his servant, of a plain piece of work, a hare hangmg; but to make a 
malefactor die sweetly, was only belonging to her husband. I wish I could apply it to myself, if the 
reader would be kind enough to think it belongs to me. The character of Zimri in my Absalom,” 
is, in my opinion, worth the whole poem : it is not bloody, but it is ridiculous enough ; and he, for 
whom it was intended, was too witty to resent it as an injury. If I had railed, I might have suffered 
for it justly; hut I managed my own work more happily, perhaps more dexterously. I avoided the 
meution of great crimes, and applied myself to the representing of hlindsides, and little extravagancies; 
to which, the -wittier a man is, he is generally the more obnoxious. It succeeded as I wished; the 
jest went ro-und, and he was laughed at in his turn who began the fixjlic. 

And thus, my lord, you see I have preferred the manner of Horace, and of your lordship, in this 
kind of satire, to that of Juvenal, and I Ifhink, reasonably. Holyday ought not to have arraigned so 
great an author, for that which was his exceUeucy and his merit : or if he did, on such a palpable 
mistake, he might expect that some one might possibly anse, either in his own time, or after him, to 
rectify his error, and restore to Horace that commendation, of which he has so unjustly robbed him. 
And let the manes of Juvenal forgive me, if I say, that this way of Horace was the best for amending 
manners, as it is the most difficult. His was on e-me reacindmdum ; but that of Horace was a pleasant 
cure, with all the limbs preserved entire ; and, as our mountebanks tell us in their bills, without 
keeping the patient within doors for a day. What they promise only, Horace has effectually performed: 
yet I contradict not the proposition v?hich I formerly advanced. Juvenal’s times required a more 
painful kind of operation ; but if he had lived iu the age of Horace, I must needs affirm, that he 
had it not about him. He took the method which was prescribed him by his o-wu genius, which was 
sharp and eager ; he could not rally, but he could declaim ; and as his provocations were great, he 
has revaoged them tragically. This notwithstanding, I am to say another word, which, as true as it 
is, will yet dicsplease the partial admirers of our Horace. I have hinted it before, but it is time for 
me now to speak more plainly. 

This manner of Horace is indeed -the best ; but Horace has not esecuted it altogether so happily, 
at least not often. The maimer of Juvenal is confined to be inferior -to the former, but Juvenal has 
excelled him in his performance. Juvenal has railed more -wittily than Horace has railed. Horace 
means to make his readers laugh, but he is not sure of his experiment Juvenal always intends to 
move your indignation, and he always brings about his purpose. Horace, for aught I know, might 
have tickled "the prople of his age; hut amongst the modems he is not so successful. They, -who say 
he entertains so pleasantly, may perhaps value themselves on the quickness of their own understand- 
iugs, that they can see a jest ffirther off than other men ; they may find occasion of laughter in the 
wit-battle of the two bufifeons, Sarmentus and Cacerrus; and hold their sides for fear of bursting, 
when Rupilius and Persius are scolding. For my own part, I can only like the characters of all four, 
which are judiciously ^ven; but for my heart I canuot so much as smile at their insipid raillery* 
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I see not why Persins should call upon Brutus to revenge him on his adversary : and that because he 
had killed Julius Csesar, for endeavouring to be a kingi therefore he should be desired to murder 
Rupilius, only because his name was Mr. Kmg. A miserable clench in my opinion, for Horace to 
record : I have heard honest Mr. Swan make many a better, and yet have had the grace to hold mv 
countenance. But it may be puns were then in foshion, as they were wit in the sermons of the last 
age, and in the court of King Chai’les II. I am sorry to say it, for the sake of Horace : but certam it 
is, he has no fine palate who can feed so heartily on garbage. 

But I have already wearied myself, and doubt not but I have tired your lordship's patience, with 
this long, rambling, and I fear, trivial discourse. Upon the one half of the merits, that is, pleasure, 

I cannot but conclude that Juvenal was the better satirist. — They, who will descend into his 
particTilar praises, may find them at large in the Dissertation of the learned RigaJtius to Thuanus. 
As for Persiu^ I have given the reasons why I think him inferior to both of them ; yet I have one 
thing to add on that subject. 

Barten Holyday, who translated both Juvenal and Persius, has made this distinction betwixt 
them, which is no less true than witty, — ^that in Persius ihe difSculty is to find a meaning, in Juvenal 
to choose a meaning ; so crabbed is Persius, and so copious is Juvenal ; so much the understanding 
is employed in one, and so much the judgment in the other ; so difficult it is to find any sense in the ; 
former, and the best sense of the latter. } 

If, on the other side, any one suppose I have commended Horace below his merit, when I have 
allowed him but the second place, I desire him to consider, if Juvenal, a man of excellent natuinl 
endowments, besides the advantages of diligence and study, and coming after him, and building upon 
his foundations, might not probably, with all these helps, surpass him 1 And whether it be any 
dishonour to Horace to be thus surpassed, since no art or science is at once begun and perfected, but 
that it must pass first through many hands, and even through several ages? If Lucilius could add to 
Ennius, and Horace to Lucilius, why, without any diminution to the fame of Horace, might not 
Juvenal give the last perfection to that work? Or, rather, what disreputation is it to Hoiuce, that 
Juvenal excels in the tragical satire, as Horace does in the comical ? I have read over attentively 
both Heinsius and Dacier, in their commendations of Horace : but I can find no more in either of 
them, for the preference of him to Juvenal, than the instructive part ; the part of wisdom, and not 
that of pleasure ; which, therefore, is here allowed him, notwithstanding what Scaliger and Rigalthis 
have pleaded to the contrary for JuvcnaL And, to show that 1 am impartial, I will here translate 
what Dacier has said on that subject. 

** I cannot give a more just idea of the two books of Satires made by Horace, than by comparing 
them to the statues of the Sileni, to which Alcihiades compares Socrates in the Symposium. They 
were figures, which had nothing of agreeable, nothing of beauty, on their outside ; but when any one 
took the pains to open them, and search into them, he there foimd the figures of all the deities. So, 
in the shape that Horace presents himself to us in his Satires, we see nothing, at the first view, which 
deserves our attention ; it seems that he is rather an amusement for children, than for the serious 
consideration of men- But, when we take away his crust, and that which hides him from our aght, 
when we discover hiTYi to the bottom, then we find all the divinities in a full assembly ; that is to 
say, all the virtues which ought to be the continual exercise of those, who seriously endeavour to 
correct their vices.” 

It is easy to observe, that Dacier, in this noble similitude, has confined the praise of his author 
wholly to the instructive part ; the commendation turns on this, and so does that which follows, 

“ In these two books of satire, it is the buaness of Horace to instruct us how to combat our vices, 
to regulate our passions, to follow nature, to give bounds to our desires, to distinguish betwixt truth 
and frlsehood, and betwixt our conceptions of things, and things themselves ; to come back from our 
prejudicate opinions, to imderstand exactly the principles and motives of all our actions; and to 
avoid the ridicule into which all men necessarily fiill, who are intoxicated with those notions which 
they have received from their masters, and which they obstinately retain, without exa minin g whether 
or no they be founded on right reason. 

"In a word, he labours to render us happy in relation to ourselves; agreeable and feithfal to our 
friends ; and discreet, serviceable, and well-bred, in relation to those with whom we are obliged to 
live, and to converse. To make his figures intelli^ble, to conduct his read^ through the labyrinth 
of some perplexed sentence, or obscure parenthesis, is no great matter; and, as Epictetus says, there 



3S2 


A DISCOXniSE ON SATIEE. 


is nothing of beauty in all this, or what is worthy of a prudent man. The piincipal business, and 
which is of mobt importance to us, is to show the use, the reason, and the proof of his precepts. 

** They who endeavour not to correct themselves, according to so exact a model, are just like the 
patients who have open before them a book of admirable receipts for their diseases, and please 
themselves with reading it, without comprehending the nature of the remedies, or how to apply 
them to their cure.” 

Let Horace go off with these encomiums, which he has so well deserved. | 

To conclude the contention betwixt our three poets, I will use the words of Virgil, in his fifth j 
.^Ineid, where JEneas proposes the rewards of the foot-race to the three first who should reach , 
{ the goal : — I 

^ Tres prsemia primi | 

Accipient, flavique caput nectenmr olivi." 

j Let these three ancients be preferred to all tbe modems, as first arriving at the goal ; let them all be 
I crowned, as victors, with the -WTeath that properly belongs to satire; but, after that, with this 
distinction amongst themselves, 

I “ Primus cquum phaleris insiguem victor habeto.” 

J Let Juvenal ride first in triumph ; 

“ Alter Amazonian! pharetram, plenamqne sagittis 
TUreiciis, lato quam circumplectitnr anro 
Balteus, et tereti subnectit fibula gemnut.” 

Let Horace, who is the second, and but just the second, canr off the quivera and the arrows, 
as the Iwulges of his satire, and the golden belt, and tbe diamond button ; 

Terhus Argolico h<« cljpeo contentus abi 

And let Perrius, the last of the first three worthies, bo contented with this Grecian shield, and with 
victory, not only over all tbe Grecians, who were ignorant of the Roman satire, but over all the 
modems in succeeiling ages, except Boileau and your lordship. 

J And thus I have given the history of J^re, and derived it as far as from Ennius to your 
2or<h?hip : that is, from its first rudiments of »K‘barity to its last polishing and perfection ; which is, 
j with Virgil, in his address to Augustus — 

" Nomen faml tot ferre per annos, 

Tithoni pnma quot abest ab origiae Cesar.” 

I said only from Ennius ; but I may safely carry it higher, as far as Livius Andronicus ; who, as I 
have said formerly, taught the first play at Rome, in the year ad urde comlitd cccccxiv. I have since 
j desired my learned friend, Mr. Haidwcli, to compute the difference of times, betwixt Aristophanes 
j and Livius Andronicus ; and he azures me, from the best cbronologers, that Plutus,” the last of 
j Aribtophanes’s plays, was represented at Athens, in the year of the 9Tth Olympiad, which agrees with 
I the year urbU condiios cccLXiv. So that the difference of years betwixt Aristophanes and Andronicus 
, is 150 ; from whence I have probably deduced, that Livius Andronicus, who was a Grecian, had read 
I the plat^ of the Old Comedy, which w'ere satirical, and also of the New ; for Menander was fifty 
I years before him, which must needs be a great light to him in his own plays, that were of the satirical 
j nature. That the Romans had fiirces before this it is true ; but then they had no communication 
^ vrith Greece ; so that Andronicus was the first who wrote after the manner of the old comedy in his 
j plays : he was imitated by Ennius, about thirty years afterwards. Though the former writ fables, 
the Latter, speaking properly, began the Roman satire ; according to that description which Juvenal 
gives of it in his first : — 

“ Qnicqnid agnnt homines, votum, timor, ira, voluptas, 

Gandia, disenrsns, nostn est farrago Ubelli.” 

This is that in which I have made bold to differ firom Casaubon, Rigaltius, Dacicr, and indeed from all 
the modem critics. — that not Ennius, but Andronicus. was the first, who, by the Arc7i{sa Comtedia 
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of the Greeks, added many beauties to the first rude and barbarous Roman satii-e : which sort of 
poem though we had not derived from Rome, yet Nature teaches it mankind in all ages, and in 
eveiy country. 

It IS but necessary, that after so nsich has been said of Satire, some definition of it should be 
given. Heinsins, in his “ Dissertations on Horace,” makes it for me, in these words : “ Satire is a 
kind of poetry, without a series of action, invented for the purging of our minds ; in which human 
vices, ignorance, and errors, and all things besides, which are produced from them in every man, are 
severely reprehended ; partly dramatically, partly simply, and sometimes in both kinds of speaking ; 
hut, for the most paii:, figuratively, and occultly ; consisting in a low familiar way, chiefly in a sharp 
and pungent manner of speech ; but partly, also, in a facetious and civil way of jesting; by which 
either hatred, or laughter, or indignation, is moved .” — Where I cannot but observe, that this obscure 
and perplexed definition, or rather description, of satire, is wholly accommodated to the Horatian 
way; and excluding the works of Juvenal and Peraus, as foreign from that kind of poem. The 
clause in the beginnmg of it without a series of action ”) distinguishes satire properly from stages 
plays, which are all of one action, and one continued series of action. The end or scope of satire is 
to purge the passions ; so far it is common to the Satires of Juvenal and Persius. The rest which 
follows is also generally belongiug to all three ; till he comes upon us, with the excluding clause — 
consisting in a low familiar way of speech,” — ^which is the proper character of Horace ; and from 
which, the other two, for their honour be it spoken, are far distant. But how come lowness of style, 
and the familiarity of words, to be so much the propriety of satire, that without them a poet can be 
no more a satirist, than without nsibility lie can be a man ? Is the fault of Horace to be made the 
virtue and standing rule of this poem ? Is the grande snpJios of Persins, and the sublimity of Juvenal, 
to be circumscribed with tbe meanness of words and vulgarity of expression If Horace refused the 
pains of numbers, and the loftiness of figures, are they bound to follow so ill a precedent 1 Let him 
walk a-foot, ivith his pad in his hand, for his own pleasure ; but let not them be accounted no poets, 
who choose to mount, and show their horsemanship. Eolyday is not afr'aid to say, that there was 
never such a fall, as from his Odes to his Satires, and that he, injuriously to himself, untuned his harp. 
The majestic way of Persius and Juvenal was new when they began it, but it is old to us ; and what 
poems have not, with time, received an alteration in their fashion 1 “which alteration,” says Holyday, 
“ is to after-times as good a wanant as the firet.” Has not VirgU changed the maimers of Homer’s 
heroes in his jEneidl Certainly he has, and for the better; for Virgil’s age was more civihsed, and 
better bred ; and he writ according to the politeness of Rome, under the reign of Augustus Caesar, 
not to the rudeness of Agamemnon’s age, or the times of Homer. Why should we offer to confine 
free spirits to one form, when we cannot so much as confine our bodies to one fashion of apparel I 
Would not Donne’s satires, which abound with so much wit, appear more charming, if be bad taken 
cai'e of his words, and of his numbers ? But he followed Horace so very close, that of necessity ho 
must fall with him ; and I may safely say it of thfe present age, that if we are not so great wits as 
Donne, yet, certainly, we are better poets. 

But I have said enough, and it may he too much, on this subject. Will your lordship be pleased 
to prolong my audience, only so far, till I tell you my own trivial thoughts, how a modem satfre 
should be made. I will not deviate in the least from the precepts and examples of the ancients, who 
■were always our best masters. I will only illustrate them, and discover some of the hidden beauties 
in their designs, that we thereby may form our o'wn in imitation of them. Will you please hut to 
observe, that Persius, the least in digni-ty of all the three, has notwithstanding been the first, who has 
discovered to us this important secret, in the deagning of a perfect satire, — ^that it ought only to 
treat of one subject; to he confined to one particular theme ; or, at least, to one principally. If other 
vices occur in the management of the chiej^ they should only be transiently lashed, and not be 
inasted on, so as to make the design double. As in a play of the English fashion, which we call a 
tragi-comedy, there is to he hut one main design ; and though "there be an underplot, or second walk 
of comical characters and adventures, yet they are subservient to the chief fable, carried along under 
it, and helping to it ; so that the drama may not seem a monster with two heads. Thus, the 
Copemican system of the planets makes the moon to be moved by tbe motion of the earth, and 
carried about her orb, as a dependent of her’s. Ma&cardi, in his discourse of -tihe Doppia farola, 
or double tale in plays, gives an instance of it in the famous pastoral of Guarini, called IlPantor Ft do; 
where CJorisca and the Satyr are the under parts ; yet "we may observe, that Corisca is brought into 
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the body of the plot, and made subservient to it It is certain that the divine wit of Horace was net 
Ignorant of this rule,— that a play, though it consists of many parts, must yet be one in the action, 
and must drive on the accomplishment of one design ; for he gives this very precept , — Sit qmdvis 
nm^lex duntaxat tt unum ; yet he seems not much to mind it in his Satires, many of them consisting 
of more arguments than one ; and the second without dependence on the first. Ca&aubon has 
observed this before me, in his preference of Pemus to Horace ; and will have his own beloved 
author to be the first who found out and introduced this method of confining himself to one subject. 
1 know it may be uiged in defence of Horace, that this unity is not necessary ; because the veiy 
word satara signifies a dish plentifully stored with all variety of fimit and grains. Yet Juvenal, 
who calls his poems efarragot which is a word of the same signification with satura, has chosen to 
follow the same method of Persius, and not of Horace ,* and Boileau, whose example alone is a 
sufficient authority, has wholly confined himself in all bis satires, to this unity of design. That 
variety, which is not to be found in any one satire, is, at least, in many, written on several occasions. 
And if variety be of absolute necessity in every one of them, according to the etymology of the 
word, yet it may arise naturally from one subject, as it is diversely treated, in the several subordinate 
branches of it, all relating to the chief. It may be illustrated accordingly with variety of ex- 
amples in the subdivisions of it, and with as many precepts as there are members of it; which, 
altogether, may complete that oUa, or hotch-potch, which is properly a satire. 

Under this unity of theme, or subject, is comprehended another rule for perfecting the design of 
true satire. The poet is hound, and that ex oJicWj to give his reader some one precept of 
moral viitue, and to caution him against some one particular vice or folly. Other virtues, subordinate 
to the first, may be recommended under that chief head; and other vices or follies may be 
scoui'ged, besides that which he principally intends. But he is chiefly to inculcate one virtue, and 
insist on that. Thus Juvenal, in every satire excepting the tot, ties himself to one principal 
instructive point, or to the shunning of moral eviL Even in the sixth, which seems only an 
arraignment of the whole sex of womankind, there is a latent admonition to avoid iU women, by 
showing how very few, who are virtuous and good, are to be found amongst them. But this, 
though the wittiest of all his satires, has yet the least of truth or instruction in it. He has run 
himself into his old declamatory way, and almost forgotten that he was now setting up for a 
moral poet. 

Persius is never wanting to us in some profitable doctiine, and in exposing the opposite vices 
to it Bjs kind of philosophy is one, which is the Stoic; and every satire is a comment on 
one particular dogma of that sect, unless we will except the first, which is against bad •writei’s ; 
and yet even there he forgets not the precepts of the Porch. In geneial, all virtues ai’e 
everywhere to be praised and recommended to practice; and all vices to be reprehended, 
and made either odious or ridiculous ; or else there is a fundamental error in the whole design. 

I have already declared who are the only persons that are the adequate object of private 
satire, and who they are that may properly be exposed by name for public examples of vices 
and follies and therefore I will trouble your lordship no fiirther with them. Of the best 
and finest manner of satire, I have said enough in the comparison betwixt Juvenal and 
Horace : it is that sharp, well-mannered way of laugb’ng a folly out of countenance, of which 
your lordship is the best master in this age. I will proceed to the versification, which is 
most proper for it, and add somewhat to what I have said already on that subject The 
j sort of verse which is called burlesque, consisting of eight syllables, or four feet, is tliat 
f which our excellent Hudibras has chosen. I ought to have mentioned him before, when I 
spoke of Donne; but by a dip of an old man^s memory he was forgotten. The worth of 
his poem is too well known to need my conunendation, and he is above my censure. His 
satire is of the Tarronian kind, though unmixed with prose. The choice of his numbers is 
smtable enough to his design, as he has managed it; but in any other hand, the shoriness 
of his verse, and the quick returns of rhyme, had debased the dignity of style. And besides, 
the double rhyme, (a necessary companion of burlesque writing) is not so proper for manly 
ssvtire; for it turns earnest too much to jest, and gives us a boyish kind of pleasure. It 
tickles awkwardly with a kind of pain, to the best sort of readers : we are pleased ungratefully, 
and, if I may say so, against our liking. We thank him not for giving us that unseasonable 
delight, when we know he could have given us a better, and more solid. He might have 
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left; tlut task to otters, who, not bein^ able to put in thought, can only make us giin with 1 
the excrescence of a word of two or three syllables in the close. It is, indeed, below so | 
CTeat a master to make use of such a little iustiunient. But his good sense is pei’petually i 
' shining thi’ough all he wntes : it affords us not the time of findmg faults, ^e pass throt^h 
I the levity of his rhyme, and are immediately carried into some admirable useful thought. ' 
; After all, be has chosen this kind of vei*se, and has written the best in it: and had he j 
taken another, he would always have excelled: as we say of a court-fiivourite, that whatsoever I 
his office be, he still makes it uppermost, and most beneficial to himselfi 
' The quickness of your imagination, my lord, has already prevented me; and you know 
j beforehand, that I would prefer the verse of ten syllables, wbich we call the English heroic, 

I to that of eight. This is truly my opinion; for this sort of number is more roomy; tlie 
I thought can turn itself with greater ease in a larger compass- When the rhyme comes too 
! thick upon us, it stniitens the expression, we are thinking of the close, when we should be 
; employed in adorning the thought. It makes a poet giddy with turning in a space too nanw for 
! his imagination ; he loses many beauties, without gaining one advantage. For a burlesque rhyme, I 
have ahready concluded to be none ; or, if it were, it is more easily purchased in tea syllables than in 
eight In both occasions it is as in a tennis-court, when the strokes of greater force ai*e given, w’hen 
I we strike out and play at length. Tastoni and Boileau have left us the best examples of this way, in 
‘ the *• Secchia Eapita,” and the “ LuriiQ ; ” and next them Merlin Cocaius, in his Baldus.” I w'lll 
I speak only of the two former, because the last is written in Latin verse. The “ Secchia Rapiia ” is an 
; Italian poem, a satire of the Varronian kind. It is written in the stanza of eight, which is their 
! measure for heroic verse. The words are stately, the numbers smooth, the turn both of thoughts 
I and words is happy. The first six lines of the stanza, seem majestical and severe ; but the two la*t 
I turn them all into a pleasant ndicule. Boileau, if I am not much deceived, has modelled from hence 
! his famous " Lutiin.” He had read the burlesque poetry of Scorron, with some kind of indignation, 

I as vntty as it was, and found nothing in France that was worthy of his imitation ; but he copied the 
I Italian so well, that his own may pass for an original He writes it in the French heroic verse, and 
I calls it an heroic poem ; his subject is tri-vdal, but his verse is noble. I doubt not but he had Virgil I 
I in his eye, for we find many admirable imitations of him, and some parodies ; as particularly this 
I passage in the fourth of the ^Eneids . — 

j ** Nec tibi diva parens, generis nec Dardanns anctor, 

f Perfide; sed duris genuit te cantibus horrens 

I Caucasus ; Hyrcau8eq[ue admorCnt nbera tigres : ^ 

j which he thus translates, keeping to the words, but altering the sense 

, ^ Non, ton perei Paris, nefot point bcnlanger: 

j Et tu n’es point dn sang de Gervais, Thorloger ; 

Ta mere ne fut point la maitresse d'un coche ; 

Cancase dans ses flancs te forma d'une r*«:he ; 

Une tigresse afireuse. en quelque autre ecorte, 

Te fit, avec son laic, succer sa cruaute.” 

And, as Virgil, in his fourth Gteorgic, of the Bees, perpetually raises the lowness of his subject, by the 
loftiness of his words, and ennobles it by comparisons drawn from empires, and from monai'chs : — 

" Admiranda tibi levinm spectacnla remm, 

Magnanimosqne duces, totiUi>que ordine gentis 
Mores et stuiEa, et pupulo^ et prcelia dicam.’^ 

! And again : — 

“ At genus immoriale manet; mnitosqne per annos 
Stat fortuna domOs, et avi nnmerantur avorom ^ 

we see Boileau pursuing him in the same flighty and scarcely yielding to his master. This, I think, 
my lord, to be the most beautiful, and most noble kind of satire. Here is the majesty of the heroic 
finely mixed with the venom of the other ; and raising the delight, which otherwise would be fiat and 
vulgar, by the sublimity of the expression. I could say somewhat more of the delicacy of this and 
some other of his satires ; but it might turn to his prejudice, if it were carried back to France. 
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I have given your lordsUip but Wa bare bint, in wbat veree and in "wbat manner this sort of 
satire may be best managed. Had I time, I could enlarge on the beautiful turns of words and 
thoughts, which are as requisite in this, as in heroic poetry itself, of which the satire is undoubtedly 
a species. "With these beautiful turns, I confess myself to have been unacquainted, till about 
twenty years ago, in a conversation which I had with that noble wit of Scotland, Sir George 
Mackenzie; he asked me why I did not imitate in my verses the turns of Mr. "VTaller and Sir John 
Denham, of which he repeated many to me. I had often read with pleasure, and with some profit, 

I those two fathers of our English poetry ; but had not seriously enough considered those beauties 
j which give the last perfection to their works. Some sprinklings of this kind I had also formerly in my 
j plays ; but they were casual, and not designed. But this hint, thus seasonably given me, first made 
! me sensible of my own wants, and brot^ht me afterwards to seek for the supply of them in other 
* English authors. I looked over the darling of my youth, the famous Cowley ; there I found, instead 
’ of them, the points of wit, and quirks of epigram, even in the “Davideis,” an heroic poem, which is 
; of an opposite nature to those puerilities ; but no elegant turns either on the word, or on the thought. 

1 Then I consulted a greater genius (without offence to the manes of that noble author), I mean Milton; 
i but as he endeavours every where to express Homer, whose age had not arrived to that fineness, I 
1 found in him a time sublimity, lofty thoughts, which were clothed with admirable GrecLsms, and 
' ancient words, which he had been di^ng from the mines of Chaucer and Spenser, and which, with 
! all their rusticity, had somewhat of venerable in them. But I found not there neither that for which 
j I looked. At last I had recourse to his master, Spenser, the author of that immortal poem, called 
, the Fairy Queen;'* and there I met with that which I had been looking for so long in vain, 
j Spenser had studied Thgil to as much advantage as Milton had done Homer ; and amongst the rest 
‘ of his excellencies had copied that. Looking farther into the Italian, I found Tasso had done the 
j same ; nay more, that all the sonnets in that language are on the turn of the fibrst thought ; which 
; ilr. "Walsh, in his late ingenious preface to his poems, has observed. In shorty Virgil and Ovid are 
the two principal fountains of them in Latin poetry. And the French at this day are so fond of 
them, that they judge them to be the first beauties : delicate et him ioumi, axe the highest 
i commendations which they bestow on somewhat which they think a masterpiece. 

I An example of the turn on words, amongst a thousand others is that in the last book of Ovid’s 
: Metamorphoses ; ” 

I “ Hen ! quantam scelus est, in viscera, viscera condi I 

Con;jest«Ki«e avidum ping’tesct're corpore corpus ; 

I Altcriusqne animantein azuxnauus vivere leto.'' 

; An example on the turn both of thoughts and words, is to be found in CatuUus, in tlie complaint 
I of Ariadne, when was left by Theseus : — 

1 " Tam jam null % viro jiiranti foemina credat ; 

1 2yalla vui speret sarmt*nt;s esse fideles ; 

Qui, dam aliquid cupiens animus pr^gestit apisd, 

I Nil metuunt jnrare, nIUil pn-unittere parcuut : 

j Sed simul ae cupitris mentis satiata libido est, 

J Dicta mlul metnCre, niliil peijuria cnraitf^ ” 


An enctiuordinaiy turn upon the words, is that in Ovid's ‘‘Epistolse Heroidum,” of Sappho 
to Phaon : — 


“ Si, nisi qiUE formS poterit te digna videri, 
Nulla futoiQ, toa est, nulla futura tua est'’ 


Lastly : A turn, which I cannot say is absolutely on words, for the thought turns with them, is in 
the fourth Gfeoigic of Virgil ; where Orpheus is to receive his wife fix)m hell, on express condition 
not to look on her till she was come on earth : — 


** Ctaa snbita incauinm dementia cepit amantem 
I Ignosceaida quidem, scirent si iguoscere Manes.” 

I 

I will not burthen your lordship with more of them ; for I write to a master who understands 
them better than myselfi But I may safely conclude them to be great beauties. — ^I might descend 
also to the mechanic beauties of heroic verse ; but we have yet no English pre&otfia, not so much as a 


A DISCOURSE 0:S SATIRE. 


357 


tolerable dictionaiy, or a grammar; so that our language is in a manner barbarous; and what 
I government will encourage any one, or more, who are capable of refining it, I know not ; but nothing 
under a public expence can go through with it. And I rather fear a declinatioii of the language, than , 
hope an advancement of it in the present age. I 

I am still spealdng to you, my lord, though, in all probability, you are already out of hearing. I 
Nothing, which my meanness can produce, is worthy of this long attention. But I am come to the I 
, last petition of Abraham; if there be ten righteous line^ in this vast preface, spare it for their sake ; j 
dnd also spare the next city, because it is but a little one, ( 

I would excuse the performance of this translation, if it were all my own ; but the better, though 
not the gi*eater part^ being the work of some gentlemen, who have succeeded very happily in their 
undertaking, let their excellencies atone for my imperfections, and those of my sons, I have permed 
some of the satires, which are done by other hands ; and they seem to me as perfect in their kind, as 
any thing I have seen in English verae. The common way which vre have taken, is not a literal 
translation, but a kind of paraphrase ; or somewhat, which is yet more loos^ betwixt a paraphiiise 
and imitation. It was not possible for us, or any men, to have made it pleasant any other way. If 
rendering the exact sense of those authors, almost line for line, had been our business, Barten 
Holyday had done it already to our hands : and, by the help of his learned notes and illustrations, not 
only Juvenal and Persius, but, what yet is more obscure, bis own verses, might be understood. 

But he wrote fbr fame, and wrote to scholars : we write only for the pleasure and entertainment 
{ of those gentlemen and ladies, who, though they are not scholars, are not ignorant : persons of under- 
standing and good sense, who, not having been conversant in the original, or at least not having made 
Latin verse so much tndir business as to be critics in it, wo^ild be glad to find, if the wit of our two 
great aushv-rs be answerable to their fame and reputation in the world. V\e nave, therefore, 
endeavcm'cd to give the public all the satisfaction we are able in this kind. 

And if we are not altogether so faithful to our author as our* predecessors Holyday and Stapylton, 
yet we may challenge to ourselves this praise, that we shall be far more pleasing to our readers. “We 
have followed our authors at greater distance, though not step by step, as they have done ; for often- 
times they have gone so close, that they have trod on the heels of Juvenal and Persius, and hurt them 
by their too near approach. A noble author would not be pursued too close by a translator. VTe 
lose his spirit, when we think to take his body. The grosser part remains with uj^ but the soul is 
flown away in some noble expression, or some delicate turn of words, or thought. Thus Holyday, 
who made this way his choice, seized the meaning of Juvenal ; but the poetry has always escaped him. 

They who will not grant me, that pleasure is one of the ends of poetry, but that it is only a 
means of compassing the only end, which is instruction, must yet allow, that without the means of 
pleasure, the instruction is but a bare and dry philosophy : a crude preparation of morals, which we 
may have ftom Aristotle and Epictetui^ with more profit than from any poet Ifeither Holyday nor 
Stapylton have imitated Juvenal in the poetical part of him — ^his diction and his elocution. Nor had 
they been poets, as neither of them were, yet, in the way they took, it was impossible for them to 
have succeeded in the poetic part 

The English verse, which we call heroic, consists of no more than ten ^Uables ; the Lat i n 
hexameter sometimes rises to seventeen ; as, for example, this verse in YiigiL 

“ Pulyerolenta putrem soidtat qnatit tmgnla campmn.” 

Here is the difference of no less than seven syllables in a line, betwixt the English and the Latm. 
Now the medium of these is about fourteen ^Uables; because the dactyle is a more ft^quent foot m 
hexameters than the spondee. But Holyday, without considering that he wrote with the disadvantage 
of four syllables less in evety veree, endeavours to make one of his lines to compi*ehend the sense 
of one of Juvenal’s. According to the falsity of the proposition was the success. He was forced to 
crowd his verse with ill-sounding monosyllables, of which our barbarous lan g ua ge affords him a 
wild plenty ; and by that means he arrived at his pedantic end, which was to make a literal 
translatioii. TTIr vei^s have nothing of verse in them, but only the worst part of it — ^the rhyme ; and 
that, into the bargain, is far from good. But, which is more intolerable^ by cramming his ill-chosen, 
and worse-sounding monosyllables so close together, the very sense which he endeavours to explain 
is become more obscure than that of his author ; so that Holyday himself cannot be understood 
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vritliout as large a cominontary as tliat -wliicli lie makes on his two authors. For my own part, I 
am make a shift to find the meaning of Juvenal without his notes ; but his translation is moro 
difficult than his author. And I find beauties in the Latm to recompense my pains ; but, in Holyday 
and Stapylton, my ears, in the first place, are mortally offended ; and then their sense is so perplexed, 
that I return to the original, as the more pleasing task, as well as the more easy. 

This must be said for our translation, that, if we give not the whole sense of Juvenal, yet we give 
the most considemble part of it : vre give it, in general, so clearly, that few notes are sufficient to 
make us intelligible. We make our author at least appear in a poetic dress. We have actually made 
him more sounding, and more elegant, than he was before in English ; and have endeavoured to make 
him speak that kind of English, which he would have spoken had he hved in England, and had 
written to this age. If sometimes any of us (and it is hut seldom) make him express the customs 
and manners of our native country rather than of Rome, it is, either when there w^as some kind of 
analogy betwixt their customs and ours, or when, to make him more easy to vulgar understandings, 
we ^ve him those manners which are familiar to us. But I defend not this innovation, it is enough 
if I can excuse it. For, to speak sincerely, the manners of nations and ages are not to he confounded ; 
we shonld either make them English, or leave them Roman. If this can neither be defended nor 
excused, let it be pardoned at least, because it is acknowledged ; and so much the more easily, as 
being a fimlt which is never committed without some pleasure to the reader. 

Thus, my lord, having troubled you with a tedious visit, the best manners will be shown in the 
least ceremony. I will slip away while your back is turned, and while you are otherwise employed ; 
with great confusion for having entertained you so long with this discourse, and for having no other 
recompense to make you, than the worthy labours of my fellow-undertakers in this w^ork, and the 
thankful acknowledgments, prayers, and perpetual good wishes, of, 

* Mt Loed, 


Your lordship’s most obliged, most humble, and most obedient Servant, 


18 , 1 192 . 


JOHN DRYDEN. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

The poet gives us first a kind of humorous reason for his 
vmtmg . That being provoked by hearing so many ill 
poets rehearse theii’ works, lie does himself justice on 
them, by giving them as bad as they bring. Hut since 
no man will rank himself with ill writers, ’tis easy to 
conclude, that if such wretches could draw an audience, 
he thought it no hard matter to excel them, and gam a 
greater esteem with the public. Next he infoinis us 
more openly why he rather addicts himself to Satire, 
than any other kind of poetry. And here he discovers 
that it is not so much his indignation to ill poets, as to 
J1 men, which has prompted bun to write. lie therefoie 
gives us a summary and general view of the vices and 
tollies leigning in his time. So that this first Satire is 
the natural groundwork of all the rest Heiein he con- 
fines himself to no one subject, but strikes indifteiently 
at all men in his way : in every following Satire he has 
chosen some particular moral which he would inculcate ; 
and lashes some particular vice or folly (an ait with 
which otii lampooueis are not much acquainted). But 
our poet being desirous to lefonn his own age, and not 
daring to attempt it by an overt act of naming living 
peisons, inveighs only against those who weie inl.imous 
111 the times* immediately preceding his, whereby he not 
only gives a fair warning to gieat men, that their me- 
mory lies at tlie mei cy of future poets and liistoiiaus, 
but also, with a finer stroke of his pen, biands even the 
living, and personates them under dead men’s names. 

I have avoided as much as I could possibly the boiiowed 
learning of maiginal notes and illustrations, and for that 
reason have translated this Satire somevliat largely; 
and fieely own (if it be a fault) that I have likewise 
omitted most of the proper names, because 1 thought 
they would uot much edify the reader. To conclude, if 
in two or three places I have deserted all the commen- 
tatora, it is because they first deserted my author, or at 
least have left him iu so much obscurity, that too much 
room is left foi guessmg. 


Still shall I hear, and never quit the score, 
Stuuu’d with hoarse CodiW Theseid, o’er and 
o’er'Z 

Shall this man’s Elegies and Mother’s Play 
Unpunish’d murder a long summers day? 

Huge Telcphus, a formidable page, ® 

Cries vengeance ; and Orestes’ bulky rage. 
Unsatisfied with margins closely wnt, 

Foams o’er the covers, and not finish’d yet. 

No man can take a more familiar note 

Of his own home, than I of Vulcan’s grot, “ 


Ver. 1 Still shall J hear,"] It is not without caution, and 
a fear of repiehension, that I venture to mention what may 
appear too personal, that when I first had the honour of 
presiding at Winchester school, I found the youths of the 
upper class were in the habit ot frequently repeating, with- 
out book, the Satii os of Juvenal. I soon perceived, that, 
from tlie multiplicity of allusions to Roman liistoiy, man- 
ners, customs, and opinions, they unavoidably could not 
understand half they repeated. And I also peiceived that 
their compositions were unnaturally and impiopeily tiuo- 
tiired with a mixture of Juvenal’s harsli, fai -fetched, me- 
taphorical, and tumid expiessious, and of the purity of 
Virgil and Horace. I tlieiefoie laid aside the practice, and 
adhered closely and solely to the two last-mentioned aii- 
thois. After our author himself has so clearly and co- 
piously, in his dedication, marked the characteristical 
iliffeiuuces betwixt Horace and Juvenal, it would be vain 
and supeifluous to attempt to add any thing on a subject 
so exluusted. Dr. J. Wabton, 

Ver 2. Godiits] Or it may be Cordus, a bad poet who 
wiote the life and actions of Theseus 

Ver. 5. 'IWfphiiSjl The name of a tragedy. 

Ver. 6, Orestes] Another tragedy. 


Or Mars his grove, or hoUow winds that blow 
From JEtna’s top, or tortured ghosts below. 

I know by rote the famed exploits of Greece ; 

The Centaurs’ fury, and the golden fleece ; 
Through the thids shades th’ eternal scribbler 
bawls, !•* 

And shakes the statues on their pedestals. 

The best and worst on the same theme employs 
His muse, and plagues us with an equal noise. 

Provoked by these incorrigible fools, 

I left declaiming in pedantic schools ; 20 

Where, with men-boys, I strove to get renown, 
Advising Sylla to a pnvate gown. 

But, since the world with wilting is possess’d, 

I ’ll versify in spite ; and do my best, 

To make as much waste paper as the rest. '2® 

But why I lift aloft the Satire’s rod, 

And tread the path which famed Lucilius trod, 
Attend the causes which my Muse have led : 
When sapless eunuchs mount the maiTiage-bed, 
When mannish Mevia, that two-handed whore, 
Astride on horseback hunts the Tuscan boar, 
When all our lords are by his wealth outvied. 
Whose razor on my callow beard was tried ; 
When I behold the spawn of conquer’d Nile, 
Grispinus, both in birih and manners vile, 36 
Pacmg in pomp, with cloak of Tyrian dye, 
Changed oft a day for needless luxury ; 

And finding oft occasion to be fann’d. 

Ambitious to produce his lady-band j 
Charged with hght summer-rings his fingers sweat, 
Unable to support a gem of weight : 

Such fulsome objects meeting everywhere, 

’Tite hard to write, but harder to forbear. 

To view so lewd a town, and to refi.’am, 

What hoops of iron could my spleen contain ! ^ 
When pleading Matho, home abroad for air. 

With his fat paunch fills his new-fiishion’d chanv 
And after him the wretch in pomp convey’d. 
Whose evidence his lord and friend betray’d. 

And but the wish’d occasion does attend 
From the poor nobles the last spoils to rend, 
Whom ev’n spies dread as then.’ superior fiend, 
And bribe with presents ; or, when presents fiiil. 
They send their prostituted wives for bail : 

Ver. 11. Mars his grove,’] Some commentators 

take tills grove to be a place -vyheie poets were used to n-- 
peat their woiks to tlie people; but, nioxe probably, hot li 
this and Vulcan’s grot, or cave, and the lest of the plfurs 
and names here mentioned, are only me<int for the common- 
places of Homer, in his Iliads and Odysseys. 

Ver. 17. The btst and worst] That is. the best and the 
worst poets. 

Ver. 20. I Irft d> claiming] But he did not forsake his 
declamatory style. Dr. J. Wabton. 

Ver. 22. Advising SyUa, »&o ] This was one of the themes, 
given in the schools of ihetoricians, in the dclibei alive 
kind : Whether Sylla should lay down the supreme power 
ot dictatoiship, or still keep it. 

Ver. 27. Lueilius] The first satirist of tlie Romans, 

who wrote long before Horace. 

Vei . 30. Mevia,] A name put for any impudent 

or mannish woman. 

Ver. 33. Whose raaor, &c 1 Juvenal’s barber, noiv 
grown wealthy. 

Ver. 35. Ciispinus,] An Egyptian slave; now by liis 
riches traiisfonnod into a nobleman. 

Ver. 40. Charged with light suvmf‘ 1 -rings, Ac.] The 
Romans were grown so effeminate in Juveunrs tiino, tlmt 
they wore light iings in the summer, and heavier in tlie 
wiutcr. 

Ver 46 Matho,] A famous lawyer, raonti'Uied 

in other places by Juvoiial and Martial. 
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When Bight-peiformance holds the place of merit. 
And brawn and back the next of km disherit; 
For Eudi good ports are in preferment’s way, 

The rich old madam never fails to pay 
Her legacies, by Nature’s standard given. 

One gams an oimce, another gains eleven : ^ 

A dear-bought bargain, all thmgs duly weigh’d, 
For which their thnce concocted blood is paid; 
With looks as wan, as he who in the brake 
At unawares has trod upon a snake ; 

Or play’d at Lyons a declaiming pme, ^ 

For which the vanquish’d rhetoncian dies. 

What indignation boils withm my veins. 

When pei 3 ui*ed guardians, proud with impious 
gains, 

Choke up the streets, too narrow for their trains ! 
Whose wards by want betray’d, to crimes are led 
Too foul to name, too fulsome to be read 1 
When he who pill’d his province ’scapes the laws. 
And keeps his money, though he lost his cause : 

fine begg’d off, contemns his infamy. 

Can rise at twelve, and get him drunk ere three : ^ 
Enjoys his esdle, and, condemn’d in vain. 

Leaves thee, prevailing province, to complain ! 

Such villanies roused Horace into winth : 

And ’tis more noble to pursue his path. 

Than an old tale of Diomede to repeat, 

Or lahouriug after Hercules to sweat, 

Or wandering in the winding maze of Crete ; 

Or with the winged smith aloft to fly. 

Or fluttering per^ with his foolish hoy. 

With what impatience must the Muse behold ^ 
Tlie wife, by her procuring husband sold 1 
For though the law makes null tu’ adulterer’s 
deed 

Of lands to her, the cuckold may succeed ; 

Who his taught eyes up to the ceiling thi'ows. 
And sleeps sill over but his wakeful nose. ^ 
When he dares hope a colonel’s command. 

Whose coursers kept, ran out his father’s land; 
Who, yet a stripling, Nero’s chsniot drove. 
Whirl’d o’er the streets, while his vain master 
strove 

With boasted art to please his eunuchdove. 

Would it not make a modest author dare 
To draw his table-book within the square. 

And fill with notes, when lolling at his ease, 
Mecamas-like, the happy rogue he sees 
Borne hy six wearied slaves in open view, 

“Who cancell’d an old will, and forged a new ; 
Made wealthy at the small expense of signing 
With a wet seal, and a fresh interlining 
The lady, ne^, requires a lashing line. 

Who squeezed a toad into her husl^d’s 'wune : 

Ter. 65. at Zffcms] A city in France, where an- 

nual sacrifices and games were made in honour of Augustus 
Csesar. 

Ter. 77. jarevailiTtff proviTux, 6ec.] Here the poet 

complains tiai: the governors of provinces, heiug accused 
fur their unjust exactions, though they weie condemned at 
their tnals, yet got oft hy bnbery. 

Ter. 78. Jffbraeel Who wrote satires; ’tis more 

noble, says our author, to imitate him in that way, than to 
■write the labours of Hercules, the sufferings of Dioinedes 
and his folloueis, or the flight of Daedalus who made the 
labyiinth, and the death ot his son Icarus. 

Ter. 95. his ennudL-love^ Kero married Sponis, 

an eiuiuch ; though it may be the poet meant Kero's mis- 
tress in man's apparel. 

Ter. 99. Meccenas-li'Lfiy'] Mecfenas is often taxed by 
Seneca .and others for his effeminacy. 


So well the fashionable med’cinc thrives, 

That now ’tis practised ev’n by country wives ; 
Poisoning, -without regard of fame or fear : 

And spotted corps ai*e jftequent on the bier. 
Would’stthouto honom’sand preferments climb'* 
Be bold in mischief, dare some mighty crime, 
Which dungeons, death, or banislment deserves : 
For virtue is but drily praised, and steiwes. 

Grreat men, to great crimes, owe their plate 
emboss’d, 

Fair palaces, and furniture of cost ; 

And high commands : a sneaking sin is lost. 

Who can behold that rank old lecher keep 
BKs son’s corrupted wife, and hope to sleep ? 

Or that male-harlot, or that mifledged boy, 

Eager to sin, before he can enjoy ? 

If natui’e could not, anger would indite 
Such wofhl stuff as I or Shadwell widte. 

Count from the time, since old Deucaliou’s boat. 
Raised by the flood, did on Parnassus float ; 

And scarcely moonng on the cliff, implored 
An oracle how man might be restored; 

When soften’d stones and vital breath ensued, 
And virgins naked were by lovers view’d ; 

What ever since that Golden Age was done, 

What human kind desires, and what they shun, *** 
Rage, i».issions, pleasures, impotence of will, 

Shall this satnical ‘''UJection jfllL 
What age so lai^'y a crop of vices bore. 

Or when was avarice extended more 1 
When were the dice with more pro Won thrown .* 
The well-fill’d fob not emptied now alone, *36 
But gamesters for whole patimonies play ; 

The steward brings the deeds which must convey 
The lost estate ; what more than madness reigns, 
When one short sittmg many hundreds drains, 
And not enough is left him to supply 
Board-wages, or a footman’s livery i 
What age so many summer-seats did see ? 

Or which of our forefathers fared so well, 

As on seven dishes, at a private meal ? 

Chents of old were feasted ; now a poor 
Divided dole is dealt at th’ outwai’d door; 

Which by the hungiy rout is soon dispatcli’d : 

The paltry laigess, too, severely watch’d 
Ere given ; and every face observed with care, 
That no intrudiag guest usurp a share. 

Known, you receive : the crier calls aloud 
Our old nobility of Trojan blood, 

Who gape among the crowd for their precaiioua 
food. 

Tlie pr^tors’ and the tribunes’ voice is heard ; *53 
The ireedman jostles, and will bo preferr’d ; 

Fii-st come, first served, he cries ; and I, in spite 
Of your great lordships, will maintam my right. 
Though bom a slave, though my torn ears are 
bored, 

’Tis not the birth, tis money makes the lord. *5<* 

Ter. 118. - arid hope to sle^f] The meaning is, 

that the very consideration of such a crime, will hinder s 
virtuous man from taking his repose. 

Ter. 128. Deucalion and Pvrrha, when the world was 
drowned, escaped to the top ot Mount Parnassus : and weie 
commanded to lestore mankind hy throwing s tones over 
their heads. The stones he threw became men, and those 
she tlnew became women. 

tAouffh my tom ears are bored, I The 

etas of all slaves were bored as a mark of their servitude; 
wluch custom is still usual in the East Indies, and in otlier 
pam,_even for whole nations; who bore prodigious holes 
m then eais, and wear vast weights at them. 
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The rent of Eve fair houses I receive ; 

What greater honours can the purple give? 

The poor patrician is reduced to keep, 

In melancholy walks, a grazier’s sheep : 

Not Pallas nor Licinius had my treasure ; 

Then let the sacred tribunes wait my leisure. 
Once a poor rogue, ’tis true, I trod the street, 
And trudged to Rome upon my naked feet : 

Gold is the greatest god ; though yet we see 
No temples raised to Money’s majesty, 

No altars fuming to her power divine. 

Such as to Valour, Peace, and Virtue shine, 

And F*dth, and Concord : where the stork on high 
Seems to salute her infant progeny : 

Presaging pious love with her auspicious cry, 

But since our knights and senators account 
To what their sordid begging vails amount, 

Judge what a wretched shai’e the poor attends, 
Whose whole subsistence on those alms depends 1 
Their household fire, their raiment, and their food, 
Prevented by those harpies; when a wood 
Of littere thick besiege the donor’s gate, 

And begging lords and teeming ladies wait 
The promised dole : nay, some have leam’d the trick 
To beg for absent persons , feign them sick, 

Close mew’d in their sedans, for fear of air : 

And for their wives produce an empty chair. 

This is my spouse : dispatch her with her share. 
’Tis Galla : Let her ladyship but peep : 

No, Sir, ’tis pity to disturb her sleep. 

Such fine employments our whole days divide : 
The salutations of the moming'tide 
Call up the sun ; those ended, to the hall 
We wait the patron, hear the lawyers bawl ; 

Then to the statues ; where amidst the mce 
Of conquering Rome, some Arab shows his fiice. 
Inscribed with titles, and profanes the place ; 

Fit to be piss’d against, and somewhat more. 

The great man, home conducted, shuts bis door ; 
Old chents, wearied out with fruitless cai’o^ ^ 
Dismiss their hopes of eating, and despair. 
Though much against the grain forced to retire. 
Buy roots for supper, and provide a fiiu 

Ver. 163. The poor patrician] The poor nohleraan, 

Vcr. 166. Fallas nor Licinizis] Pallas, a slave 

freed by Claudius Cjesar, aud raised by his favoui to great 
iiches. Licinius was another wealthy freedmau, belonging 
to Augustus. 

Ver. 173. tohere the storTc on high, &c.] Perhaps 

tlie storks were used to build ou the top of the temple de- 
dicated to Concord. 

Ver. 181. Pi evented hy those hai'pies;] He calls the 
Roman knights, &c. liaipies, or devonrers. In those days 
the rich made doles intended fortlie poor; hut the gieat 
were either so co’votous, or so needy, that they came m 
their litters to demand tlieir shares of the largess; and 
tliereby prevented, aud consequently starved the poor. 

Ver. 189. ^Fts Qalla, &c.] The meaning is, that no- 
blemen would cause empty litters to be earned to the 
giver’s door, pretending their wives were within them; 
’Tis Galla, that is, my wife. The next words, Let her lady- 
ship hut peep, are of the servant who dista*ibutes the dole; 
let me see her, tliat 1 may he sure she is within the litter. 
The husband answers, She is asleep, and to open the litter 
would disturb her rest. 

Ver. 195. Then to the statues, &c ] The poet here tells 
you how the idle passed their time; in going fiist to tlie 
levees of the great, then to the hall, that is, to the temple 
of Apollo, to heai the lawyers plead, then to the market- 
place of Augustus, where the statues of the famous Romans 
were set in lanks on pedestals ; amongst which t>tatu«js 
were seen those of foreigners, such as Aiabs &c.; who, for 
no desert, but only on the account of their wealth, or favom, 
were placed .amongst the noblest. 


Meantime his lordship lolls within at ease. 
Pampering his paunch with foreign ranties ; 205 

Both sea and land are ransack’d for the fetst; 
And his own gut the sole invited guest. 

Such plate, such tables, dishes dress’d so well. 
That whole estates are swallow’d at a meal. 

Ev’n parasites are banish’d from his hoai'O : 

(At once a sordid and luxurious lord ;) 
Prodigious throat, for which whole hoa-s are 
dress’d ; 

(A creature form’d to furnish out a feast.) 

But present punishment pursues his maw, 

When surfeited and swell’d, the peacock r*w 21s 
He bears into the bath ; whence want of breath, 
Repletions, apoplex, intestate death. 

His fate makes table-talk, divulged with scorn. 
And he, a jest, into his grave is borne. 

No age can go beyond us ; future times 
Can add no farther to the present crimes. 

Our sons but the same things can wish and do ; 
Vice is at stand, and at the highest flow ; 

Then, Satire, spread thy sails ; take all the winds 
can blow. 

Some may, perhaps, demand what Muse can 
yield 225 

Sufficient strength for such a spacious field ? 
From whence ciiu be derived so large a vein, 

Bold truths to speak, 'Uid epoken to maintain ; 
When god-like freedom is so far bereft 
The noble mind, that scarce the name is left? ^ 
Ere scandalum magiiatum was begot, 

No matter if the great forgave or not : 

But if that honest licence now you take, 

If into rogues omnipotent you rake, 

Death is your doom, impaled upon a stake. 2.15 
Smear’d o'er with wax, and set on fire, to light 
The streets, and make a dreadful blaze by night. 
Shall they, who drench’d three uncles in a 
draught 

Of poisonous juice, be then in triumph brought. 
Make lanes among the people where they go, 24a 
And, mounted high on downy chariots, throw 
Disiunful glances on the crowd below ? 

Be silent, and beware, if such you see ; 

’Tis defamation but to say, That ’s he ! 

Agamst bold Tumus the great Trojan arm, 2 «- 
Amidst their strokes the poet gets no harm . 
Achilles may in epic verse be slain, 

And none of all his Myrmidons complain : 

Hylas may drop his pitcher, none will cry ; 

Not if he drown himself for company : 250. 

But when Lucilius brandishes bis pen. 

And flashes in the face of guilty men, 

A cold sweat stands in drops on every pai‘t ; 

And rage succeeds to tears, revenge to smaib. 
Muse, be advised ; ’tis past considering time, 255 
WTien enter’d once the dangerous lists of i-hymo ; 
Since none the living villains dare implead, 
Anmgn them in the persons of the dead. 

Vcr. 231. F^re scnnilaluin], A strange introduction of an 
oftence purely English, followed immediately by a Roman 
punUUuieiit, bo also above, vciso 189, the mention of her 
ladyship ; and his lordblxip, vexse 204. Hr. J. Wautox. 

Ver. 246. Against hold Tumus, &c ] A poet may safely 
wiite an heroic poem, wich as that of Virgil, who dohcribcs 
the duel of Tumus and jEneas; or of Homer, who arin s 
of Achilles and Hector , or the death of Hylas, the Catamire 
of Hercules; who, stooping for water, dropped his pitchei,. 
and fell into tlie well after it. But ’tb dangerous to wn:e 
satire like Lucilius* 
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Tlie story of this Satire speaks itself. Umhritiiis, the sup- 
p(>‘?eil friend of Juvenal, and hiraself a poet, is leaving 
Ilmne, and retinng to Cuinaj. Onr author accompanies 
lain out of tomi. Before they take leave of each other, 
rnibritiiis tells liis fiiend the reasons which oblige him 
to lead a private lile, in an ohscnre place He complains 
til it an honest man cannot get his bread at liome. Tliat 
none but flatterers make their fortunes there. That 
tiiecians and other foreigners raise themselves by those 
sordid arts which he descnbes, and against which he 
bitterly inveigh!.. lie reckons up the several incou- 
veMiencus \ihich au'ie fiom a city life; and the many 
dangers whicli attend it. Upbraids the noblemen witli 
covetousness, foi not reii arding good poets; and anaigns 
the govemmeut for stai ving them. The great ai t ot this 
Satire is pazticulurly shown, in common-places; and 
d I awing in as many vices as could naturally fall into 
the compass of it. 

Grieved though I am an ancient fiiend to lose, 

I like the solitary seat he chose : 

In quiet Cumse fixing his repose : 

Where, far from noisy Rome secure he li\ os, 

And one more citizen to Sihyl gives : ® 

Tlie road to Baj®, and that ^ft recess, 

"Which all the gods TPith aU their bounty bless. 
Plough I in Pi'ocbyta with greater ease 
Could hve, than in a street of palaces. 

What scene so desert, or so full of fi ight, 
iVs towering houses tumbling in the night, 

,Vud Rome on fire beheld by its own blazing 
light? 

But worse than all, the clattering tiles ; and worse 
Than thousand padders, is the poet’s curse. 
Rogues that in dog-days cannot rhyme forbear ' 
But Without mercy read, and make you hear. 

Xow while my Mend, just ready to depart. 
Was packing all his goods in one poor cart , 

He stopp’d a little at the Conduit-gate, 

Where Numa modeled once the Roman state, ™ 
111 mighty councils with his Kymph rethed : 
Though now the sacred shades and foimts are 
hu-ed 

By banish’d Jews, who their whole wealth can 
lay 

In a small basket, on a wisp of hay ; 

Yet such our avarice is, that eveiy ^ce ® 

Pays for his head ; nor sleep itself is free : 

Xor place, nor persons, now are sacred held, - 
From their owm gi-ove the Muses are espeli’d. 

Into this lonely vale our steps we bend, 

I and my sullen discontented Mend : ^ 

V er 3. Cumcel A small city in Campania, near 

taitenli, or Pnzzolo, as it is called. The habitation of the 
Cumtean Sibyl. 

Ter. 6. Another little town in Campania, 

near the sea ; a pleasant place. 

Ter-S A small hairen island belonging to 

the kingdom ot Naples. 

Ter. 35 m do/r-tlnffs] The poets in Juvenal's 

time used to rehearse their poetry in Aiigii-it. 

T ei . *20 _Yif37?.-7] The second king of Home ; who 

mace their laws, and instituted their religion. 

Ver. 21. ^Ugeiia, a nymph, or goddess ; 

aitli v.hdni Niima feigned to converse by night; and to he 
instiuct<‘d by her, in modelling lub supefhtitmos. 


The marble caves, and aqueducts we view ; 

But how adulterate now, and different from the 
true ! 

How much more beauteous had the fountain beon 
Embellish’d with her first created green, 

"Where crystal streams through living turf had 
run, _ ^ 

Contented with an um of native stone • 

Then thus Umbritius (with an angry frown. 
And looking back on this degenerate town) : 

Smee noble arts in Rome have no support, 

And ragged virtue not a friend at court, ^ 

Ho profit nses from th’ ungratefiil stag^ 

My poverty increasing with my age, 

*Tis time to give my just disdain a vent. 

And, cursing, leave so base a government. 

"Where D®c£lus his borrow’d wings laid by, ^*5 
To that obscure retreat I choose to fly : 

"While yet few furrows on my face ai'e seen, 

MTiile I walk upright, and old age is ^’ecu, 

And Lachosis has somewhat left to spin. 

Now, now ’tis tune to quit this cursed jilacc, 

And bide fi'om villains my too honest face . 

Here let Ai’turius hve, and such as he : 

.Such mannera will with such a town agree. 

Knaves who in full assemblies have the knack 
Of turning truth to lies, and white to black ; “ 

Can hire large houses, and oppress the poor 
By farm’d excise ; can cleanse the common-shore; 
jiVud rent the fishery ; can hear the dead ; 

And teach them eyes chssembled tears to shed, 

All this for gam ; for gam they sell their very 
head. w 

These fellows (see what fortune’s power can do) 
Were once the minstrels of a country show : 
Follow’d the piizes through each paltry town, 

By trumpet-cheeks and bloated faces known. 

I But now, grown rich, on diniuken hohdays, ^ 
I At their own costs exhibit pubhc plays ; 

"Wliere uiflnonced by the rabble’s bloody will. 
With tliumbs bent back, they popularly kill 
From thence return’d, their sordid avarice rakes 
' In cxci’cments again, and lures the jakes. 
j IMiy hire they not the tov.Ti, not evoiy thing, 

‘ Since such as they ha\ e fortune m a stnng'^ 

AVho, for her pleasure, can her fools advance ; 

• And toss ’em topmost on the wheel of chance. 

AVhat’s Rome to me, what business have I there, ^ 

; I who can neither lie, nor falsely swear] 

Ter. 31. The mmliJe cavps,] The preference Ik to given 
to the beauties of simple natiiie above those of iut, is re- 
niaikable.— The lines of the original are wmth ipioting, as 
I -vnitten in a pure taste, and veiy culfei*ent from the turgid 
' declamiUoiy btyle into u'lucb Juvenal too ftequeutly fullb : 

“ Qu.xiito prjo&tantiiis esset 

j Niimen aqu® \Tridi bi margine clauderet undas 
j Iicib.x, nec ingenuiun violavent mannora topbnm.” 

I The translation is quite equal, if not bupenoT. Vtolnient 
J is a strong and emphatieal word, but is answered by ndul- 
tintp, as ia hiyenuam by liuuuj tiiif, and contmttid. Dr J. 
WAKTOir 

Ver 45. Where Deedahts^ &c.] lloaning at CnmiB. 

Ver. 40. Lachesut] One of the three Destinies, 

Tiliuse office was to spin the life of every niau: as it was or 
Clotlxoto hold the distafi^ and Atiopos to cut the thread 
Ver. 52. Jrturuis] Any debauched wicked fellow who 
gains by the times 

Ver. 6S. Wifhthumhs h&nt lack^ In a prize of swmd- 
players, when one of the fencers had the otluT jit h mei cv, 
the vanquished party implored the clemency of the Hp<‘c- 
tators. If they thought he deseiwed it not/tlu-y held up 
their fbumhs and bent them backwards, iu sign ul dejitli. 
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Nor praise my patron’s niideserviiig rhymes, 

Nor yet comply with him, nor with his times ; 
Unslall’d in schemes by planets to foreshow, 

Like canting rascals, how the wars will go . 

I neither will, nor can prognosticate, 

To tho young gaping hoir, his father’s fate : 

Nor in tho entrails of a toad have pried. 

Nor carried bawdy presents to a bnde: 

For want of these town-virtues, thus, alone, ® 
I go conducted on my way by none : 

Like a dead member from the body rent ; 

Maim’d, and unuseful to the government. 

Who now is loved, but he who loves tho times, 
Conscious of close intrigues, and dipp’d in crimes ; 
Labouring with secrets which his bosom burn, 
Yet never must to public light return? 

They get reward alone who can betray : 

For keeping honest counsels none vail pay. 

He who can Verres, when he will, accuse, 

The purse of Verres may at pleasure use : 

But lot not all the gold which Tagus hides. 

And pays the sea m tributary tides, 

Be bribe sufficient to coiinipt thy breast ; 

Or violate with dreams thy peaceful rest 
Great men with jealous eyes the fiiend behold, 
Whose secrecy they purchase with, their gold. 

I haste to tell thee, nor shall shame oppose, 
VTiat confidants om* "wealthy Romans chose : 

And whom I most abhor . to speak my mind, 

I hate, in Rome, a Grecian town to find ; 

To see the scum of Greece timisplanted here, 
Received hke gods, is what I cannot bear. 

Nor Greeks alone, but Syi-ians here abound; 
Obscene Orontes diving under gi’ound, 

Conveys his wealth to Tyber’s hungiy shores, 

And fattens Italy with foreign whores : 

Hither their crooked hai’ps and customs come : 
All find receipt in hospitable Rome. 

The barbarous harlots crowd the public placo . 

Go, fools, and purchase an unclean embmeo: 

The painted mitre court, and the more painted 
face. 

Old Romulus and father Mars look do-wn. 

Your herdsmen primitive, your homely clown, 

Is turn’d a bean in a loose tawdry gown. 

His once unkemb’d, and hoii’id locks, behold 
Stilling s-weet oil : his neck mchaiu’d with gold , 
Aping tho foreignera, in eveiy di’oss ; 

Which, bought at greater cost, becomes him less. 
Meantime they wisely leave their native land ; 
From Sicyon, Samos, and from Alaband, 

And Amydon, to Rome they swarm in shoals ; 

So sweet and easy is the gain from fools. 

Poor refugees at first, they purchase here : 

Aud, soon as denizen’d, they domineer. 

Grow to the gi’cat, a flattering servile I’oxit : 

W^ork themselves mwai’d, and their patrons out. 


Ver. 93. Fc/»es,] Picetoriu Sicily, cnntempoiaiy 

nitii Ciceio; by whom accused of opprcbsing the provinco, 
he wa.s condemned : his name is used heie for any iich 
vicious man. 

Vor 97. Ttrffus] A famous river in Spain, which 

disdiaiges itself into the ocean near Lisbon iuPoitusal 
It was held of old to be full of golden bauds, 

Voi 110. The gieatcst river of Syiia. the 

poet here puts the i iver for the inhabitants of Syria. 

Ver. 111. T^ier] The nver which ninb by Rome. 

Vei 118 1 Fust kim? of Rome; son of 

Mai s. as the poets feigm: the lust Romauh iveic onguMlly 
heidbinon. 


Quick-witted, brazen-faced, -with fluent tongues. 
Patient of labours, and. dissembling wrongs. 
Riddle me this, and guess him if you can, 

Who bears a nation in a single man? 

A cook, a conjurer, a rhetoncian, 

A painter, pedant, a geometrician, 

A dancer on the ropes, and a physician. 

All things the hungry Greek exactly knows : 1"*^* 

And bid him go to heaven, to heaven he goes. 

In short, no Scythian, Moor, or Th]"aciaii born. 
But in that town which arms and ai’ts adorn. 
Shall he be placed above me at the board, 

In jiurple clothed, and lolling like a lord? 

Shall he before me sign, whom t’ other day 
A small-craffc vessel hither did convey ; 

Where stow’d with prunes, and rotten figs, he lay? 
How little is the privilege become 
Of being bom a citizen of Rome 1 
The Gi*eeks get all by fulsome flatteries ; 

A most peculiar stroke they have at hes. 

They make a wit of their insipid fnend ; 

His blobber-lips, and beetle-brows commend ; 

His long ci*ane neck, aud naiTow shoulders praise ; 
You’d think they were describing Hercules. 

A croaking voice for a clear treble goes , 

Though harsher than a cock that treads and crows. 
We can as gi'ossly pmse ; but, to our grief. 

No flattery but from Grecians gains belief. 

Besides these qualities, we must agree 
They mmiic better on tho stage than w’o : 

Tho wife, the whore, the shci»hei’dess tlmy play, 
In such a free, and such a graceful way, 

That we believe a vciy woman shown, 

And fancy something underneath the gown. 

But not Antiochus, nor Stratocles, 

Our ears and ravish’d eyes can only please : 

The nation is composed of such as these. 

All Greece is one comedian : laugh, and they 
Return it louder than an ass con bray : 

Gneve, and they grieve ; if you weep silently. 
There seems a silent edio m their eye ; 

They cannot mourn hke you, hut they cim ciy. 
Call for a fire, their winter clothes they take : 
Begin but you to shiver, aud they shake : 

In frost and snow, if you complain of heat. 

They rub th’ unsweating brow, and sweai' they 
sweat. 

We live not on the square with such as those. 
Such are our bettci-s who can better please : 

Who day and night are like a lookmg-glass ; 

Still ready to reflect their patron’s face , 

The panegyric hand, and lifted eye. 

Prepared for some new piece of flattery. 

Ev’n nastmess, occasions -will afford ; 

They pniise a belclmig, or well-pissmg lord. 
Besides, there ’s nothing sacred, nothing free 
From bold attempts of them rank lechery. 
Through the whole family then* labom*s mii; 

The daughter is debauch’d, the wife is won : 

Nor ’scapes the bridegroom, or the blooming son. 
If none they find for their lewd purpose fit, 

They, with the walls and very floors commit. 

They search the seciets of the house, aud so 
Are woi*sliipp’d there, and fear’d for what they 
know. 


Yer 143 But in that tmen, Ac.] Ila means Athens ; of 
which Pallas, tho goddess of arms and arts, was patinness. 

A>r 167. Jutiachus, nor Stratf>dr%] Twolamous 

Gu'cian miimo, or actuis, lu tliu iioct’s tune. 
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And, now we talk of Grecians, cast a view 
On what, in schools, their men of morals do; 

A rigid Stoic his own pupil slew : 

A Mend, against a Mend of his own doth, 

Turn’d evidence, and murder’d on his oath. 200 
What room is left for Romans in a town 
Where Grecians rule, and cloaks control the 
gownl 

Some Diphilus, or some Protogenes, 

Look shj^ly out, our senators to seize : 

Engross ’em wholly, by their native art, 205 

And fear’d no rivals in their bubbles’ heart ; 

One drop of poison in my patron’s ear. 

One slight suggestion of a senseless fear. 

Infused with cunning, serves to ruin me ; 
Disgraced, and banish’d firom the fttmily. 210 
In vain forgotten services I boast ; 

My long depeudance in an hour is lost : 

Look round the worlds what country will appear, 
Where Mends are left with greater ease than 
here"* 

At Rome (nor think me partial to the poor) 

All offices of ours are out of door : 

In vain we rise, and to their levees run ; 

My lord himself is up, before, and gone : 

The praetor bids bis lictors mend their pace. 

Lest his colleague outstrip mm n the rico: 220 
The childless matrons are, long smce, awake; 

And, for affronts, the tardy visits take. 

*Tis frequent, here, to see a free-bom son 
On the left hand of a rich hii-eling run ; 

Because the wealthy rogue can throw away, ^ 
For half a brace of bouts, a tribune’s pay : 

But you, poor sinner, though you love the vice. 
And like the w’hore, demur upon the price : 

And, frighted with the wicked sum, forbear 
To lend a hand, and help her from the chair, ^ao 
Produce a witness of unblemish’d life. 

Holy as Numa, or as Numa’s wife. 

Or him who bid th’ unhaUow’d flames retire. 

And snatch'd the trembling goddess from the fire. 
The question is not put, how far extends ^ 
His piety, but w^hat he yearly spends ; 

Quick, to the business ; how he lives and eats; 
How largely gives ; how splendidly he treats : 

How many thousand acres feed his sheep ; 

What are his rents ] what servants does he keep ? 
Th’ account is soon cast up ; the judges rate ^ 
Our credit in the court by our estate. 

Swear by our gods, or those the Greeks adore, 
Thou art as sure forsworn, as thou ai*t poor : 

The poor must gain their bread by pei;jury ; ^ . 

And e’en the gods, that other means deny, 

In conscience must absoU’e ’em, when they lie. 

Add, that the rich have still a gibe in store ; I 
And will be monsti’ous witty on the poor : 

For the tom sui-tout and the tatter’d vest, ^ 
The wretch and aU Ms w'ardrobe ai’e a jest : j 

The gi-easy go\vn. sullied with often turning, ' 
Gives a good hint, to say, The m<ui ’s in moui’ning ; ! 
Or if the shoe bo ript, or patches pui^ 

He ’s W'ounded ! see the plaister on his foot. ^ I 


Ter t9S. A rigid Stoic, &c.] PaWius Egnatius a Stoi<^ 
falsely accused Bareas Soranus ; as Tacitus tells us. 

Ver. 203 Diphilus and Piotogenes were Grecians livinff 
in Rome. 

Ver. 233 Or Mm who bid, &c.l Lucius Metelliis, the 
Iiiffh priest, who, when the temple of Vesta was on 
waved the Palladium. 


Want is the scorn of every wealthy fool ; 

And wit in rags is turn’d to ndictde. 

Pack hence, and from the cover’d benches rise, 
(The master of the ceremonies cries) 

This is no place for you, whose small estate ^eo 
Is not the value of the settled rate : 

The sons of happy punks, the pandar’s heir, 

Are privileged to sit m triumph there, 

To clap the first, and rule the theatre. 

Up to the galleries, for shame, retreat ; ^ 

For, by the Roscian law, the poor can claim no 
seat. 

Who ever brought to his rich daughter’s bed 
The man that poll’d but twelvepeuce for his headi 
Who ever named a poor man for his heir, 

Or call’d him to assist the judging chair ? 

The poor were wise, who, by the rich oppress’d, 
Withdrew, and sought a sacred place of rest. 

Once they did well, to free themselves from scorn; 
But had done better never to return. 

Rarely they rise by virtue’s aid, who lie 275 

Plunged in the depth of helpless poverty. 

At Rome ’tis worse ; where house-rent by the 
year. 

And servants’ beUies cost so devilish dear ; 

And tavem-bills run high for hungry cheer. 

To drink or eat in earthenwru’e we scorn, 2so 
Which cheaply country cupboards does adoiu; 
And coarse blue hoods on holidays are worn. 

Some distant parts of Italy are known. 

Where none, but only dead men, wear a gown : 

On theatres of tur^ in homely state, 285 

Old plays they act, old feasts they celebrate : 

The same rude song returns upon the crowd. 

And, by tradition, is for wit allow’d. 

The ii^ic yearly gives the same delights ; 

And in the mother’s aims the ciowmsn infant 
Mghts. 290 

Their habits (undistinguish’d by degi'ee'' 

Are plain, aliko ; the same simplicity, 

Both on the stage, and m the pit, you see. 

In his white cloak the magistmte appears , 

The country bumpkin the same liveiy weal’s. 2®® 
But here, attii’ed beyond our purse we go, 

For useless ornament and flaunting show. 

We take on tnist, m purple robes to shme ; 

And poor, are yet ambitious to be fine. 

This is a common vice, thougli all things here 
Are sold, and sold uncouscionably dear. 

What will you give that Cossus may but view 
Tour face, and m the crowd distinguish you; 

May take your mcense like a gracious god. 

And answer only with a civil nod 305 

To please our patrons, m this vicious ago, 

We make our entrance by the favourite page ; 
Shave his first down, and when he polls lus hmr. 
The consecrated locks to temples bein’ : 

Pay tributaiy cracknels, wMch he sells, 3 io 

And, with our offerings, help to raise his vails. 

"Who fears, in country towns, a house’s fall, 

Or to be caught betwixt a riven wall i 

Ver 266 For, by the Sesdom law,&c.] Roscius, a tribune, 
■who ordered the distinction of places in public hhows*. be- 
twixt the noblemen ot Rome and the plebeians. 

Ver. 284. Whe?e nmt, but only d^ad tmv, &c.] The 
meaning is, that men in some parts of Italv never woi e a 
gown (the usual habit of the Romans) till they were buried 
in one. 

Ver. 302. Oossus Cossus is here taken for any great 
man. 
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But we inhabit a weak city here ; 

Which buttresses and props but scarcely bear : 
And ’tis the village mason’s daily calling, 

To keep the world’s metropolis from falling, 

To cleanse the gutters, and the chinks to close, 
And, for one night, secure his lord's repose. 

At Cumas we can sleep, quite round the year, 

Nor falls, nor fires, nor nightly dangers fear ; 
While rolling flames from Roman turrets fly. 

And the pale citizens for buckets cry. 

Thy neighbour has removed his wretched store 
(Pew hands will nd the lumber of the poor) 

Thy own third story smokes, while thou, supine, 
Art di-ench’d in fumes ofun^gcsted wine. 

For if the lowest floors already bum, 

Cock-lofts and garrets soon will take the turn. 
Where thy tame pigeons next the tiles were bred, 
Which, in their nests unsafe, are timely fled, 
Cod^ had but one bed, so short to boot, 

That his short wife’s short legs hung dangling out; 
His cupboai'd’s head six earthen pitchers graced. 
Beneath ’em was his trusty tankard placed. ^ 
And, to support this noble plate, there lay 
A bending Chiron cast fi*om honest clay; 

His few Greek books a rotten chest contain’d ; 
Whose covers much of mouldiness complain’d : 
Where mice and i*ats devour’d poetic bread ; ^40 

And with heroic verse luxuriously were fed. 

’Tis tme, poor Codinis nothing had to boast. 

And yet poor Codrus all that nothing lost. 

Bcgg’d naked through the streets of wealthy 
Rome ; 

And found not one to feed, or take him home. 

But if the palace of Arturius hum. 

The nobles change their clothes, the matrons 
mourn ,* 

The city pi’sstor will no pleadings hear ; 

The voiy name of fire wo hate and fear ; 

And look aghast, as if the Gauls were here. 

While yet it bums, th’ officious nation flies, 

Some to condole, and some zo bring supphes : 

Cue sends him marble to rebuild, and one 
White naked statues of the Parian stone, 

The work of Polyclete, that seem to live ; 

"While others images for altars give ; 

One books and screens, and Pallas to the breast ; 
Another bags of gold, and he gives best. 

Childless Arturius, vasily rich before, 

Thus by his losses multiplies his store : ^ 

Suspected for accomplice to the fire, 

That burnt his palace but to build it higher. 

But, could you be content to bid adieu 
To the dear play-house, and the players too : 
Sweet countiy-seats are purchased everywhere, ^ 
With lands and gardens, at less prico than here 
You hire a darksome doghole by the year. 

A small convenience, decently prepared, 

A shallow well, that rises in your yard. 

That spreads his easy crystal streams ai’ound, 

And waters all the pretty spot of ground. 

There, love the fork, thy garden cultivate. 

And give thy fhigal fnends a Pythagorean treat. 

Ver 330. TVhfre thy tom pigeons, &c,] The Eomans 
used to breed their tame pigeons in their garrets. 

Ver 302. Codrv£\ A leanied man, very poor: by his 
books supposed to be a poet; for, in all piobability, the 
heroic verbes here mentioned, which rats and mice de- 
voured, were Homer’s works. 

Ver. 373. a Pythagortantaeat,] He means herbs, 

roots, ii lilts, and salad b. 


’Tis somewhat to be lord of some small ground, 
In which a lizard may, at least, turn round 
’Tis frequent, here, for want of sleep to die ; 
Which fumes of undigested feasts deny ; 

And, with imperfect heat, in languid stomachs fry. 
What house secure from noise tSie poor can keep. 
When ev’n the rich can scarce afford to sleep ; 

So dear it costs to purchase rest in Rome ; 

And hence the sources of diseases come. 

The drover who his fellow-drover meets 
III narrow passages of winding streets : ^ 

The waggoners, that curse their standing team^ 
Would wake ev’n drowsy Dnisus from his dreams. 
And yet the wealthy will not brook delay, 

But sweep above our heads, and make their way; 
In lofty litters borne, and read and write, 

Or sleep at ease ; the shutters make it night. ^ 
Yet stiU he reaches, first, the public place : 

The prease before him stops the client’s pace. 

The crowd that follows crush his panting sides, 
And trip his heels ; he walks not, but he rides. 
One elbows him, one justles in the shoal : ^ 

A rafeer breaks his head, or chairman’s pole : 
Stocking’d with loads of fat to\ra-(lut he goes ; 
And some rogue-soldier, with his hob-nail’d shoes, 
Indents his legs behind lu bloody rows. 

See with what smoke our doles we cejebrate : ^ 
A hundred guests, invited, walk in stiite : 

A hundred hungry slaves, with their Dutch 
kitchens wait. 

Huge pans the wretches on their head must bear, 
Winch scarce gig.intic Corbulo could rear : 

■ Yet they must walk upright beneath the load ; 
Nay, run, and imnmg blow the sparkling flames 
abroad. 

Their coats, from botching newly brought, are 
tom : 

Unwieldy timber-trees in waggons borne, 
Stretch’d at their length, beyond their carriage he ; 
That nod, and threaten rum from on high. 

For. should their axle break, its OTei*throw 
Would emsh, and pound to dust, the crowd 
below; 

Nor fidends their friend^ nor sires their sons 
could know ; 

Nor limbs, nor hones, nor carcass would remain : 
But a mash’d heap, a hotchpotch of the slain. 

One vast destruction; not the soul alone. 

But bodies, like the soul, invisible are flown. 
Meantime, unknowing of their fellows’ fate, 

The servants wash the platter, scour the plate. 
Then blow the fire, with puffing clieoks, and lay 
The rubbers, and the bathing-sheets display; 

And oil them firet ; and each is handy in his way 
But he, for whom this busy care they take. 

Poor ghost, is wandering by the Stygian lake : 
Affrighted with the ferryman’s grim face ; 

New to the horrors of that imcouth place; 

His passage begs with unregarded prayer, 

And wants two farthmgs to dischirge his flire. 

Return we to the dangers of the night ; 

And, first, behold our houses’ dreadful height : ^ 

Ver. 404. gigantic Cofrbulo\ Corbulo was a famous 

general in Nero’s tune, who conquered Amienia; and was 
afterwards put to death by that tyrant, wlipu he was in 
Gri*eece, in reward of Jus gieat seiviccfi, Hif> stature was 
not only tall, above the ordinary suse, but he was also pro- 
portionably sti ong. 

Ver. 426. z7u ferryman! s, «&c.l Charon, the ferry 

man o<'li<ill, whose fiure wab a hallponiiy lor every soul. 
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From wlience come broken potsherds tumbling 
down ; 

And leaky ware, from ^irret windows thrown : 
Well may they break our heads, that mark the 
flmty stona 

Tia want of sense to sup abroad too late ; 

Unless thou fii’^t hast settled thy estate. 

As many fates attend, thy steps to meet, 

As there are waking windows in the street^ 

Bless the good gods, and think thy chance is rare 
To have a piss-pot only for thy share. 

The scoui-mg drunkard, if he does not fight 
Before Ids bed-time, takes no rest that night. 
Passing the tedious hours in gi’eater pain 
Than stern Achilles, when his friend was slain ; 
’Tis so lidiculous, buL so tme withal, 

A bully cannot sleep without a brawl : 

Vet though his youthful blood he fired with 
wine. 

He wants not wit the danger to decline : 

Is cautious to avoid the coach and six. 

And on the lackeys will no quarrel fix. 

His train of flambeaux, and embroider’d coat, 
Hay privilege my lord to walk secure on foot 
But me, w’ho must by moon-light homowiu'd bend, 
Or lighted only with a candle’s end. 

Poor me he fights, if that be fighfcmg, whore 
He only cudgels, and I only bear. 

He stands, and bids me stand : 1 must abide ; 

For ho s the stronger, and is drunk be.'-ide 
Where did you whet your kmfe to-night, he 
cries, 

And slired the leeks that in your stomach rise 
Whose windy beans have stuff’d your guts, and 
w'hero 

Have your black thumbs been dipt in vinegar ? 
With what companion cobbler have you fe«l, 

On old ox-chceks, or ho goat’s tougher head I 
What, arc you dumb i Quick, with your answer, 
quick. 

Before my foot salutes you with a kick. 

Say, m what nasty cellai’ under ground, 

Or what church-porch, your rogueship may be 
found i 

Answer, or answer not, ’tis all the same : 

He lays me on, and makes me bear the blame. 
Before the hir, for beating him. you come ; 

This is a poor man's hbei’ty in Rome. 

Vou beg hia pai’don ; happy to retreat 

With some remamiug teeth, to chew your meat. 

Nor lb this all ; for, ivhen retued, you tlimk 
To sleep securely ; when the caudles wnnk, 

Wlien every door with ii'Oii chains is barr d. 

And roaring taverns are no longer lieai'd ; 

The mffian robbers by no justice awed, 

Aud unpaid cut-throut soldiers, ai'e abroad, 

Thusc venal souls, who, harden’d in each ill, 

To save complaints and prosecution, kilL 
Chaftcd from then* woods aud bogs, the paddera 
come 

To thito \abt City, as their native home; 

To live at case, and safely skulk in Rome. 

The forge in letters only is employ’d ; 

Our iron mines exhausted and destroy’d 
In hliaokles ; fur these villains sciirce Jillow 
Goads for the teams, and ploughshares for the 
plough. 

Wv 143 <r^7n «r,J The friend of Achilles 

was r.itiucliis, IV ho was slain by Hector 


0 happy ages of our ancestors, 

Beneath the kings and tnbunitial powers ! 

One jail did all their criminals restrain ; 

Which, now, the walls of Rome can scarce contain. 

More I could say, more causes I could show 
For my departure ; but the sun is low : 

The waggoner grows weary of my stay ; 

And whips his horses forwards on their w’ay. 

Fai’ewell; and when, like mo, o’ervvhelm’d with 
care. 

You to your own Aqninum shall repair, 

To take a mouthful of sweet country air, 

Be mindful of your hiend , aud send me word,®™ 
Wliat joys yom' fountains and cool shades afford : 
Then, to assist your satu’es, I will come ; 

And add new venom, when you wi-ito of Romo. 

Ver 490. Beneath the Ung8,&iz'\ Rome \ms oiiginally 
ruled by kings, till, for the rape ot Liicietia, Taiqmu the 
Pioud was expelled. Alter winch it was goveimHl by tuo 
Consuls, ycaily chosen; but they opiiio&siug the people, 
the commnneis mutinied, and procured tubunes to be 
created, who defended their privileges, and often opposed 
the cousnlar autlionty, and the senate. 

Ver. 498. Ag_mmvi\ Aquinum was the hirtli-place 

of Juvenal. 

V er 603. And add new venoTn, &c ] In 1738, Tjondon, an imi- 
tation of this Satire, was published by Di. Johnson , which, 
from the spirit and stiength with which it was wi’itten, by 
the poignancy of its invectives and coiiectncbs of its style, 
and very dexterous accommodation ot ancient seutunents 
and images to modem, was read with universal avidity aud 
applause, especially by all those persons who weie m oi>* 
posuion to Government, who, at that time, wore some of 
the ablest men in the kingdom. It instantly excited the 
cunosity, and perhaps the jealousy, of Pope; for impaitial 
criticism must confess, that it is equal to his Imitations of 
Horace. As his Two Dialogues and London were inib- 
lished in the same week, they woie fleqnently compaied ; 
and, as I was iufoiined by a contemporaiy, many leaders 
gave the preference to Johnson It was with dillioiilty he 
could find a purchaser for the copy, till Dodsloy, wlio had 
moie taste and sense than u-.iully falls to tlic lot of his 
bivthien geiicroiislv purchased it. It may be amusing to 
coiupaie a tew passage^ with the oiigiual ; 

“ Give to St. David’s one true Baton more.” 

Uniini civem douaic Sibyllte.” 

“Ileie lualice, rai»itie, accident conspue, 

And now a rabble lagus, now a file 
Then ambush lieie lelcutless uiltiaiis lay. 

And hero the fell attorney pi owls foi piey.” 

"Deteiiiis cicdas lion ere mcendia, lapsus 
Tectoiiiui assiduos, et mille pencula siuvae 
Urbls.” 

The lawTcr is most happily added. 

And heie a female <atheist talks you dead.” 

This is inferioi to the ougnnil, for, after oiiiimerafing 
the variety ot evils that infest the city, ho adds, with much 
pleasantry, as the most grievous and toimeuting ot all, 

" Augusto recitautes mense pootas.” 

The atheist is too serious an example, and out of place. 

“ All Marlborough hoarded, and all Villieis spout,” 

IS impioved h’om 

“ Tanti tibi non sit opaci 

Omnis arena Tagi.” 

But nothing can he more happily tonclu'd than tb(* clui- 
racter of the voluble obsequious Frenclinian, ready to uti- 
deitake all oliices, tiades, and employments : 

“ omnia novit 

Graecnlus esuriens, in aslumjwiseijs ibit.” 

“ All sciences a fasting Monsieur knows, 

And bid him go to hed, to hell ho goes.” 

He has improved tlie following lines, 

“ optima Sorae 

Aut Fabrateriae domus, ant Fnisinone paratiir.” 

bv a stmko of satire on houses of men of rank foi^saken liy 
their owners • 
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SIXTH SATIRE OF JUVENAL. 


THE AHaUMENT. 

This Satire, of almost double length to any of the rest, 
is a bittei invective against tlio lair sex. 'Tis, indeed, a 
common-place, from whence all the modems have no- 
tonoiisly stolen their shai-pest railleries In his other 
Satires, the poet has only glanced on some paiticnlar 
women, and generally scoiiiged the men. But tins he 
reserved wholly for the ladies. How tliey had ofiended 
him, I know not ; hut upon the whole matter he is not to 
he excused for imputing to all, the vices of some few 
amongst them. Neither was it generously done of him, 
to attack the weakest as well as the fairest part of the 
creation: neither do I know what moial he could leasoii- 
ably draw from it. It could not he to avoid the whole 
sex, if all liad been true which he alleges against them : 
for that had been to put an end to human kind. And to 
bid us howaie of their artifices, is a kind of silent ac- 
knowledgment, that they have more wit tlian men : which 
turns the satiie upon us, and particularly upon the poet; 
who thereby makes a compliment, ivliere he meant a 
hbel. If he intended only to exercise lus wit, he has 
forfeited his judgment, by making the one half of his 
leaders his mortal enemies, and amongst the men, all 
the happy lovers, by their oivn experience, will disprove 
lus accusations. The whole world must allow this to he 
the Vittiest of hi^s satires ; and tnily he had need of all 
his paits, to maintain, with so much violence, so unjust 
a chai’ge. I am satisfied he will biiiig but few over to 
liis opinion : and on that consideration chiefly 1 ventmed 
to tiauslate him. Though there wanted not another 
reason, which was, that no one else ivould undertake it : 
at least, Sir C. S who could have done moie light to the 
authoi, after a long delay, at length absolutely refused 
so ungrateful an employment; and eveiy one will gmnt, 
that the work miiiit have been inipoi feet and lame, if it 
had appeared without one of the principal members be- 
longing to it. Let the poet therefore bear the blame of 
his own invention; and let me satisfy the world, that I 
am not of his opinion. Whatever his Homan ladies were, 
the English aie free fiom all his imputations. They 
will read ivith wonder and abhorrence the vices of an age, 
which was the most infamous of any on record. They 
will bless themselves when they behold those examples, 
related of Domitian’s time : they will give hack to an- 
tiquity those mousteis it produced; and believe with 
reason, that the species of those women is extinguished, 
or at least that they weio never here propagated. I mav 
safely therefore proceed to the argument of a Satne, which 
is no way relating to them ; and first ohseiwe, that ray au- 
thor makes their lust the most heroic of then vices; the 
rest are in a manner hut digression, lie skims them ovei ; 
but he dw'ells on this : when he seems to have taken his 
last leave of it, on the sudden ho returns to it: 'tis one 
branch of it in Hippia, another in Mcssalina, hut lust is 
the main body of the tree. He begins with this text in 
the first line, and takes if up with intermissions to the 
end of the chapter. Every vice is a loader, but that’s a 
ten. The fillers, or intermediate parts, are their revenge ; 
their contrivances of secret crimes : their nits to hide 
them ; their wit to excuse them ; and their impudence to 
own them, when tliey can no longer he kept secict. Then 
the persons to whom they are most addicted, and on 
whom they commonly bestow tlie last favours * as stage- 
players, fiddlers, singing-boys, and fencers. Those who 


“ Then might’ st thou find some elegant retreat, 

Some hireling senator’s desei ted seat.” 

But the keenest stroke of Johnson’s satire was his appli- 
cation of the following lines : 

“ ut timeas ne 

Vomer defleiat, ne manse et sarcula desint’” 
from the quantity of iron used in fetters for felons, which, 
with a most severe sarcasm on the frequent visits to Hano- 
ver, he renders thus: 

“ Lest ropes be wanting in the tempting Spring, 

To rig another convoy for the King.” 

Dr. Johnson was frequently urged to give a complete 
translation of Juvenal ; a work for winch he seemed pecu- 
liarly qualified, from the nature and tuni of his genius, and 
his love of splendid and pompous diction. Dr. J, Warton. 


pass for chaste amongst them, are not leally so ; hut only 
for tlieir vast dowries, are rather siificied, than loved by 
their own husbands. That they a re imperious, domineer- 
ing, scolding wives ; set up foi leamiug and criticism in 
poetry, but aie false judges. Love to speak Greek, (wlueh 
was then the fashionable tongue, as Ereiich is now i\ ith 
us). That they plead causes at the hai, and play prizes 
at the bear-garden That tliey are gossips and ni'ws- 
mongers : wrangle with their noighbouis abroad, and 
beat their seiwants at home That they lic-in foi new 
faces once a month ; are sluttish with their hushands in 
private; and paint and diess in public foi their Io\cis 
That they deal with Jews, diviners, and fortime-tellei’K : 
learn arts of miscarrying, ami barrenness. Bu> chil- 
dicn, and produce them for their oivn. Murder thmr 
huishand’s sons if they stand in their way to his estate, 
and make their adiilteiers his heus. Fioin hence tlie 
poet proceeds to show the occasions of all these vices, 
their original, and how they were introduced in Itonm, 
by peace, wealth, and luxiny. In conclusion, it we will 
take the woid of our malicious author, bad ivomeii are 
the general standing rule ; and the good, hut some lew 
exceptions to it. 

In Saturn’s reign, at Nature’s early birtli, 

Tliei'O was that thmg call’d chastity on eiu’th ; 
T^Tien in a narrow cave, their common shade, 

The sheep, the shepherds, and their gods were 
laid : 

When reeds and leaves, and hides of beasts vrere 
spread ** 

By mountain housewives for their homely hod, 
And mossy pillows raised, for the rude husbands* 
head. 

Unlike the nieenoss of our modem dames, 
(Affected nymphs with new-affected names :) 

The Cynthias and the Leshias of our yearn, 

Who for a spaiTOw's death dissolve in teara : 
Those first unpolish’d matrons, big and hold, 

Gave suck to infants of gigantic mould ; 

Rough as thoir savage lords who ranged the 
wood. 

And fat with acorns belch’d their windy food. 

For when the world was buxom, fresh and young, 
Her sons were undehauch’d, and therefore strong : 
And whether born in kindly beds of eai-th, 

Or struggling from the teeming oaks to biiiih. 

Or from what other atoms they begun, 20 

No sires they had, or, if a sire, the sun. 

Some thin remains of chastity appear’d 
Ev’u under Jove, hut Jovo without a bcai’d ; 
Before the servile Greeks had leamt to swear 
By heads of kings, while yet the bounteous year 
Her common fruits in open plains exposed, 

Ere thieves were fear’d, or gardens were inclosed. 
At length uneasy Justice upwards flew. 

And both the sisters to the stains -vvithdrew j 
From that old era whoring did begin, ^ 

So venembly ancient is the sm. 

Adulterers next invade the nuptial state, 

And maiTiage-beds creak’d with a foreign weight ; 
All other ills did iron times adorn ; 

But whores and silver in one ago were horn. 

Yet thou, they say, for marriage dost provide : 
Is this an age to buckle with a bride ? 

They say thy hair the cuiding ai’t is taught, 

The wedding-ring perhaps already bought : 

Ver. 1. In Saturn's reign,'] In tho Golden Age. 

Ver. 15. And fat with acorns] Acorns wore the broad of 
mankind, before com was found. 

Ver. 23. Ev'n under Jove^ When Jovo had driven his 
father into hanibliment, the Silver Age began, according 
to the poets. 

Ver. 28. uneasy Justice, &c] The poet makes 

Justice and Chastity sisters, and says that they fled to 
heaven together, and left earth for ever. 
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A sober man like tbcc to change his life ! I 

What fury would possess thee with a wife 1 i 
Art ihou of every other death bereft, 

Ko knife, no ratsbane, no kind halter left 1 
(For every noose compared to hers is cheap) 

In there no city-bridge from whence to leap ^ 
Would’st thou become her drudge, who dost 
enjoy 

A better sort of bedfellow, thy boy 
He keeps thee not awake with nightly brawls, 

Nor with a begg’d reward thy pleasure palls ; 

Nor with insatiate heavings calls for more, 

When all thy spirits were drain’d out before. 

But still Ursidius courts the marriage-bait, 

Longs for a son to settle his estate, 

And takes no gifts, though every gaping heir 
Would gladly grease the rich old bachelor. 

What revolution can appear so strange, 

As such a lecher such a life to change 1 
A rank, notorious whoremaster, to choose 
To thrust his neck into the marriage-noose ! 

He who so often in a dreadful fright ^ 

Had iu a coffer ’scaped the jealous cuckold's 
sight, 

That he, to wedlock dotingly betray’d, 

Should hope in this lewd town to a maid I 
The man’s grown mad ; to ease his frantic pain. 
Run for the suigeon ; breathe the middle vein : ® 
But let a heifer with gilt horns be led 
To Juno, regent of the marriage-bed. 

And let Trim every deity adore, 

If his new bride prove not an arrant whore 
In head and tail, and every other pore. ^ 

On Ceres’ feast, restrain’d from their delight, 

Few matrons, there, but curse the tedious night ; 
Few whom their fiithers dare salute, such lust 
Their kisses have, and come with such a gust. 
With ivy now adorn thy doors, and wed ; ^ 

Such is thy bride, and such thy genial bed. 
Think’st thou one man is for one woman meant 1 
She, sooner, with one eye would be content. 

And yet, ’tis noised, a maid did once appear 
In some small village, though fame says not 
where : 

*1^8 possible ; but sure no man die fonnd ; 

’Twas desert, all, about her father’s ground : 

And yet some lustful god might there make bold ; 
Are Jove and Mars grown impotent and old ? 
Many a fair nymph has in a cave been spread, ® 
And mnch good love without a feather-bed. 
Whither would’st thou to choose a wife resort. 
The Park, the Mall, the Play-house, or the Comi;? 
Which way soever thy adventures fell. 

Secure alike of chastity in alL 

One sees a dancing-master capering high. 

And raves, and pisses, with pure ecstesy : 

Another does, with all Ms motions, move. 

And gapes, and grins, as in the feat of love; 

A tMrd is charm’d with the new opera notes, 
Admires the song, but on the singer dotes : 

The country lady in the box appears, 

Softly she wai-bles over all she hears ; 

And sucks in passion, both at eyes and ears. 

The rest (when now the long vacation *b come. 
The noisy hall and theatres grown dumb) 

Ver. 71. On On-es' /east,] When the Boman vomen 
were forbidden to bed with their husbands. 

Ver. Si. J.re Jove and Mara] Of whom more fornicating 
stories are told than any of the other go^. 


Their memories to refresh, and cheer thoir hearts, 
In borrow’d breeches act the players’ parts. 

The poor, that scarce have wherewithal to eat, 
Will pinch, to make the singing-boy a treat. 

The rich, to buy him, will refuse no price ; 

And stretch his quail-pipe, till they crack his voice. 
Tragedians, acting love, for lust are souglit : 
(Though but the parrots of a poet’s thought ) 

The pleading lawyer, though for counsel used, 

In chamber-practice often is refused. 

Still thou wUt have a wife, and father heirs; 

(The product of concurring theatres.) 

Perhaps a fencer did thy brows adorn, 

And a young sword-man to thy lands is horn. 

Thus Hippia loathed her old patnciau lord, 

And left him for a brother of the sword : 

To wondering Pharos with her love she fled, 

To show one monster more than Afric bred : 
FoJ^etting house and husband, left behind, 

Ev’n children too ; she sails before the wind ; 
False to ’em all, but constant to her kind. 

But, stranger yet, and hai’der to coneoivo, 

She could the play-house and the playere leave. 
Bom of rich parentage, and nicely bred, 

She lodged on down, and in a damask bed ; 

Yet daraig now the dangers of the deep, 

On a Lard mattress is con t to s^cep. 

Ere this, ’tis true, she did famo expost- - 
But that, great ladies with great ease can lose. ^ 
The tender nymph could the rude ocean beai* : 

So much her lust was stronger than her fear. 

But, had some honest cause her passage press’d, 
The smallest hardsMp had disturb'd her breast : 
Each inconvenience makes their vii*tue cold; 

But womankind, in ills, is ever bold. 

Were she to follow her own lord to se^ 

What doubts or semples would she raise to stay ? 
Her stomach sick, and her head giddy grows ; 
The tar and pitch are nauseous to her nose. 

But in love’s voyage nothing can offend ; 

Women are never sea-sick with a friend, 

Amidst the crew, she wnlks upon the board ; 

She eats, she diinks, she handles evoiy cord : 

And if she spews, ’tis thinking of her lord. 

Now ask, for whom her friends and fame she 
lost^ 

What youth, what beauty could th’ adulterer boast? 
What was the face, for wMch she could sustain 
To he call’d mistress to so base a man ? 

The gallant, of his days Jjad known the best : 
Deep scars were seen indented on his breast ; 

And all his batter’d limbs required their needful 
rest. 

A promontory wen, with grisly grace. 

Stood high, upon the handle of his face : 

His blear eyes ran in gutters to Ms chin : 

His beard was stubble, and his cheeks were thin. 
But ’twas Ms fencing did her fancy move : 

’Tis arms and blood and cruelty they love. 

But should he quit Ms trade, and sheathehis sword. 
Her lover would begin to be her lord. 

This was a private crime ; hut you shall hear 
What fruits the sacred brows of monarchs bear : 
The good old sluggard but began to snore, 

When from Ms side up rose th’ imperial whore : 

Ver. 118 Tc vjmdsiing Pharo^ She fled to Egypt, 
wluch wondered at the enormity of her crime. 

Ver. 1(0. He tells the famous story of Messalina, wife 
to tlie emperor Claudius. 
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She who preferr’d the pleasures of the night 
To pomps, that are but impotent delight ; 

Strode from the palace, with an eager pace. 

To cope with a more masculino embrace ; 

Muffled she march’d, like Jimo in a cloud, 

Of all her train bub one poor wench allow’d, 

One whom in secret service she could trust ; 

The nval and companion of her lust. 

To the known brothel-house she takes her way ; 
And for a nasty room gives double pay : 

That room in which the rankest haiiot lay. 
Prepared for fight, expectmgly she lies, 

With heaving breasts, and with desiring eyes. 

Still as one drops, another takes his place. 

And baffled still succeeds to like disgrace. 

At length, when friendly darkness is expired, 

And every strumpet from her cell retired. 

She lags behind, and lingering at the gate, 

With a repining sigh submits to fate : 

All filth without, and all a fire within, 

Tired with the toil, unsated with the sin, ^ 
Old Caesar’s bed the modest matron seeks ; 

The steam of lamps stdl hangmg on her cheeks. 

In ropy smut : thus foul, and thus bedight. 

She brings him back the product of the night. 

How should I sing what poisons they provide; 
With all their tnimperv of chaimis beside ; 

And all their ai*ts of » lento * it would bo known 
Lust is the smallest sin the sex can own. 

Caesinia still, they say, is guiltless found 
Of every vice, by her own lord reuown’d : 

And well she may, she brought ten thousand 
pound. 

She brought him wherewithal to he call’d 
chaste ; 

His tongue is tied in golden fetters fast : 

He sighs, adores, and courts her every hour ; 

Who would not do as much for such a dower? 
She writes love-letters to the youth in grace ; 

Nay, tips the wink before the cuckold’s face ; 

And might do more ; her portion makes it 
good; 

Wealth has the privilege of widowhood. 

These truths with his example you disprove, ^ 
Who with his wife is monstrously in love : 

But know him better ; for I heard him swear, 

’Tis not that she *s his wife, but that she ’s fair. 

Let her but have three wrinkles in her face. 

Let her eyes lessen, and her skin unbrace, 2^° 
Soon you will hear the saucy steward say. 

Pack up with all your trinket^ and away ; 

You grow offensive both at bed and board; 

Your betters must be had to please my lord. 

Meantime she ’s absolute upon the throne : 

And, knowing time is precious, loses none : 

She must have flocks of sheep, with wool more 
fine 

Than silk, and vineyards of the noblest wine ; 
Whole droves of pages for her train she craves ; 
And sweeps the prisons for attending slaves. 220 
In short, whatever in her eyes can come, 

Or others have abroad, she wants at home. 

When winter shuts the seas, and fleecy snows 
Make houses white, she to the merch^t goes; 
Rich crvstals of the rock she takes up there, ^ 
Huge agate vases, and old Chma ware : 

V er. 204. Wfuilth has the privilege, &c ] His meaning 
is, that a wife nho brings a lai-ge dowry may do what she 
pleases, and lias all the privileges of a widow. 


Then Berenice’s ring her finger proves. 

More precious made by her incestuous loves : 

And infamously dear : a brother’s bribe, 

Ev’n God’s anointed, and of Judah’s tribe • 

Wliere barefoot they approach the sacred shrine, 
And think it only sin to feed on swine. 

But is none worthy to be made a wife 
In all this town 1 Suppose her free from strife, 
Rich, fair, and fniitfiil, of imblemish’d life ; 

Chaste as the Sabines, whose prevailing charm.'i 
Dismiss’d their husbands’, and their brothera' 
arms : 

Grant her, besides, of noble blood, that ran 
In ancient veins ere heraldry beg<m ; 

Suppose all these, and take a poet’s word, 240 
A black swan is not half so rare a bird. 

A wife, so hung with virtues, such a freight, 

What mortal shoulders could support the weight ! 
Some countiy-girl, scarce to a curtsey bred, 
Woidd I much rather than Cornelia wed : 

If supercilious, haughty, proud, and vain, 

She brought her father’s triumphs in her train. 
Away vdth all your Carthaginian state, 

Let vanquish’d Hannibal without doors wait, 

Too burly and too big to pass my narrow gate, 

0 PsBan, cries Amphion, heiK^ thy how 
Against my wife, and let my children go : 

But sullen Psean shoots at sons and mothers too. 
His Niobe and all his boys he lost ; 

Ev’n her w'ho did her numerous ofibpring boast, ^ 
As fair and fruitful as the sow that cai’ned 
The thirty pigs at one large litter farrow’d. 

What beauty or what chastity can bear 
So gi*eat a price ? if stately and severe. 

She still insults, and you must still adore ; ^ 

Grant that the honey ’s much, the gall is more. 
Upbraided with the virtues she displays, 

Seven hours in twelve, you loathe the wife you 
praise : 

Some faults, though small, intolerable grow ; 

For what so nauseous and affected too, 

As those that think they due perfection want, 
Who have not leam’d to lisp the Grecian cant^ 

In Greece, their whole accomplishments they seek : 
Their fa^on, breeding, language, must be Greek : 
But raw, in all that does to Rome belong, 

They scorn to cultivate thefr mother tongue. 

In Greek they flatter, all their fears they speak. 
Tell all their secrets ; nay, they scold in Greek : 
Ev’n in the feat of love, they use that tongue. ^ 
Such affectations may become the young ; 

But thou, old hag, of thi’eescore years and three. 
Is showing of thy parts in Greek for thee ? 

Zofi} Kol ! All those tender words 
The momentary trembling bliss affordsi, 

Ver. 227. Berenice's ring] A ring of great price, 

which Herod Agnppa gave to his sister Berenice. He 
was King of the Jews, hut tributary to the Bomans. 

Ver. 246. Cornelia] Mother to the Gracchi, 

of the family of the Cornelii; from whence Scipio tht 
African was descended, who triumphed over Hannibal. 

Ver. 251. 0 Pcean, &c.] He alludes to the known fabk 
of Niobe in Ovid. Amphion was her husband : Psean is 
Apollo, who with his an*ows kUled her children, because 
she boasted tliat she was more' fruitful than Latona, 
Apollo's mother. 

Ver. 257. The thirty pigs, Ac.] He alludes to the white 
sow, in Virgil, who ton owed thirty pigs, 

Ver. 267. the Grecian eantf\ Women then learnt 

Gieck, as ours speak Fruuch. 
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The khid soft murmurs of the private sheets, 

Are b.iwdy, while thou speak'st m public streets. 
Those words have fingers ; and their force is such, 
They raise the dead, and mount him with a touch. 
But all provocatives from thee are vain : 

No blandishment the slacken’d nerve can strain. 

If then thy lawful spouse thou canst not love, 
"What reason should thy mind to mai'Tiago move I 
YTiy all the ehai-ges of the nuptial feast, 

"Wine and dessei*ts, and sweet-meats to digest 1 
Th’ endowing gold that buys the dear delight, 
Given for their fii'&t and only happy night ^ 

If thou ai‘t thus usoiiously inclined, 

To bear thy bondage with a willing mind, 

Pi’epai'e thy neck, and put it in the yoke : 

But for no mercy from thy woman look. 

For though, perhaps, she loves with equal fires, 
To absolute dominion she aspires ; 

Joys in the spoils, and tnumphs o’er thy pui-se ; 
The better husband makes the wife the woi*ae. 
Nothing is thine to give, or sell, or buy, ^oo 

All officos of ancient fiiendship die ; 

Nor hast thou leave to make a legacy. 

By thy imperious wife thou art bereft 
A privilege, to pimps and pandars left ; 

Thy testament ’s her will ; where she prefers 
Her ruffians, drudges, and adultereis, 

Adopting all thy rivals for thy heirs. 

Go drag that slave to death * Your reason, why 
Should the poor innocent be doom’d to die ^ 
"Wliat proofs 1 For, when man’s life is in debate. 
The judge can ne’er too long deliberate. 

Call ’st thou that slave a man 1 the wife replies : 
Froved, or unproved, the crime, the villain dies. 

I have the sovereign power to save or kill ; 

And give no other reason but my wild ^is 

Thus the she-tyrant reigns, till pleased with 
change, 

Her wild affections to new empires range : 
Another subject-husband she desires : 

Divorced from him, she to the first retfres, 

WTiile the last wedding-feast is scarcely o’er, 

And gaiiands hang yet gi'een upon the door. 

So still the reck’ning rises ; and appears. 

In total sum, eight husbands in five years. 

The title for a tomb-stone might be fit ; 

But that it would too commonly be wnt. sis 
Her mother livmg, hope no quiet day; 

She sharpens her, instructs her how to ^y 
Her husband bare, and then divides the prey. 

She takes love-letters, with a crafty smile, 

And, in her daughter’s answer, mends the style. 
In vain the husband sets his watchful spies ; 

She cheats their emmiug, or she bribes their eyes 
The doctor’s call’d; the daughter, taught the trick. 
Pretends to faint ; and in fiSl health is sick. 

The panting stallion, at the closet-door, ^ 

Heai*s the consult, and wishes it were o’er. 

Canst thou, in reason, hope, a bawd so knowm 
Should teach her other mannoi’s than her own ? 
Her interest is in all th’ advice she gives : 

’Tis on the daughter’s rents the mother lives, 

Ter. ?03. All the Romans, even the most inferior, and 
most infamous sort of them, had the power of making wills. 

SOS. ffa dj ag that slave, 4&c.l These are the words 
of the wife. 

Ihid. Tour reason, viTig, &c.l The answer of the 

husband. 

Ver, 312. CuTJ! st thou that slave a man The ^ ife again. 


No cause is tried at the litigious bar, 

But women plaintiffs or defendants are, 

They form the process, all the briefs they write ; 
The topics furnish and the pleas indite ; 

And teach the toothless lawyer how to bite 
They turn viragos too ; the wrestler’s toil 
They try, and smeax their naked limbs wntli oil : 
Agamst the post their wickei* shields they crush, 
Flourish the sword, and at the plastron push. 

Of every exercise the mannish crew 
Fulfils the parts, and oft excels us too ; 

Prepai’od not only in feign’d fights t’ engage, 

But rout the gladiators on the stage. 

"What sense of shame in such a breast can lie, 
Inured to arms, and her owm sex to fly 
Yet to be wholly man she would disci. dm; 

To quit her tenfold pleasure at the gamo, 

For frothy praises and an empty name. 

Oh, vhat a decent sight ’tis to behold 
All thy wife’s magazine by auction sold ! ^ 

The belt, the crested plume, the several suits 
Of armom’, and the Spanish leather boots i 
Yet these ai'e they, that cannot boai' the heat 
Of figured silks, and under sarcenet sweat. 

Behold the strutting Amazonian whore, 

She stands in guard with her right foot before : 
Her coats tuck’d up ; and all her motions just, 
She stamps and then cries, hah ! at every thrust ; 
But laugh to see her, tired with many a bout, 

Call for the pot, and hke a man piss out. 

The ghosts of ancient Romans, should they rise, 
Would grin to see their daughters play a prize. 

Besides, what endless brawls by wi\cs ai‘e bred: 
The curtain-lectm*e makes a moumful bed. 

Tlien, when she has thee sure within the sheets, 
Her cry begins, and the whole day repeats. 
Conscious of crimes herself, she teases fii’st , 

Thy servants arc accused ; thy whore is cni'sod ; 
She acts the jealous, and at will she cries ; 

For women’s tears are but the sweat of eyes. 

Poor cuckold-fool, thou think’st that love sinceio, 
And suck’&t between her lips the falling tcai* ; 

But seai'ch her cabinet, and thou shalt find 
Each tiller there with love-cpistlcs lined. 

Suppose her taken in a close embrace, 

This you would think so manifest a case, 

No rhetoric could defend, no impudence out- 
face: 

And yet ev’n then she cries the marriage-vow 
A mental reservation must allow ; 

And there 's a silent bai-gam stiR implied, 

The parties should be pleased on either side : 

And both may for their private needs provide. 
Though men youraelves, and women ns you call, 
Yet Jtomo is a common name for all. 

There ’s nothing bolder than a woman caught , 
Guilt gives them courage to maintam thoir fault 
You ask from whence proceed these monstrous 
crimes ** 

Once poor, and therefore chaste, in former times, 
Our matrons were ; no luxury found room 
In low-roof d houses, and bare walls of loam ; 
Their hands ivith Libour h.u'don’d while ’twas liglit. 
And frugal sleep supplied the quiet night, 

Willie, pinch’d with want, their hunger held ’em 
straight ; 

When Hannibal was hovering at the gate : 

Ver 404. Hannihal] A famon'! CarthafriTiiaTi 

captain , tvIio was upon tlie point of coiiqiasring the Roin.in.s. 
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But wanton now, and lolling at our ease, ^ 
We suffer all th’ inveterate ills of peace, 

And wasteful riot ; whose destructive oharms 
Revenge the vanquibh’d world, of our victorious 
arms. 

No crime, no lustful postures axe unknown; 

Smce Poverty, our guardian god, is gone : 

Pride, laziness, and all luxmious arts, 

Pour like a deluge in, from foreign parts : 

Since gold obscene and silver found the way, 
Strange fashions with strange bullion to convey. 
And our plain simple manners to betray, 

What care our drunken dames to whom they 
spread! 

Wine no distinction makes of tail or head ; 

Who, lew(^ dancing at a midnight ball, 

For hot eringoes and fat oysteis call : 

Full brimmers to their fuddled noses thrust ; 
Brimmers, the last provocatives of lust 
AVTien vapours to their swimming brains advance. 
And double tapei*s on the tables dance. 

Now think what bawdy dialogues they have. 
What TuUia talks to her confiding slave, 

At Modesty’s old statue , w'hen by night 
They make a stand, and from their littera light : 
The good man early to the levee goes, 

And treads the nasty paddle of his spouse. 

The secrets of the goddess named the Good, 
Are ev’n by boys and barbers imdei stood : 

Where the rank matrons, dancing to the pipe. 

Gig -with theii- bums, and axe for action ripe 7 
With music raised, they spread abroad their hair; 
And toss their heads like an Gnamoui'’d mare : 
Laufella lays her garland by, and proves 
The mimic lechery of manly loves. 

Rank’d with the lady the cheap sinner lies ; 

For here not blood, but virtue, gives the prize. 
Nothing is feign’d in this venereal strife ; 

’Tis downright lust, and acted to the Hfe. 

So full, so fierce, so vigorous, and so strong. 

That, looking on, would make old Nestor young. 
Impatient of delay, a general sound. 

An universal groan of lust goes round ; 

For then, and only then, the sex sincere is found. 
Now is the time of action ; Now begin. 

They cry, and let the lusty lovers in. 

The whoresons ai'e a&leep ; then bring the slaves. 
And watermen, a race of strong-back’d knaves. 

I wish, at least, our sacred rites were free 
From those pollutions of obscenity : 

But 'tis well known what singer, how disguised, 

A lewd audacious action enterprised : 

Into the fidr, wdth women mix’d, he went, ^ 
Arm’d with a huge two-handed instnimont ; 

A grateful present to those holy quires. 

Where the mouse, guilty of his sex, retires : 

And ev'n male-pictures modestly ai’e veil’d; 

Yet no profimeness on that ago prevail’d ; 

No scoffers at religious rites are found; 

Though now, at every altar they abound. 

I hear your cautious counsel, you would say. 
Keep close your women under lock and key : 

Ver. 430. 2]ke Good goddess \ At whose feasts no men 
wci 0 to be present. 

Ver, 443. A'esfor] Who lived three hundred yeais. 

Ver. 453. vhat svngeor, &c.] He alludes to the 

story of P. Clodins, who, disguised in the habit of a 
singing woman, went into the house of Csesar, where the 
feast of tliQ Good goddess was celebrated, to find an oppor- 
tunity with Caesar’s ivifo Poinpeia. 


But who shall keep those keepers! Women, 
nursed 

In craft : begin with those, and bribe ’em first 
The sex is turn’d all whore , they love the game : 
And mistresses and maids are both the same. 

The poor Ogulnia, on the poet’s day, 

Will borrow clothes, and chair, to see the play:-^"^ 
She, who before had mortgaged her estate, 

And pawn’d the last remaining piece of platen 
Some are reduced their utmost shifts to try : 

But women have no shame of poverty. 

They live beyond their stint ,* as if their store, 
The more exhausted, would increase the more : 
Some men, instructed by the labouring ant. 
Provide against th* extremities of want ; 

But womankind, that never knows a mean, 

Down to the dregs their sinking fortune di'tiin : 
Hourly they give, and spend, and waste, luw 
wear, ^ 

And think no pleasure can be bought too deai*. 

There are, who in soft eunuchs place their bli&s. 
To shun the scrubbing of a bearded kiss; 

And ’scape abortion ; but their solid joy 
Is when the page, already past a boy. 

Is capon’d late ; and to the gelder shown. 

With his two pounders to perfection g^o^vn. 
When all the navel-stiing could give, appears ; 

All but the beard, and that’s the baiher’s lo^'S, 
not theiiu 

Seen from afar, and famous for his ware, 

He struts into the bath, among the fair : 

Th* admiring crew to their devotions fall ; 

And, kneeling, on their new Priapus cahL 
Kerved for his lady’s use, and with her lies ; 

And let him drudge for her, if thou art wise, 
Rather than trust him with thy fav’rite boy ; 

He proffers death, in proffering to enjoy. 

If songs they love, the singer’s voice they force 
Beyond his compass till his quail-pipe *s hoarse ; 
His lute and lyre with their embrace is woni ; 
With knots they trim it, and with gems adorn : 
Run over all the stiings, and kiss the case; 

And make love to it, in the master’s place. 

A certain lady once of high degree, 

To Janus vow’d and Vesta’s deity, 

That PoUio might, in singing, win the prize ; 
PoBio the deax, the darling of her eyes : 

She pray’d, and bribed ; what could she nio^a 
have done 

For a sick husband or an only son 

With her face veil’d, and heaving up her hands. 

The shameless suppliant at the altar stands ; 

The forms of prayer she solemnly pui'sues; 

And, pale with fear, the offer’d entrails views. 
A n s wer, ye Povrers : for, if you heard her vow, 
Your godships, sure, had little else to do. 

This is not all ; for actors they implore : 

An impudence not known to heaven before. 

Th’ AiTispex, tired with this religious rout, 

Is forced to stand so long, he gets the gout. 

Yer 4S6. He taxes women witli their lovin^f ennnc})», 
who can get no children ; but adds, that tliey only lova 
such eunuchs as aie gelded when tliey are already at tlie 
age of m.inhood. 

Yer. 494. — iWayj/aj The god of lust. 

Yer. 507. ibZZto] A famous singing boy. 

Yer 517. That such an actor whom they love 
obtain the prize. 

Yit 619 Th* Aruspex,"] He who inspects the entrails 
of the sacrifice, and, fi om thence, foretels the successor. 

P ’J 
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But suffer not thy wife abroad to roam ; 

If she loves sin^gi let her ping at home ; 

Not strut in streets, with Amazonian pace ; 

For that’s to cuckold thee before thy face. 

Their endless itch of news comes next in 
play; 

They vent their own, and hear what others say. 
Know what in Thrace, or what in France is done ; 
Th’ intrigues betwixt the stepdame, and the son. 
Tell who loves who, what fevours some partake ; 
And who is jilted for another’s sake. ^ 

What pregnant widow in what month was made ; 
How oft ^e did, and doing, what she said. 

She, first, beholds the raging comet rise : 
Knows whom it threaten^ and what lands de- 
stroys. 

Still for the newest news she lies in wait ; *^5 

And takes reports just entering at the gate. 
Wrecks, floods, and fires : whatever she can meet. 
She spreads ; and is the feme of every street. 

This is a grievance ; but the next is worse ; 

A very jud^ent, and her neighbours* curse : ^ 
For. if tiieir barking dog disturb her ease. 

No prayer can bind her, no excuse appease. 

Tb* unmanner’d malefactor is arraign’d ; 

But first the master, who the cur maintain’d, 
Must feel the scourge; by night she leaves her 
bed, 

By night her bathing equipage is led. 

That marching armies a less noise create ; 

She moves in tumult, and she sweats in ^te. 
Meanwhile, her guests their appetites must keep ; 
Some gape for hunger, and some gasp for sleep. 
At length she comes, all flush’d ; but ere she 
sup, 

Swallows a swinging preparation-cup ; 

And then to clear her stomach spews it up. 

The deluge-vomit all the floor o’erflows, 

And the sour savour nauseates every nose. 

She drinkp again ; again she spews a lake ; 

Her wretched husband see^ and dares not speak , 
But mutters many a curse against his wife ; 

And damns himself for choosing such a life. 

But of aH plagues, the greatest is untold : 

The book-leam’d wife in Greek and Latin hold. 
The critic-dame, who at her table sits ; 

Homer and Virgil quotes, and weighs their wits ; 
And pities Dido’s agonizing fits. 

She has so fer th* ascendant of the hoard, 

The prating pedant puts not in one word : 

The man of law is non-pluss’d, in his suit; 

Nay, every other female tongue is mute. 
Hammers^, and beating anvil^ you would swear. 
And Vulcan with his whole militia there. 

Tabors and trumpets cease ; for she alone 
Is able to redeem the labouring Moon. 

EVn wit *s a burthen, when it talks too long : 

But she, who has no continence of tongue, 

Should walk in breechesi, and should wear a 
beard, 

And mix among the philosophic herd. 

Oh, what a midnight curse has he, whose side 
Is pester’d with a mood and figure bride i 

Ver. 570. Vulean] The god of smiths.* 

Ver. 671. Tenors ojid trump6ts, &c.] The anoionts 
thought that with such sounds they could bring the moon 
out of her eclipse. 

Ver. 578. a mood and figure Jrufe/] A woman 

who has learned logic. 


Let mine, ye gods • (if such must be my fate) 

No logic learn, nor history translate ; 

But rather be a quiet, humble fool : 

I hate a wife to whom I go to schooL 
Who climbs the grammar-tree, distinctly knows 
Where noun, and verb, and participle grows ; 
Corrects her country neighbour ; and, a-bed, ^ 
For breaking Priscian’s, breaks her husband’s 
head. 

The gaudy gossip, when she 's set agog; 

In jewels dress’d, and at each ear a hob, 

Goes flaunting out, and, in her trim of pride; 
Thinks all she says or does is justified. 

When poor, she *s scarce a tolerable evil ; 

But rich, and fine, a wife *s a very devil. 

She duly, once a month, renews her face ; 
Meantime, it lies in daub, and bid in grease ; 
Those are the husband’s nights ; she craves hoi 
due, 

He takes fet kisses, and is stuck in glue. 

But, to the loved adulterer wheti she steers, 

Fresh from the bath, in brightness she appears ; 
For him the rich Arabia sweats her gum ; 

And precious oils from distant Indies come : 

How haggardly so6*er die looks at home. 

Th* eclipse then vanishes ; and all her face 
Is open’d, and restored to every grace. 

The crust removed, her cheeks as smooth as silk, 
Are polidi’d with a wadi of asses* milk ; 

And should she to the farthest North be sent, 

A train of these attend her banidiment. 

But hadst thou seen her plaster’d up before, 

*Twas so unlike a fece, it seem’d a sore. 

’Tis worth our while to know what all the day 
They do, and how they pass their time away; 

For, if o’er-night the husband has been slack, 

Or counterfeited sleep, and turn’d his back, 

Next day, be sure, the servants go to wrack. 

The chambermaid and dresser are call’d whores; 
The page is stripp’d, and beaten out of doors. 

The whole house suffers for the master’s crime : 
And he himself is warn’d to wake another time. 

She hires tormentors by the year ; she treats 
Her visitors, and talks : but still she beats ; 

Boats while she paints her face, surveys her gown, 
Casts up the day’s account, and still beats on : 
Tired out, at length, with an outrageous tone. 

She bids ’em in tiie devil’s name he gone. 
Compared with such a proud, insulting dame, 
Sicilian tyrants may renounce their name. 

For, if she hastes abroad to take the air, 

Or goes to Isis’ church (the bawdy-house of 
prayer) 

She hurries all her handmaids to the task ; 

Her head, alone, will twenty dressers ask. 

Psecas, the chief, with breast and shoulders bare, 
Trembling, considers every sacred hair ; 

If any straggler from his rank be found, 

A pinch must, for tho mortal sin, compound. 
Psecas is not in fimlt ; but, in the gloss, ^ 
The dame 's offended at her own ill face. 

The maid is banish’d ; and another girl 
More dexterous, manages the comb and curl ; 

Ver. 686. A woman-graramarian, who corrects her hus- 
band for speaking jfalse Latin, which is called hreakiiig 
Pxisdau’s head. 

- Ver. 607 . A train of t'ke8e\ That is, of tiie-asses. 

Ver. 626. StoUian tyrants] Are grown to a proverb in 
Latin, for their cruelty. 
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The rest are summon’d on a point so nice ; 

And first, the grave old woman gives advice. 

The next is call’d, and so the turn goes round, 
As each for age, or wisdom, is renown’d : 

Such counsel, such deliberate care they take, 

As if her life and honour lay at stake : 

With curls on curls, they build her head before, 
And moimt it with a fonnidable tower. 

A giantess she seems; but look behind. 

And then she dwindles to the pigmy kind. 
Duck-legged, short-waisted, such a dwarf she is. 
That she must rise on tiptoes for a kiss. 
Meanwhile, her husband’s whole estate is spent ; 
He may go bore, while she receives bis rent. 

She minds him not ; she lives not as a wife. 

But like a bawling neighbour, full of strife : 

Near him, in this alone, that she extends ^ 
Her hate to all his servants and his friends. 

Bellona’s priests, an eunuch at their head. 
About the streets a mad procession lead ; 

The venerable gelding, large, and high, 

O’erlooks the herd of*his inferior fry. 

His awkward clergymen about him prance; 

And beat the timbrels to them mystic danoe. 
Guiltless of testicles, they tear their throats. 

And squeak, in treble, their unmanly notes- 
Meanwlnle, his cheeks the mitred prophet swells. 
And dire presages of the year foretels. 

Unless with eggs (his priestly hire) they haste 
To expiate, and avert th’ autumnal blast. 

And add beside a murrey-colour’d vest, 

Which, in their places, may receive the pest : 
And, thrown into the flood, their crimes may 
beac^ 

To purge th’ unlucky omens of ibe year. 

Th’ astonish’d matrons pay, before the rest ; 

That sex is still obnoxious to the priest. 

Through ice they beat, and plunge into the 
stream, 

If so the god has warn’d ’em in a dream. 

Weak in their limbs, but in devotion strong, 

On their hare hands and feet they crawl along 
A whole field’s length, the laughter of the throng: 
Should lo (lo’s priest I mean) command ^ 
A pilgrimage to Meroe’s hnming sand, 

Tliough deserts they would seek the secret 
spring; 

And holy water, for lustration, bring. 

How can they pay their priests too much respect. 
Who trade with heaven, and earthly gains neg- 
lect? 

With him, domestic gods discourse by night : 

By day, attended by his quire in white, 

bald-pate tribe runs madding through the 
street. 

And smile to see with how much ease they cheat. 
The ghostly sire foigives the wife’s delights, ^ 
Who sins, through frailty, on forbidden nights ; 
And tempts her husband in the holy time, 

When carnal pleasure is a mortal crime. 

The sweatiog image shakes his head, but he 
With mumbled prayers atones the deity. ^ 

Yer. 645. This dressing np the head so high, which we 
call a tower, was an ancient way amongst the Bomanb. 

Yer. 657. JBeUovuHs pnestSf"] Were a sort of fortune- 
tellers ; and the high-priest an eunuch. 

Yer. 669. And add hetide^ Ac.) A garment was given to 
the priest, which he threw into the river; and that, they 
thought, bore all the sins of the people, wlu^ ^er#* diowned 
with it. 


The pious priesthood the fat goose receive, 

And they once bribed, the godhead must forgive. 

No sooner these remove, but full of fear, 

A gipsy Jewess whispers in your ear. 

And begs an elms: an high-priest’s daughter 
she, 

Versed in their Talmud, and divinity. 

And prophesies beneath a shady tree. 

Her goo^ a basket, and old hay her bed. 

She strolls, and, telling fortunes, gains her bread : 
Farthings, and^some small monies, are her fees ; 
Yet she interprets all your dreams for these. ^ 
Foretels th’ estate, when the rich uncle die^ 

And sees a sweetheart in the sacrifice. 

Such toys a pigeon’s entrails can disclose : 

Which yet th’ Armenian augur far outgoes : 

In dogs, a victim more obscene, he rakes, 

And murder’d infants for inspection takes : 

For gain, his impious practice he pursues ; 

For gain, will his accomplices accuse. 

More credit, yet, is to Chaldeans given ; 

What they foretel, is deem’d the voice of heaven. 
Their answers, as from Hamm on’s altar, come ; 
Since now the Delphian oracles are dumb. 

And mankind, ignorant of future fote, 

Believes what fond astrologers relate. 

Of these the most in vogue is he, who, sent 
Beyond seas, is return’d from banishment , 

His art who to aspiring Otho sold. 

And sure succession to the crown foretold. 

For his esteem is in his exile placed ; 

The more believed, the more he was disgraced- 
No astrologic wizard honour gains. 

Who has not oft been banish’d, or in chains. 

He gets renown, who, to the halter near, 

But narrowly escapes, and buys it dear. 

From him your wife inquires the planets’ will. 
When the bl^ jaundice shaU her mother kill: 
Her raster’s and her uncle’s end would know ; 
But, first, confsults his art, when you shall go. 
And, what’s the greatest gift that heaven can 
giv^ ^ 

It after her, th’ adulterer shall live. 

She neither knows nor cares to know the rest ; 

If Mars and Saturn ^aU the world infest ; 

I Or Jove and Venus, with their friendly rays, 

Will interpose, and bring us better days. 

Beware the woman too, and shun her sight. 
Who in these studies does herself delight 
By whom a greasy almanac is home, 

With often handling, like chafed amber, worn : 
Not now consulting, but consulted, she 
Of the twelve houses, and their lords, is free. 

She, if the scheme a fatal journey show. 

Stays safe at home, but lets her husband go. 

If but a mile she travel out of town. 

The planetary hour must first he known, ^ 
And lucky moment ; if her eye but aches 
Or itches, its decumhiture she takes ; 

No nourishment receives in her disease, 

But what the stars and Ptolemy shall please. 

Yer. 715. Chaldeans are thought to have been the first 
astrologers. 

Yer. 723. Otho succeeded Galha in the empire : vrhicb 
vraa foretold him hy an astrologer. 

Yer. 788. Mars and Satom are the two unfertimate 
planets; Jupiter and Yenus, the two forttinate. 

Yer. 754. JPtdUmjt] A fimwos astrologer, an 

Egyptian, 
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The middle soi't who have not much to spare, 
To chiromancers* cheaper art repair, 75G 

Who clap the pretty palm, to make the lines 
more fair. 

But the richi matron, who has more to give, 

Her answers from the Brachman will receive : 
SkHL’d in the globe and sphere, he gi’avely stands. 
And, with his compass, measures seas and lands. 

The poorest of the sex have still an itch 
To know their fortunes, equal to the rich. 

The dairymaid inquires if she shall take 
The tru^ tailor, and the cook forsake. 

Yet these, though poor, the pain of childbed 
bear; 

And, without nurses, their own infants rear : 

You seldom hear of the rich mantle, spread 
For the babe, bom in the great lady’s bed. 

Such is the power of herbs; such arts they use 
To make them barren, or their fruit to lose. 

But thou, whatever slops she vrill have bought. 

Be thankful, and supply the deadly draught : 
Help her to make man-slaughter ; let her bleed. 
And never want for savin at her need. 

For, if she holds till her nine months be mn. 
Thou may’st be father to an jEthiop’s sou ; 

A boy, who, ready gotten to thy hands, 

By law is to inherit all thy lands : 

One of that hue, that, should he cross the way, 
His omen would discolour all the day. 

I pass the foundling by, a race unknown, 

At doors exposed, whom matrons make their own • 
And into noble femilies advance 
A nameless issue, the blind work of chance. ^ 
Indulgent Fortune does her care employ. 

And, smiling; broods upon the naked boy : 

Her garment spreads, and laps him in the fold, 
And covers, with her wings, from nightly cold . 
Gives him her blessing ; puts him in a way ; ^ 

Sets up the farce, and laughs at her own play. 
Him she promotes ; she favours him alone, 

And makes provision for him as her own. 

The craving wife the force of magic tries, 

And philters for th* unable hnsband buys : 

The potion works not on the part design’d : 

But turns his brains, and stupefies his mind. 

The sotted moon-calf gape^ and staring on, 

Sees his own bnsiness by another done : 

I A long oblivion, a benumbing frost, 

[ Constrains his head ; and yesterday is lost • 
i Some nimbler juice would make him foam and 
rave, 

Like that Cjesonia to her Caius gave : 

Who, plucking from the forehead of the foal 
His mother’s love, infused it in the bowl , 

The boiling blood ran hissing in his veins, 

Till the mad vapour mount^ to his brains. 


Ver. 759. The Brachmans are Indian philosophers, irho 
remain to this day; and hold, after Pytha^ias, the tian&la- 
tion of souls fiom one body to another. 

y^r. 777. to an JEtMfjp's son;'] His me.aning is, 

her to any kind of slops, which may cause hei to 
miscarry; for fear she may be brought to bed of a bl ick- 
mooi, which thou, being her husband, art hounii to father; 
and that bastard may, by law, inherit thy estate. 

Ver. 781. The Romans though tit oral nous 

to see a blackmoor in the morning, if he were the fiK.t man 


Ver. 803 Cffisonia, wife to Caius Caligula, the great 
tyrant ; ^ said she gave him a love-potion, which, flying 
up into his head, distracted him, and was the ocrabiun of 
Ills committing so many acts of cruelty. 


The Thunderer was not half so much on fire 
When Juno’s girdle kindled his desire. 

What woman will not use the poisoning trade, 
When Csesar’s wife the precedent has made? 

Let Agrippina’s mushroom he forgot, 

Given to a slavering, old, unuseful sot ; 

That only closed the driveling dotard’s eyes, 

And sent his godhead downward to the ^ies. 

But this fierce potion calls for fire and sword ; 
Nor spares the commons, when it strikes the 
lord: 

So many mischiefs were in one combined; 

So mnei one single poisoner cost mankind. 

If stepdames seek their sons-in-law to kill, 

’Tis venial trespass ; let them have their will : 

But let the child, entrusted to the care 
Of his own mother, of her bread beware : 

Beware the food she reaches with her hand ; 

The morsel is intended for thy land. ^ 

Thy tutor be thy taster, ere thou eat ; 

There’s poison m thy drink, and in thy meat. 

You think this feign’d ; the satire in a I’ago 
Struts in the buskins of the tragic stage. 

Forgets his business is to laugh and bite ; 

And will of deaths and dire revenges write. 
Would it were all a fable that you read ! 

But Drymon’s wife pleads guilty to the deed. 

I (she confesses) in the fact was caught, 

Two sons despatching at one deadly draught. 
What, two 1 two sons, thou viper, in one day 1 
Yes, seven, she cries, if seven were in my way. 
Medea’s legend is no more a lie ; 

One age adds credit to antiquity. 

Great ills, we grant, in former times did reign, ^ 
And murders then were done ; but not for gain. 
Less admiration to great crimes is due. 

Which they through wrath, or through revenge, 
pursue. 

For, weak of reason, impotent of will. 

The sex is hurried heaSong into ill : *** 

And, like a cliff from its foundations tom. 

By raging earthquakes, mto seas is home. 

But those are fiends, who crimes from thought 
I begin : 

And, cool m mischief meditate the sin. 

They read th’ example of a pious wife, 

Redeeming, with her own, her husband’s life ; 
Yet, if the laws did that exchange afford. 

Would save their lapdog sooner than their lord. 

Where’er you walk, the Belides you meet ; 

And Clyteninestras grow in every street : *’'“*^* 

Ver. 808. TJie Thunderer, <S:c.J The story is in IFomor; 
■where Juno borrowed the girdle of Venus, called Ciwtos. 
to make Jupiter in love "with her, while the Grecians tiud 
Trojans were fighting, that he might not help the latter. 

Ver 812. Agrippina was the mother of the tyrant Noro, 
who poisoned her husband Claudius, that Nero might 
succeed, who was her son, and not Britannicus, who was 
die son of Claudius, by a former "wife. 

Ver. 833. The widow of Drymon poisoned her sons, that 
she might succeed to their estate. This was done citlicr in 
the poet’s time, or just before it. 

Ver. 838. Medea, out of revenge to Jason, who had for- 
saken her, killed the children which she had by him. 

Ver. 854. the BeZwfes] Who were fifty sisters, 

mained to fifty young men, their cousin- germaus ; and 
killed them all on their wedding-night, excepting Uyper- 
mnestra, who saved her husband Linus. 

Ver, 865. Glytemnestra] The wife of Agamemnon, 

who, in iavour to her adulteier iGgysthus was consenting 
to his muider. 
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But here ’s the difference ; Agamemnon’s wife 
Was a gross butcher, with a bloody knife ; 
But murder now is to perfection grown, 

And subtle poisons are employ’d alone ; 
Unless some antidote prevents their arts, 

And lines with balsam all the nobler parts : 

In such a case, reserved for such a need, 
Bather than fail, the dagger does the deed. 


THE 

TENTH SATIRE OF JUVENAL. 

— ^ — 

THE ABOUMEITT. 

The poet’s design, In this divine Satire, is to represent the 
various wishes and desires of mankind : and to set out 
the folly of them. He runs through all the several heads 
of riches, honours, eloquence, fame for martial achieve- 
ments, long life, and beauty; and gives instances, in 
each, now frequently they have pioved the min of those 
that owned them. He concludes, therefore, that since we 
generally choose so ill for ourselves, we should do better 
to leave it to the gods, to make the choice for us. All we 
can safely ask of heaven, lies within a very small com- 
pass. ’Tis but health of body and mind. And if we 
have tliese, it is not much matter what we want besides ; 
for we have already enough to make us happy. 

Look round the habitable world, how few 
Ivnow their own good ; or knowing it, pursue ! 
How void of reason are our hopes and fears i 
What in the conduct of our life appears 
So well design’d, so luckily begun, ® 

But, when we have our wish, we wish undone? 

"V^ole houses, of their whole desires possess’d. 
Are often ruin’d, at their own request. 

In wars and peace, things hiutful we require. 
When made obnoxious to our own desire. 

Ver. 863. JSather GianfaxQ It will easily be understood 
why it was impossible to make a single observation on 
this Sixth Satire, which, as he finely says in another 
place, is, 

Too fbnl to name, too fulsome to be read. 

Yet Lud. Prateiis wrote long notes for the use of the 
Dauphin, under the inspection of Bqssuet. Dr. J. Warton. 

Ver. 1. Look roimtfj There is not perhaps in our lan- 
guage a poem, of the moral and didactic species, written 
with more vigorous and strong seutimants, more pene- 
trating and useful observatious on life, m a diction lemark- 
ably close and compact, than the Vanity of Human Wishes, 
by Dr. Johnson, in imitation of this Tenth Satire of bis 
favourite Juvenal. In point of sprxghtliness, and poig- 
nancy of wit and sarcasm, it may not be equal to his 
imitation of the Third ; hut indeed the nature and tone of 
the two pieces are essentially different; for here all is 
serious, solemn, and even devont The evils of life aie 
indeed aggravated and painted in the darkest and most 
disagreeable colours; but such au unwarrantable repre- 
sentation was a favourite topic with our author, touched as 
he was with a morbid melancholy; but sorely to magnify 
and dwell too much on these evils, is, after aU, very false 
philosophy, and an affront to our most benevolent and 
bounteous Creator. Those who hold this uncomfoi*tal)le 
and gloomy opinion, wonld do well to consider attentively 
what such men as Cudworth, Archbishop King, Hutcheson, 
and Balguy, have so strongly mged in confutation of this 
opinion of the prepollence of evil in the world. It may not 
be unpleasant to lay before the reader sonic passages of 
Johnson’s imitations, which seem particularly happy in 
the accommodation of modem frets and characters to the 
andent; and we may imagine he put forth all his strength 
when he was to contend with Drydeu. He certainly would 
not have succeeded co well if he had ever attempted to 
imitate Horace. Dr. J. Warton. 


With laurels some have fiitally been crown’d ; 
Some, w^ho the depths of eloquence have found, 
In that unnavigable stream were drown’d. 

The brawny fool, who did his vigour boast, 

In that presuming confidence was lost : is 

But more have been by avarice oppress’d. 

And heaps of money crowded in the chest : 
Unwieldy sums of wealth, which higher mount 
Than files of marshall’d figures can account. 

To which the stores of Creesus, in the scale, 
W'ould look like little dolphins, when they sail 
In the vast shadow of the British whale. 

For this, in Nero’s arbitrary time. 

When virtue was a guilt, and wealth a crime, 

A troop of cut-throat guards were sent to seize ^ 
The rich men’s goods, and gut their palaces : 

The 190 b, commission’d by the government, 

Are seldom to an empty garret sent 
The fearful passenger, who travels late. 

Charged with the carriage of a paltry plate, 
Shakes at the moonshine shadow of a rush ; 

And sees a red-coat rise from every bush : 

The be^ar sings, ev’n when he sees the place 
Beset with thieves, and never mends his pace. 

Of all the vows, the first and chief request ^ 

Of each is, to be richer than the rest : 

And yet no doubts the poor man’s draught control. 
He dreads no poison in his homely bowl ; 

Then fear the deadly drug, when gems divine 
Enchase the cup, and sparkle in the wine. 

Will you not now the pair of sages praise, 

Who the same end pursued, by several ways ? 
One pitied, one contemn’d the woful times : 

One laugh’d at follies, one lamented crimes : 
Laught^ is easy ; but the wonder lies, 

What store of brine supplied the weeper’s eyes. 
Democritus could feed his spleen, and ^ake 
His sides and shoulders till he felt ’em ache ; 
Though in his country-town no lictors were. 

Nor rods, nor axe, nor tribune did appear ; ** 

Nor all the foppish gravity of show. 

Which cunning magistrates on crowds bestow. 

What had he done, had he beheld on high 
Our praetor seated, in mock majesty ; 

His chariot rolling o’er the dusty place, 

While, with dumb pride, and a set formal fiice, 

He moves, in the dull ceremonial track. 

With Jove’s embroider’d coat upon his hack 1 
A suit of hangings had not more oppress’d 
His shoulders, than that long, laborious vest : 

A heavy gewgaw (call’d a crown), that spread 
About his temples, drown’d his narrow head : 

And would have crush’d it with the massy freight, 
But that a sweatmg slave sustain’d the weight : 

A slave in the same chariot seen to ride, 

To mortify the mighty madman’s pride. 

Add now th' imperial eagle, raised on high. 

With golden beci (the mark of majesty). 
Trumpets before, and on the left and right, 

A cavalcade of nobles, all in white : 

Ver. 14. Milo, of Crotona, vlio, for a trial of his strength, 
going to rend an oak, perished m the attempt; for hib amis 
vrere caught in the trunk of it, and he was devonred by 
wild beasts. 

Ver. 53. TPTuzt had ha dona,] All this is false, on tlie 
unavoidable marks of state and distinction in every 
country. Dr. J . W artow. 

Ver. 66. To morl^jj] One of his happiest alliterations. 
Dr. J. Warton. 
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In their own natures felse and flattering tribes, 
Bnt made bis fldend^ by jjlaces and by bribes. 

In his own age, Democaitus could find 
Sufficient cause to laugh at human kind : 

Learn from so great a wit ; a land of bogs ^ 

With ditches fenced, a heaven fat with fogs^ 

May form a spirit fit to sway the state ; 

And make the neighbouring monarchs fear their 
fiite. 

He laughs at all the vulgar cares and fears ; 

At their vain triumphs, and their vainer tears : ® 
An equal temper in his mind he fotmd, 
WhenFortune flatter’ d and when she frown’d. 

'Tis plain, from hence, th^ what our vows re- 
quest, 

Are hunful thing£^ or useless at the best. 

Some ask for envied power ; which public hate 
Pursues, and hurries headlong to their fete : * 

Down go the titles ; and the statue crown’d. 

Is by b^e hands in the next river drown’d- 
The guiltless horses, and the chariot wheel. 

The same effects of vulgar fury feel : 

The smith prepare his hammer for the stroke. 
While the lun^d bellows hissing fire provoke ; 
Sojanui^ cdmost first of Roman names, 

The great Sejanus crackles iu the flames : 

Form’d in the foig^ the pliant brass is laid ^ 
On anvils ; and of head and limbs are made 
Pans, cans, and piss-pots, a whole kitchen trade. 
Adorn your doors with laurels ; and a hull. 
Milk-white, and large, lead to the Capitol ; 
Sejanus with a rope is dragged along^ 

The sport and laughter of the giddy throng I 
Good Lord, they cry, what EtMop lips he haj^ 
How foul a snout, and what a hanging face I 
By heaven, I never could endure sight ; 

But say, how came his monstrous crimes to light 1 
What is the charge, and who the evidence, ^ 
(The saviour of the nation and the prince^ 
Nothing of this; but our old Cassar sent 
A noisy letter to his parliament ; 

Nay, Sirs, if Caesar writ, I ask no mor^ 

He ’s guilty ; and the question ’s out of door. 

Ter. 93. Sejanus was Til)eriTis’s first faToniite, and 
vliilo he continued so had the highest marks of honour 
bestowed on him: statues and triumphal (Hanots were 
everywhexe erected to him; hut as soon as he fell into 
disgrace with the emperor, these were all immediately 
dismounted, and the senate and common people insulted 
over him as meauly as they had fiiwned on him before. 

Ter. 94. Sme gnat S^anus,'] Modem history could not 
afford a more proper substitute for Scjanns, to exemplify 
the lamentable md of ambitions projects, than what 
Johnson has riven ns in the following lines, in the 
character and mte of Wolsey:^ 

“ In ftdl-hlown dignify see Wolsey stand. 

Law in his voice, and fortune in his hand; 

To him the chur^ the realm, their powers consign, 
Oihro’ h i m the rays of regal bounfy shine ; 

Still to new heights his restless wishes tower, 

Claim leads to claim, and power advances power ; 

Tin conquest nnresisted ceased to please, 

And Tights submitted left him none to seize. 

At len^ his sovereign frowns—the trahi of state 
Mark the keen glance, and watch the sign to hate ; 
TVliexe'er he turns he meets a stranger's eye, 

His suppliants scorn him, and his followers fly: 

At once is lost the pride of awM state, 

The golden canopy, the glittering plal^ 

The regal palace, the luxurious hosurd, 

The liveri^ army, and the menial lord; 

With age, with cares, with maladies opprest, 

He seeks the refuge of monastic rest; 

Grief aids disease, remember’d folly stings, 

And his last sighs reproach the faith of kings." I 

Dr, J.Wabtoit. 


How goes the mob 1 (for that ’s a mighty thing.) 
When the king ’& trump, the mob are for the king : 
They follow fortune, and the common crj 
Is still against the rogue condemn’d to dia 
But the same very mob, that rascal crowd. 

Had cried Sejanus, with a shout as loud; 

Had his designs (by fortune’s favour bless’d) 
Succeeded, and the prince’s age oppress’d. 

But long, long sincei the times have changed their 
face, ^ 


Not suffer’d now the freedom of their choice, 

To make their magistrates, and sell their voice. 

Our wise forefethers, great by sea and land, 
Had once the power and absolute command ; 

AU offices of trust, themselves disposed ; 

Raised whom they pleased, and whom they pleased 
deposed. 

But we, who give our native rights away, 

And our enslaved posterity be^y, 

Are now reduced to beg an aims, and go ^ 
On holidays to see a puppet-show. 

There was a damn’d design, cries one, no doubt; 
For warrants are already issued out ; 

I met Brutidius in a mortal fright ; 

He’s dipp’d for certain, and plays least in sight. 

I fear the rage of our offended prince. 

Who thinks the senate slack in his d^ence ! 
Come, let us haste, our loyal zesd to show. 

And spurn the wretched corpse of Csesar’s foe : 
But let our slaves be present there, lest they 
Accuse thdr masters, and for gain betray. 

Such were the whispers of those jealous times. 
About Sejanus’ punishment and crimes. 

N ow me truly, would’st thou change thy fate 

To like him, first mimster of state ? 

To have thy levees crowded with resort 
Of a depending, gaping, servile court : 

Dispose all honours of the sword and gown, 

Grace with a nod, and ruin with a frown ; 

To hold thy prince in pupilage, and sway 
That monarch, whom the master’d world obey? 
While he, intent on secret lusts alone, 
lives to himself abandoning the throne; 

Coop’d in a narrow isle, observing dreams 
With flattering wizards, and erecting schemes ! 

I well believe, thou would’st he great as he ; 
For every man’s a fool to that degree; 

All wish the dire prerogative to kill ; 

Ev’n they would have the power, who want the 
will : 

But would’st thou have thy wishes understood. 

To take the bad together with the good, 

Would’st thou not rather choose a small renown, 
To be the mayor of some poor paltry town, 

Bigly to look, and barhaiously to speak ; 

To pound j^e weights, and scanty measui-es 
break? , 

Then, grant we that Sejanus went astray 
In every wish, and knew not how to pray: 

Ter. 136. ■ plays least] One of his vulgar modern 
ideas. Dr. J. Wabton. 

Ter. 146. To liav^ Here are six nervous and finished 
lines to atone for 136. Dr. J Wabtok, 

Ter. 164. The island of Caprea, -which lies about a 
league out at sea from the Cunpanian shore, was the scene 
of Tiberius’s pleasures in the latter part of his reign. 
There he lived for some years with divinors, soothsayers, 
and worse company ; and from thence despatriied all his 
orders to the senate. 
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For he who grasp’d the world’s exhausted store. 
Yet never h^ enough, but wish’d for more, 
liaised a top-heavy tower, of monstrous height, 
"VVluch, mouldering, crush’d him underneath the 
weight. 

What did the mighty Pompey’s fall beget 1 
It ruin’d him, who, greater than the Great, 

The stubborn pnde of Eoman nobles broke; 

And bent their haughty necks beneath his yoke : 
What else but his immoderate lust of power, 
Prayers made and granted in a luckless hourl 
For few usurpers to the shades descend 
By a dry death, or with a quiet end. 

The boy, who scarce has paid his entrance down 
To his proud pedani^ or declined a noun, 

(So sm^ an elf, that when the days are foul. 

He and his satchel must be borne to school,) 

Yet prays, and hopes, and aims at nothing less. 

To prove a TuUy, or Demosthenes ; ^ 

But both those orators, so much renown’d. 

In their own depths of eloquence were drown’d : 
The hand and head were never losi^ of those 
Who dealt in doggrel, or who punn’d in prose. 

Fortime foretuned the dying notes of Rome, 

Till I, thy consul sole, consoled thy doom.” 

His fate had crept below the lifted swords, 

Had all his malice been to murder words. 

I rather would be Msevius, thrash for rhymes 
Like his, the scorn and scandal of the times, 

Thau that Philippic, fatally divine, 

WTiich is inscribed the second, should be mine. 

Nor he, the wonder of the Grecian thi’ong, 

Who drove them with the torrent of his tongue, 

Ver. 173. Julius Caesax, who got the better of Pompey, 
that was styled the Great. 

Ver. 185. Demosthenes and Tully both died for their 
oratory. Demosthenes gave himself poison to avoid being 
carried to Antlpater, one of Alexander's captains, who had 
then made himself master of Athens. T.ully was mut dei ed 
by Marc Anthony's order, in return for those invectives ho 
h»l made against him. 

Ver 186. But doth those orators,] Lydiat, mentioned hy 
Johnson in the subsequent imitation, was not generally 
known, thongh a very learned man, and able mathematician, 
and many persons inquired who he was. GaLdeo was well 
chosen to exemplify the hard &te of a very illustrious 
philosopher. 

" Deign on the passing world to turn thine eyes, 

And pause awhile iix>m letters, to he wise ; 

There mark what ills the soholai's life assail, 

Toil, euvy, want, the patron, and the jail. 

See nations slowly wise, and meanly just, 

To buried Merit raise the tardy bust. 

If dreams yet flatter, once again attend, 

Hear Lydvais life, and QdJi^s end.” 

I cannot forbear adding, that Johnson made an alteration 
in the fourth of these lines; at flrstit stood, 

Toil, envy, want, the garret, and the jail. 

When Lord Chesterfield disappointed him of the patron- 
age he expected, he suddenly altered it to 
the patron, and the jail. 

This Mr. William Collins informed me of, who was pre- 
sent at the time. He himself at last met with a suitable 
reward for his labours, by the gpracions and generous pension 
which the King gave him of 3003. a year. And a superb 
monument and statue of him is erected in St. Paul’s 
cathedial. Dr. J. Waetoit. 

Ver. 190. The Latin of this couplet is a famous verse of 
Tulfys, in which he sets out the happiness of hi& own 
consulship ; famous for the vanity, and the ill poetry of it; 
for Tully, as he had a good deal of the one, so he had no 
gi eat share of the other. 

Ver. 196. The orations of Tully against Marc Anthony 
were styled by him Philippics, in imitation of Demosthenes, 
who had given that name before to those he made against 
Philip of Macedon. 


'Who shook the theatres, and sway’d the state ^ 
Of Athens, jBound a more propitious fate ; 

■WTiom, bom beneath a boding horoscope. 

His sire, the blear-eyed Vulcan of a shop, 

From his forge, sent to Minerva’s schools, 
To learn the unlucky art of wheedling fools. 205 
With itch of honour, and opinion, vain, 

All thin^ beyond Iheir native worth we strain ; 
The spoils of war. brought to Feretrian Jo\e, 

An empty coat of armour hung above 

The conqueror’s chariot, and in triumph borne, 

A streamer from a boarded galley tom, 

A chap&ll’n beaver loosely hanging by 
The cloven helm, an arch of victory, 

On whose high convex sits a captive foe. 

And sighing casts a mournful look below ; 215 

Of every nation, each illustrious name, 

Such toys as these have cheated into fame ; 
Exchanging solid quiet, to obtam 
The windy satisfeetion of the brain. 

So much the thirst of honour fires the blood : 
So many would be great, so few be good. 211 
For who would Virtue for herself regard. 

Or wed, without the portion of reward ? 

Yet this mad chase of fiime, by few pursued. 

Has drawn destmetion on ilie multitude : 2a 

This avarice of praise in times to come. 

Those long inscriptions, crowded on the tomb, 
Should some wild fig-tree take her native beut, 
And heave below the gaudy monument, 

Would crack the marble titles, and disperse ^ 
The characters of all the lying verse : 

For sepulchres themselves must crumbling fall 
In time’s abyss, the common grave of all 
Great Hannibal within the balance lay ; 

And tell how many pounds his ashes weigh ; 
Whom AMc was not able to contain, 

VTiose length runs level with the Atlantic main. 
And wearies fruitful Nilus, to convey 
His sun-beat waters by so long a way ; 

Which Ethiopia's double dime divides, 210 

And elephants in other mountams hides. 

Spain first he won, the Pyreneans pass’d. 

And steepy Alps, the mounds that Nature cast : 
And with corroding juices, as he went, 

A passage through the living rocks he rent. 2« 
Then, like a torrent, rolling from on high. 

He pours his headlong rage on Italy ; 

Ver. 206. Tolearn] A just definition of eloquence, and 
its abuse, especialfy m democracies. Dr. J. Wabton. 

Ver. 208. This is a mock account of a Homan triumph. 
Ver. 247. JBepows his headlong] Charles XII. of Sweden 
was a very favourite character of Dr. J ohnson. Though he 
condemned so many of the other works of Voltaire, yet he 
used to speak in the terms of high appiohation of lus 
history of this extraordinary warrior. 

“ On what foundation stands the wai-rior’s pride, 

How just his hopes, let Swedish Charles decide: 

No dangers fright him, and no labours tire, 

A frame of adamant, a soul of fire ; 

O’er love, o’er fear extends his wide domain, 

XJneouquer’d lord of pleasure and of pain. 

No joys to him pacific sceptres yield, 

War sounds the trump, he rushes to the field. 

Behold suiTOunding kmgs their power comhine, 

And one capitulate, and one resign. 

Peace courts his hand, but spread her charms in vain, 

' Think nothmg gain’d,’ he ones, ' till nought temaim 
On Moscow’s walls till GhBiic standards fly, 

And all be mine beneath the polar sky.’ 

The march begins in mUitaiy state, 

And nations on his eye suspended wait. 

Stem Famine guards the solitary coast, 

And 'Winter barricades the realm of frost: 
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In tliree Tictorions battles overrun ; 

Yet, still uneasy, cries. There's nothing done, 

Till level with the ground their gates are laid; 
And Punic flags on Roman towers display’d. 

Ask what a flice belong’d to his high fl^ e : 

TTis picture scarcely would deserve a frame : 

A sign-post dauber would disdain to paint 
The one-eyed hero on his elephant. ^ 

Now what’s his end, 0 charming Glory * say. 
What rare fifth act to crown this huffing play? 

In one deciding battle overcome, 

He flies, is baru^’d from his native home : 

Begs refuge in a foreign court, and there ^ 
Attends, his mean petition to prefer ; 

Repulsed by surly grooms, who wait before 
The sleeping tyrant’s interdicted door. 

What wondrous sort of death has heaven 
design’d. 

Distinguish’d fix>m the herd of human kind, ^ 

For so untamed, so turbulent a mind I 
Nor swords at hand, nor hissing darts afar. 

Are doom’d to avenge the tedious bloody war ; 
But poison, drawm through a ring’s hollow plate. 
Must finish him , a suckmg infant’s frte. ^ 
Go, climb the rugged Alps, ambitious fool. 

To please the boys, and be a theme at school 
One world sufficed not Alexander’s mind : 
Coop’d np, he seem’d in earth and seas confined : 
And, struggling, stretch’d his restless limbs about 
The narrow globe^ to find a passage out. 

Yet, entered iu the brick-bunt town, he tried 
The tomb, and found the strait dimensions wide : 
" Death only this mysterious truth unfolds, 

The mighty soul, how small a body holds 1” ^ 

Old Greece a tide of Athos would make out. 

Cut from the continent, and sail’d about ; 

Seas hid with navies, chariots passing o’er 
The channel, on a bridge from shore to shore : 
Rivers, whose depth no sharp beholder see^ 
Drunk at an army’s dinner, to the lees; 

He comes ; nor want, nor cold, his course delay. 

Hide, blushing glory, hide Faltowa's day : 

The vanquish’d hero leaves his broken bauds, 

And shows bis miseries in distant lands. 

Condemn’d a needy supplicant to wait, 

While ladies interpose, and slaves debate. 

Bat did not chance at length her error mend ? 

Did not subverted empire mark his end ? 

Did rival monarchs give the &tal wound ? 

Or hostile millions press him to the ground ? 

His fSadl was destined to a barren strand, 

A x>etty fortr^, and a dubious hand ; 

He left the name, at which the world grew pale. 

To point a moral, or adorn a tale.” 

I do not recollect any passage in the works of Pope, of 
greater energy and force of expression than tfie foregoing 
passage. The last lines do not tally with the original ; for ' 
contempt is heightened by the addrass, 

I, demens, et ssevas cnrre per Alpes, 

Xjtpums placeas et decLcamUo 

De. J. Wabtox. 

Ver. 278. Babylon, where Alexander died. 

Ver. 282. Xerxes is represented in history after a very 
romantic zuanner, affecting fame beyond measure, and 
doing the most extravagant things to compass it. Mount 
Athos made a prodigious promontory in the iEgsean sea ; 
he is said to have cut a channel through it, and to have 
sailed round it He made a bridge of b^ts over the Hel- 
lespont, where it was three miles broad; and ordered a 
whipping^ fiir the winds and seas, becanse they had once 
ejossed his designs, as we have a very solemn account of 
it in Herodotus. But after all these vain boasts, he was i 
shamefully beaten by I’henii&tocles at Salamis, and re- ‘ 
ftumed home. leaving most of Iiis fleet behind him. i 


With a long legend of romantic things. 

Which in lus cups the boi^ poet sings. 

But how did he return, this haughty brave. 

Who whipp’d the winds, and made the sea his 
slave 

(Though Neptune took unkindly to be bound ; 
And Eurus never such hard usage found 
In his .iEolian prisons under-grotmd ;) 

What god so mean, ev’n he who points the way. 
So merciless a i^yrant to obey I 296 

But how return’d be^ let us ask again : 

In a poor skiff he pass’d the bloody main, 

Choked with the slaughter’d bodies of his tiuin. 
For fame he pray’d, but let the event declai’e 
He had no mighty penn’worth of his prayer. 
Jove, grant me length of life, and years good 
store 

Heap on my bending back, I ask no more. 

Both sick and healthful, old and young, conspire 
In this one silly mischievous desire. 

IVIistaken blessing, which old age they call, 

’Tis a long, nasty, darksome hospital, 

A ropy chdn of rheums ; a visage rough, 
Deform’d, unfeatured, and a skin of b^. 

A stitch-fall’n cheek, that hangs below the jaw; 
Such wrinkles, as a skilful hand would draw 
For an old grandam ape^ when, with a grace, 

She tits at squat, and scrubs her leathern fiice. 

In youth, distinctions infinite abound ; 

No shape, or feature, just alike are found ; 

The ffirr, the black, the feeble, and the strong ; 3*5 
But the same foulness does to age belong, 

The self-same palsy, both in hmbs and tongue. 
The skull and forehead one bald barren plain ; 
And gums unarm’d to mumble meat in vain • 
Besides the eternal drivel, that supplies 
The dropping beard, from nostrils, mouth, and 
eyes. 

His wife and children loathe him, and, what’s 
worse, 

Himself does his offensive carrion curse f 
Flatterers forsake him too , for who would kill 
Himself, to be remember’d in a will** ^ 

His taste, not only pall’d to wine and meat, 

But to the relish of a nobler treat 

The limber nerve, in vain provoked to rise> 

Inglorious from the field of battle flies : 

Poor feeble dotard, how could he advance ^30 
With his blue head-piece, and his broken lance ^ 
Add, that endeavouring still without effect, 

A lust more sordid justly we suspect. 

Those senses lost, behold a new defeat, 

The soul dislodging from another seat. 

What music, or enchanting voice, can cheer 
A stupid, old, impenetrable ear? 

No matter in what place, or what degree 
Of the full theatre, he sits to see ; 

Comets and trumpets cannot reach his ear : ^ 

Under an actor’s nose he ’s never near. 

His boy must bawl, to make him understand 
The hour o’ th’ day, or such a lord ’s at hand : 

The httle blood that creeps within his veins 
Is but just warm’d in a hot fever’s pains. 3^’ 
In fine, he wears no limb about him sound : 

With sores and sicknesses beleaguer’d round : 

Ver. 296. Mercury, who was a god of the lowest size, 
and employed always in errands between heaven and hell ; 
and_ mortals used him accordingly, for his statues were 
anciently placed where roads met, with directions on the 
nugoTB of them pointing out the several ways to traveUcr? 
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Ask me tlieir names, I sooner coiild relate 
How many drudges on salt Hippia wait ; 

Wliat crowds of patients the town-doctor kills, 

Or how, last fall, he raised the weekly bills : 

What provinces by Basilus were spod’d, 

What herds of heirs by guardians are heguded : 
How many bouts a day that bitch has tried ; 

How many boys that pedagogue can ride ! ^55 

What lands and lordships for their owner know 
My quondam barber, but his worship now. 

This dotard of his broken back complains, 

One, his legs fail, and one, his shoulder pains : 
Another is of both his eyes bereft ; ^ 

And envies who has one for aiming left. 

A fifth, with trembling lips expecting stands. 

As in his childhood, cramm’d by others’ hands : 
One, who at sight of supper open’d unde 
His jaws before, and whetted grinders tried ; ^65 
Now only yawns, and waits to be supplied : 

Like a young swallow, when with weary wings 
Expected food her fasting mother brings. 

His loss of members is a heavy curse, 

But all his faculties decay’d, a worse ! ^to 

His servants’ names he has forgotten quite ; 
Knows not his friend who supp’d with him last 
night; 

Not ev’n the children he begot and bred ; 

Or his wiU knows ’em not : for, in their stead, 

In form of law, a common haclmey jade, ^ 
Sole heir, for secret services, is made : 

So lewd, and such a batter’d brothel whore, 

That she defies all comers at her door. 

Well, yet suppose his senses are his own. 

He lives to be chief mourner for his son : ^ 

Before his face his wife and brother bums ; 

He numbers all his kindi'ed in their urns. 

These are the fines he pay^ for living long ; 

And dragging tedious age in his own wrong : 
Griefs always green, a household still in tears, 
Sad pomp^ a threshold throng’d with daily biers. 
And liveries of black for length of years. 

Next to the raven’s age, the Pylian king 
Was longest lived of any two-logg’d thing ; 
Bless’d, to defraud the grave so long, to mount ^ 
His number’d years, and on his right hand count; 
Three hundred seasons, guzzling must of wine : 
But, hold a while, and hear himself repine 
At fate’s unequal laws; and at the clue 
Which, merciless in length, the midmost sister 
drew. ^ 

Ver. 388. ara the There is something ver 7 
tender and pathetic in the following lines of Johnson on 
this subject : — 

« Yet ev’n on this her load Misfortune flings, 

To press the weary minutes’ flagging wings, 

New sorrow rises as the day returns, 

A sister sickens, or a daughter mourns. 

Now kindred Merit fills the sable bier, 

Now lacerated Friendship claims a tear. 

Year chases year, decay pnrsnes decay; 

Still drops some joy from withering Uie away. 

New forms arise, and different views engage, 
Superfluous lags the veteran on the stage ; 

Till pitying Nature signs the last release, 

And bids anSicted Worth retire to peace.” 

Dr. J.Waeton. 

Ver. 388. Nestor, king of Pylos, who was 300 years old, 
according to Homers account ; at least, as he is understood 
by his escpositors. 

Ver. 391. The ancients counted by tlieir fingers; their 
left hands served them till they came up to an hundred ; 
after that they used their right, to express all greater 
numbers. 

Ver. 395 The Fates were three sisters, which had all 


When his brave son upon the fimeral pyro 
He saw extended, and his beard on fire. 

He turn’d, and weeping, ask’d his friends, what 
crime 

Had cursed his age to this xmhappy time ? 

Thus mourn’d old Peleus for Achilles slain, ^ 
And thus Ulysses’ father did complain. 

How fortunate an end had Pnam made, 

Among his ancestors a mighty shade. 

While Troy yet stood ; when Hector, with the 
race 

Of royal bastards, might his funeral grace ; ^ 

Amidst the tears of ^qjan dames inum’d. 

And by his loyal daughters truly mourn’d ! 

Had heaven so bless’d him, he had died before 
The fatal fleet to Sparta Paris bore. 

But mark what age produced ; he lived to see 
His town in flames, his falling monarchy : 

In fine, the feeble sire, reduced by fate 
To change his sceptre for a sword, too late, 

His last effort before Jove’s altar tries ; 

A soldier hal^ and half a sacrifice : 

Falls like an ox, that waits the coming blow ; 

Old and unprofitable to the plough. 

At least, he died a man; his queen survived, 
To howl, and in a barking body hved. 

I hasten to our own ; nor wxU relate 
Great Mithridates’, and rich Croesus’ fate ; 

Whom Solon wisely counsell’d to attend 
The name of happy, till he knew his end. 

That Manus was an exile, that he fled, 

Was ta’en, in ruin’d Carthage begg’d his bread, ^ 
All these were owing to a Iffe too long : 

For whom had Rome beheld so happy, young ^ 
High in his chariot, and vath laurel crown’d, 
When he had led the Cimbrian captives round 
The Roman streets ; descendmg from his state, ^ 
In that blest hour he should have begg’d his fate; 
Then, then, he might have died of all admired, 
And his tnumphant sotil with shouts expired. 

Campania, fortune’s malice to prevent, 

To Pompey an indulgent fever sent ; 

But public prayers imposed on heaven, to give 
Their much-loved leader an unkind reprieve. 

some peculiar business assigned them by the poets, in 
relation to the lives of men. The first held the dibtaf^ the 
second spun the thread, and the third cut It. 

Ver. 414. Whilst Troy was sacking hy the Greeks, old 
King Priam is said to have hnckled on his armour to oppose 
them; which he had no sooner done, hut he was met by 
Pyrrhus, and slain before the altar of Jupiter, in Itis own 
palace, as we have the story finely told in Virgil’s second 
iEhieid. 

Ver. 418. Hecnha, his queen, escaped the swords of the 
Grecians, and outlivM him. It seems she behaved herself 
so fiercely and uneasily to her husband’s muitherers while 
she lived, that the poets thought fit to tom her into a 
hitch, when she died. 

Ver. 421. Mithridates, after he had disputed the empire 
of the world, for forty years together, with the Komans, was 
at last deprived of life and empire hy Pompey the Great- 

Ibid. Croesus, in the midst of his prosperity^ making 
his boast to Solon how happy he was, received this answer 
from the wise man : “ That no one could pronounce himself 
hapTjy till he saw what his end should be.” The truth of 
this Croesus found, when he was put in chains hy Cyrus, 
and condemned to die. 

Ver. 486. Pompey, in the midst of his glory, fell into a 
dangerous fit of sickness at Naples ; a ^at many cities 
then made public supplications for him; he recovered, was 
beaten at Pharsalia, fled to Ptolemy, king of Egypt, and, 
instead ot receiving protection at his court, had his head 
btiuck oft by hifa order, to pleaao Ccesar. 
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The city's Site and Ms conspired to save 
The head, reserved for an Egyptian slave. 

Cethegus, though a traitor to the state, 

And tortured, ’scaped this ignominious fate : 
And Sergius, who a bad cause bravely tried, 

All of a piece, and undiminish’d, died 
To Venus, the fond mother makes a prayer, 
That all her sons and daughters may be fair : ^ 
True, for the hoys a mumbling vow she sends; 
But, for the girls, the vaulted temple rends ; 
They must be finish’d pieces : ’tis allow’d 
Diana’s beauty made Latona proud. 

And pleased, to see the wondering people pray 
To the new-rising sister of the day. 

And yet Lucretia’s iate would bar that vow ; 
And feir Viiginia would her fate bestow 
On Rutila ; and change her fauktless mahe 
For the foul rumple of her camel hack. 

But, for Ms mothei'’s boy, the beau, what 
frights 

His parents have by day, what anxious nights ! 
Form join’d with virtue is a sight too rare : 

Chaste is no epithet to suit with fair. 

Suppose the same traditionary strain ^ 

Of rigid manners in the house remain ; 

Inveterate truth, an old plain Sabine’s heart; 
Suppose tlMit Nature, too, has done her pan; 
Infiised into his soul a sober grace, 

And blndi’d a modest blood into his fiic^ 

(For Nature is a better guardian far. 

Than Bau<^ pedants, or dull tutors are :) 

Tet still the youth must ne'er arrive at man ; 

{So much almighty bribes and presents can ;) 

Ev’n with a parent, where persuamons feil, ^ 
Money is impudent and will prevaiL 
We never read of such a tyrant king, 

Who gelt a boy deform’d, to hear him sing. 

Nor Nero, in Ms more luxurious rage, 

E'er made a mistress of an ugly page : ^ 

Sporui^ his spouse, nor crooked was, nor lame, 
With mountain hack^ and belly, fium the game 
Cross-barr’d : but both his sexes well became. 

Go, boast your springal, by his beauty cursed 
To ills, nor think I have declared the worst ; ^ 
His form procures him joumey-work ; a strife 
Betwixt town-madams, and the merchant’s wife : 
Guess, when he undertakes this public war, 

What furious beasts offended cuckolds are. 

Adulterers are with dangers round beset ; ^ 

Bom under Mars, they cannot ’scape the net ; 

And from revengeful husbands oft have tried 
Worse handling than severest laws provide ; 

One stabs; one slashes ; one, with crael ari^ 
Makes colon suffer for the peccant part ^ 
But your Endymion, your smooth, smock-faced 

^ 

UnnvaJl’d, dial a beauteous dame enjoy : 

Not so : one more salacious, rich, and old, 

! Outbids, and buys her pleasure for her gold : 

Now he must moil, and drudge, for one he loathes, 
She keeps him Mgh in equipage and clothes : 

Ver. 440. Cethegus was one that conspired with Catiline, 
and was pnt to death by the Senate. 

Ver. 442. CatUine died fighting. i 

Ver. 463. Virginia was killed by her own father, to pre- I 
vent her being exposed to the lust of Appius Claudius, who 
had ill designs upon her. The story at large is in Livy’s | 
third book ; and it is a remarkable one, as it gave occasion ' 
to the putting down the power of the Decemviri, of whom i 
Appius waa one. j 


She pawns her jewels and her rich attire, 

And tMnks the workman worthy of his hire : 

In all things else immoral, stingy, mean ; 

But, in her lusts, a conscionable quean. ^ 

She may be h^dsome, yet be chaste, you say; 
Good observator, not so fast away : 

Did it not cost the modest youth Ms life. 

Who shunn’d th’ embraces of his Other’s wife^ 
And was not t’ other stripling forced to fly, 

Who coldly did Ms patron’s queen deny, 

And pleaded laws of hospitality? 

The ladies chaiged ’em home, and turn’d the tale ; 
With shame they redden’d, and with spite grew 
pale. 

*Tis dangerous to deny the longing dame ; 

She loses pity, who h^ lost her shame. 

Now Silius wants thy counsel, give advice ; 
Wed Caesar’s wif^ or die ; the choice is nice. 

Her comet-eyes she darts on every grace ; 

And takes a fatal liking to Ms face. 

Adorn’d with bridal pomp she sit? in state; 

The public notaries and Aruspex wait : 

The genial bed is in the garden dress’d ; 

The portion paid, and every rite express’d, 

WM^ in a Roman marriage is profess’d. 

’Tm no stol’n wedding this, rejecting awe, 

She scorns to marry, but in form of law : 

In this moot case, your judgment : to refuse 
Is present death, besides the night you lose : 

If you consent, ’tis hardly worth your pain ; 

A day or two of anxious life you gain : 

Till loud reports through all the town have pass’d 
And reach the prince : for cuckolds hear the lost. 
Indulge thy pleasure, youth, and take thy swing ; 
For not to t^e is but the self-same thing ; ^ 

Inevitable death before thee lies ; 

But looks more kindly through a lady’s eyes. 

What then remains? Are we deprived of will ; 
Must we not wish, for fear of wishing ill ? 

Receive my counsel, and securely move ; 

Entrust thy fortune to the Powers above. 

Leave them to manage for thee, and to grant 
IVhat their uneiTing wisdom sees thee want : 

In goodness as in greatness they excel ; 

Ah fhat we loved ourselves but half so well ! 

We, blindly by our headstrong passions led. 

Are hot for actio^ and desire to wed ; 

Then wish for hen’s : but to the gods alone 
Our future offeprmg, and our wives, are known ; 
Th’ audacious strumpet, and ungracious son. 

Yet not to rob the priests of pious gain, 

That altars be not wholly built in vain ; 

Forgive the gods the re^, and stand confined 
To health of body, and content of mind : 


Ver. 503. Hippolyta**, the son of Theseus, was loved by 
his mother-in-law Phtedra ; hnt he not complying with her, 
she procnred his death. 

Ver. 605. Bellerophon, the son of king Glancus, residing 
some time at the court of Fmtns, king of the Ajrgives, the 
queen, Sthenobsea, fell in love with him; but he refosing 
her, she turned the accusation upon him, and he narrowly 
escaped P»tns’s vengeance. 

Ver. 612. Messalina, wife to the emperor Claudius, 
infamous for her lewdness. She set her eyes upon G . Silius, 
a fine youth, forced him to quit his own wife, and many 
her with all the formalities of a wedding, whilst Claudius 
Csesar was sacrlfidng at Hostia. Upon his return, he put 
both Silius and her to death. 

Ver. 646. Tei not to ro5] He could not forbear dragging 
in an improper and ill-applied sarcaun on priests. Dr. J 
Wakion. 
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A soul, that can securely deatli defy, ^ 

And count it nature’s privilege, to die ; 

Serene and manly, liaiden’d to sustain 
The load of life, and exercised in pain ; 

Guiltless ofhat^ and proof against desire; 

That all things weighs and nothing can admii*e . 
That dares prefer the toils of Hermles 
To dalliance, banquet, and ignoble ease. 

The path to peace is virtue : what I show. 
Thyself may freely on thyself bestow ; 

Fortune was never worshipp’d by the wise ; 

But, set aloft by fools, usurps the skies. 


THE 

SIXTEENTH SATIRE OF JUVENAL. 


THB ▲BOUHKKT. 

The poet, in this Satiie, proves, that the condition of a 
soldier is much better than that of a conntcyiaan : first, 
because a countryman, however affronted, provoked, and 
struck himself, dares not strike a soldier; who is only to 
he judged by a court-martial : and by the law of Camil- 
lus, which obhges him not to quarrel without the trenches, 
he is also assured to have a speedy hearing, and quick 
despatch : whereas the townsman or peasant is delayed 
in his suit by fidvolous pretences, and not sure of j’ustice 
when he is heard in the court The soldier is also privi- 
leged to make a will, and to give away his estate, which 
he got in war, to whom he pleases, wlttiout consideration 
of parenta^ or relations, which is denied to all other 
Komaus. This Satire was written by Juvenal, when he 
was a commander in Egypt : it is certainly his, though 1 
think it not finished. And if it be well obs^ed, you 
will find he intended an invective against a standing 
army. 

What prerogatives, my Gallus, are 
Accruing to the mighty man of war 1 
For, if into a lucky camp I light, 

Tho^h raw in arms, and yet a^^d to fight, 
Be&ieud me my good stars, and all goes right : ^ 
One happy hour is to a solier better 
Than mo&er Juno's recommending letter, 

‘ Or Venu% when to Mars she would prefer 
My suit, and own the kindness done to her. 

See what our common privileges are : ^ 

As, first, no saucy citizen shall dmre 

Ver. 650. A souL t'ha£\ These six following lines in 
Dryden are highly miished in his best manner. Yet we 
may perhaps rwi Dr. Johnson’s admirable condusion of 
this satire with great pleasure 
" Yet when the sense of sacred presence fires, 

And strong devotion to the skies aspires, 

Pour forth thy fervours for a healthfiil mind, 

Obedient passions, and a will resign’d ; 

For love, which scarce collective man can fill, 

For patience, sovereign o'er transmuted ill; 

For raith, that, panting for a happier seat. 

Counts death, kind nature’s signal of retreat; 

These goods for man the laws of heaven ordain, 

These goods he grants, who grants the power to gain. 
With these celestial Wisdom calms the mind, 

And makes the happiness she does not find.” 

I>r. J. Wabtok 

Ver. 1. WhcU vast^eroffaHveSf] This Satire is much in- 
ferior to the rest. The old schouast demes that it is by 
JuvenaL I suppose Dryden was forced to add it to fill up 
his volume. — Barten Holyday’snote^ added to his transla- 
tion of Juvenal, are worth reading. Dr. J. Wabton. 

Ver. 7. Jnno was mother to Mars, the god of war ; Venus 
was his mistress. 


To strike a soldier, nor, when struck, resent 
The wrong, for fear of farther punishment : 

Not though his teeth are beaten out, his eyes 
Hang by a string, in bumps his forehead rise, ^ 
Shall he presume to mention his disgrace, 

Or beg amends for his demolish’d face. 

A booted judge ^all sit to try his cause. 

Not by the statute, but by martial laws; 

Which old Camillus order’d, to confine ^ 

The brawls of soldiers to the trench and Hue : 

A wise provision ; and from thence ’tis clear, 
That officers a soldier’s cause should hear : 

And taking cognizance of wrongs received. 

An honest man may hope to be reHeved. ^ 
So fer ’tis well: but wi^ a general cry 
The regiment will rise in mutiny. 

The freedom of their fellow-rogue demand. 

And, if refused, will threaten to disband. 
Withdraw thy action, and depart in peace ; 

The remedy is worse than the disease : 

This cause is worthy him, who in the hall 
Would for his fee, and for his client, bawl : 

But would’st thou, friend, who hast two 1^ alone, 
(Which, heaven be prais^ ! thou yet may’st call 
thy own) 

Would’st thou to run the gauntlet these expose 
To a whole company of hobnail’d shoes ? 

Sure the good-breeding of wise citizens 
Should teach ’em more good-nature to their shins. 
Besides, whom const thou think so mudh thy 
friend, ^ 

Who dares appear thy business to defend ? 

Dry up thy tears, and pocket up th’ abuse. 

Nor put thy friend to make a had excuse : 

The judge cries Tour evidence produce 
Will he, who saw the soldier’s mutton-fisi^ 

And saw thee maul’d, appear within the list, 

To witness truth ? l!^en I see one so brave. 

The dead, think I, are risen from the grave ; 

And, with their l<mg spade bearded and matted hair. 
Our honest ancestors are come to take the air. 
Against a clown, with more security, 

A witness may be brought to swear a lie. 

Than, though his evidence be full and 
To vouch a truth against a xnan of war. 

More benefits remain, and claim’d as rights, ^ 
Which are a standing army’s perquisites. 

If any rogue vexatious suits advance 
Against me for my known inheritance. 

Enter by violence my fruitful grounds. 

Or take the sacred kmdmark from my bounds. 
Those bounds which, with procession and with 
prayer, 

And offer’d cakes, have been my annual care; 

Ver. 20. Camillus, (who being first banished by his tin- 
gratefiil countrymen the Bomans, afterwards returned, and 
freed them firom the Gauls,) made a law, which prohibited 
the soldiers from qnaxrelBng without the camp, lest upon 
that pretence they might happen to be absent when they 
ought to be on duty. 

Ver. 32. This cause is tBorthy him, &c 1 The poet names 
a Modenese lawyer, whom he calls Vag^us; inio was so 
impudent that he would plead any cause, right or wrong, 
without shame or fear. 

Ver. 37. holmatPd shoesf] The Romau soldiers 

wore plates of iron under their shoes, or stuck them with 
TiftiiH as countrymen do now. 

Ver. 62. Landmarks were used by the Romans, almost 
in the same manner as now : and as we go once a-year in 
procession, about the bounds of parishes, and renew them. 
ttO they offered cakes upon the stone, or landmark 
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Or if my debtors do not keep their day. 

Deny their hands, and then refuse to pay ; 

I must "with patience aR the terms attend, 

Among the common causes that depend, 

TiR mine is caR’d ; and that long look'd-for day 
Is stiR encumber’d with some new delay : 

Perhaps the cloth of state is only spread. 

Some of the quorum may be sick a-bed ; 

That judge is hot, and dofis his gown, whRe this 
O’er-night was bousy, and goes out to piss : 

So many rubs appear, the time is gone 
For hearing, ahd the tedious suit goes on : 

But buff and beltmen never know these cares, ^ 
No time, nor trick of law, their action bars : 

Their cause they to an easier issue put : 

They wiR be he^, or they lug out, and cut. 

Another branch of their revenue stiR 
Remains, beyond their boundless right to kRl, 

Ver. 69. The courts of judicature were hung and spread, 
as with us; hut spread only before the hundred judges who 
w ere to sit and judge pubKc causes, which were called by lot. 


Their father yet alive, empower’d to make a mlL 
For, what their prowess gain’d the law declares, 
Is to themselves alone, and to their heirs : 

No share of that goes back to the begetter. 

But if the son fights wefl, and plunders better, ** 
Like stout Coranus, his old shaking sire 
Does a remembrance in his wiR desire : 
Inquisitive of fights and longs in vain 
To find him in the number of the slain : 

But StiR he lives, and, risiug by the war, ^ 
Enjoys his gains, and has enough to spare : 
For*’tis a noble general’s prudent part 
To chensh valour, and reward desert : 

Let him be daub’d with lace, Rve high, and whore_; 
Sometimes be lousy, but be never poor. ^ 

Ver. 81. The Roman soldiers had the privilege of making 
a will, in their father’s life-time, of what they had purchased 
in the wars, as being no part of their patrimony. By this 
will they had power of excluding their own parents, and 
giving the estate so gotten to whom thev pleased. There- 
fore, says the poet, Coranus, (a soldier contemporary with 
Juvenal, who had raised Ms fortune by the wars) was 
courted by his own father, to m^e him his heir. 


TRANSLATIONS FROM PERSIIJS. 


THE 

FIRST SATIRE OF PERSIUS. 


AEGXTHEirr or the FBOtOGUB TO THE FIRST SATIRE, 
The d^gn of &e author was to conceal his name and 
qwdity. He lived in the dangerous times of the tyrant 
Nero; and aims particularly at him in most of his 
Satires. For which reason, though he was a Roman 
knight, and of a plentiful fortune, he would appear in this 
prologue but a beggarly poet, who writes for bread After 
this, he breaks into the business of the first Satire ; which 
is chiefly to decry the poetry then in fashion, and the 
impudence of those who were endeavouring to pass their 
stuff upon the world. 

PROLOGUE TO THE FIRST SATIRE. 

I S’EVEB did on cleft Pamafisus dream. 

Nor taste the sacred Heliconian stream ; 

Nor can remember when my brain, inspired, 

Was^ by the Muses, into mfldnftRa fired. 


I Ver. 1. Parnassus and Helicon were hills consecrated 
I to the Muses; and the supposed place of their abode 
j Parnassus was forked on the top ; and from Helicon ran a 
btream, the spring of which was called the Muses' well 


My share in pale P^ene I resign ; ® 

And claim no part in all the mighty Nine. 
Statues, with winding ivy crown’d, belong 
To nobler poets, for a nobler song ; 

Heedless of verse, and hopeless of the croivii, 
Scarce half a wit, and more than half a clown, 
Before the shrine I lay my rugged numbers down. 
Who taught the parrot human notes to try, 

Or with a voice endued the chattering pie ? 

’Twas witty want, fierce hunger to appease : 

Want taught their masters, and their masters 
these. IS 

Let gain, that gRded bait, be hung on high, 

The hungry witlings have it in their eye ; 

Pies, crows, and daw^ poetic presents bring : 

You say they squeak ; but they will swear they 
smg. 


Ver. 5. Pyren^ A fountain in Corinth ; conse- 

crated also to the Muses. 

Ver. 7. Statues, &c.] The statues of the poets were 
crowned with ivy about their brows. 

Ver. 11. Before tlie sftnns] That is, before the shrine of 
Apollo, in his temple at Rome, called toe Palatine. 


THE FIRST SATIRE OF PERSIUS. 
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THE FIRST SATIRE. 

IS MAI-OOrK BETWIXT THE POET AND HIS PIHEND OB 

MOXITOR. 

♦ 

THE AROUMEXT. 

I need not repeat, that the chief aim of the author is 
against had poets in this Satire. But 1 must add, that 
he includes also had orators, who began at that time (as 
Petronius in the beginning of his book tells us) to ener- 
vate manly eloquence, by tropes and figuies, ill placed, 
and worse applied. Amongst the poets, Persius coveiiiy 
strikes at Kero; some of whose verses he recites with 
scorn and indignation He also takes notice of the 
noblemen and their abominable poetry, who, in the 
luxury of their fortune, set up for wits and judges. The 
Satire is in dialogue, betwixt the author and his friend 
or monitor; who dissuades him fiom tliih dangoious 
attempt of exposing great men. But Persius, who is of 
a hee spirit, and has not forgotten that Borne was once a 
commonwealth, breaks through all those difilculties, and 
boldly arraigns the false judgment of the age in which 
he lives.— The reader may observe that our poet was a 
Stoic philosopher, and that all his moral sentences, both 
here and in all the rest of his Satires, are diawn from the 
dogmas of that sect. 

PERSIUS. 

How aimoiis are our cai’es, and yet.Tiow vain 
The bent of our desires ! 

FRIEND. 

Thy spleen contain : 

For none will read thy satires. 


PERSIUS. 

This to mo ? 


FRIEND, 

None, or what ’s next to none, but two or thi-ee, 
*Tis hard I grant 

PERSIUS. 


’Tis nothing ; I can bear 
That paltry scribblers have the public ear ; 

That this vast universal fool, the Town, 

Should cry up Labeo’s stuff, and cry me down. 
They damn themselves ; nor will my Muse descend 
To dap with such, who fools and knaves commend : 
Their smiles and censures are to me the same : 

I care not what they praise, or what they blame. 
In full assemblies let the crowd prevail : 

I weigh no merit by the common scale. 

The conscience is the test of every mind ; 

“ Seek not thysel:^ without thyself, to find.” 

But where's that Roman ^ — ^mewhat I would 


But Fear ; — ^let Fear, for once, to Truth give way. 
Truth lends the Stoic courage : when I look 
On human acts, and read in Nature’s book, 

From the first pastimes of our infant age, 

To elder cares, and man’s severer page ; 25 


When stem as tutors, and as uncles hard, 

We lash the pupil, and defraud the ward ; 

Then, then I say, — or would say, if I durst — 

But thus provoked, I must spe^ out, or burst. 

FRIEND. 

Once more forbear. “ 

PERSIUS. 

I cannot rule my spleen ; 

My scorn rebels, and tickles me 'within. 

First, to begm at home ; our authoi’S wi-ite 
In lonely rooms, secured from public sight ; 
Whether in prose or verse, ’tis all the same : ® 

The prose is fustian, and the numbers lame. 

All noise, and empty pomp, a storm of words, 
Labouring 'with sound, that little sense affords. 
They comb, and then they order every hair : 

A gown, or white, or scour’d to whiteness, wear : 
A birthday jewel bobbing at their ear. 

Next, gargle well their throats, and thus prepared. 
They mount, a Gkid’s name, to be seen and heard, 
From their high scaffold, with a trumpet cheek, 
And oghng all their audience ere they speak. ^ 
The nauseous nobles, ev’n the chief of Rome, 
With gaping mouths to these rehearsals come. 
And pant with pleasure, when some lusty Ime 
The marrow pierces, and invades the chine. 

At open fulsome bawdry they rejoice, 

And slimy jests applaud with broken voice. 

Base prosiitute, thus dost thou gain thy bread ? 
Thus dost thou feed their ears, and thus art fedl 
At his o^Ti filthy stuff he grins and brays : 

And gives the sign where he expects their praise. 
Why have I leam’d, say’st thou, if thus con- 
fined, 

I choke the noble vigour of my mind 1 
Know, my -wild fig-tree, which in rocks is bred. 
Will split the quarry, and shoot out the head. 
Fine finiits of learning 1 old ambitious fool, «> 
Dar’st thou apply that adage of the school ; 

As if ’tis notlung worth that lies conceal’d. 

And “science is not science till reveal’d?” 

Oh, but ’tis brave to be admired, to see 
The crowd with pointing fingers, cry, That ’she:® 
That ’s he whose wondrous poem is become 
A lecture for the noble youth of Rome ! 

Who, by their fathers, is at feasts renown’d ; 

And often quoted when the bowls go round. 

Full gorged and flush’d, they wantonly rehearse ; ^ 
And add to wine the luxury of verse. 

One, clad in purple, not to lose his time, 

Eats, and recites some lamentable rhyme : 

Some senseless Phillis, in a broken note. 

Snuffling at nose, and croaking in his throat ; 
Then graciously the mellow audience nod : 

Is not th’ immortal author made a god ? 

Are not his manes bless’d, such praise to have ? 
Lies not the turf more lightly on his graved 
And roses (while his loud applause they sing) ^ 
Stand ready from his Bepuldme to spring? 

All these, you cry, hut light objections are; 
Mere malice, and you drive the jest too far. 


Ver. 1. Bbto anziotis] None of my author’s hal'd meta- 
phors or forced expressions, says Dryden, are in my 
translation. Dr. J. Waeton. 

Ver. 11. Ldbeo'a stvff} Nothing is remaining of 

Atticus Labeo, (so he is called by the learned Cat>auhon) 
nor is he mentioned by any other poet, besides Persius, 
Casaubon, from an old commentator on Persius, says, that 
he made a very foolish translation of Homei’s Iliad.s. 


Ver 39. They eemih, &c.] He desci*ibes a poet preparibig 
himself to rehearse his works in public, which 'was com- 
monly performed in Augnst. A room was hired, or lent by 
some Mend; a scaffold was raised, and a pulpit placed for 
him, who was to hold forth; who bon'owed a new gown, or 
scoured his old one, and adorned his ears with jewels, &c. 

Ver. 58. my wiW fig-iaru^ Trees of that kind 

grow wild in many parts of Italy, and make their way 
thiough rocks, riometimes splitting the tomhstores. 
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For does there breathe a man, who caa reject 
A general fame, and his own lines n^lect ? 

In cedar tablets worthy to appear, 

That need not fish, or firankincense to fear 1 
Then, whom I make the adverse part to bear. 
Be answer’d thus : If I by chance succeed 
In what I write (and that ’s a* chance indeed), 
Know, I am not so stupid, or so hard, 

N'ot to feel praise, or feme’s deserved reward : 
But thig I cannot grant, that thy applause 
Is my work’s ultimate, or only, cause. 

Prudence can ne’er propose so mean a prize ; 

For mark what vanity within it lies. 

Like Labeo’s Hiads, in whose verse is found 
Nothing but trifling care, and empty sound : 

Such little elegies as nobles write. 

Who would be poets, in Apollo’s spite. 

Them and their woful works the Muse defies : 
Products of citron beds, and golden canopies. 

To give thee all thy due, thou hast the heart 
To make a supper, with a fine dessert ; 

And to thy thre^bare Mend, a cast old suit 
impeui. 

Thus bribed, thou thus bespeak’st him : TeU me, 
Mend, 

(For I love truth, nor can plain speech ofifend,) 
What says the world of me and of my Muse 1 
The poor dare nothing teU but flattering news: 
But-shMl I speakl Thy verse is wretched rhyme; 
And all thy labours are but loss of time. 

[ Thy strutting beUy swells thy paunch is high ; 

‘ Thou writ’st not, but thou piss^ poetry. 

All authors to their own defects are blind ; 
Hjadst thou but, Janus-lik^ a &ce behind, *** 
To see the people, what splay-mouths they make ; 
To mark their fingers, point^ at thy back : 

Their tongues loll’d out, a foot beyond the pitch, 
WThen most athirst, of an Apulian bitch : 

But noble scribblers are with flattery fed ; 

For none dare find their jfeults, who eat theh bread. 

To pass the poets of patrician blood. 

What is’t the common reader takes for good ? 

The verse in feshion is, when numbers flow. 

Soft without sense, and without spirit slow : ^ 

So smooth and equal, that no sight can find 
The rivet where the polish’d piece was join’d. 

So even all, with such a steady view, 

As if he shut one eye to level trua 

Whether the vulgar vice his satire stingy ^ 

The people’s riots, or the rage of kings. 

The gentle poet is alike in cdl ; 

His reader hopes no rise, and fears no felL 


Who for false quantities was whipp’d at school 
But t’ other day, and breaking grammar rule. 
Whose trivial art was never tried above 
The bare description of a native grove : 

Who knows not how to praise the country store, 
The feasts, the baskets, nor the fatted boar ; 

Nor paint the flowery fields, that paint themselves 
before. 

Where Romnlus vras bred, and Quintius bom. 
Whose ftbiniTig ploughshare was in fiirrows worn, 
Met by his trembling wife, returning home, 

And rustically joy'd as chief of Rome : 

She wiped the sweat from the dictator’s brow ; 
And o’er his back his robe did rudely throw ; 

The lictors bore in state their lord’s triumphant 
plough. 

Some love to hear the fustian poet roar ; 

And some on antiquated authors pore : 

Rummage for sense ; and think those only good 
Who lal^ur most, and least are understood. 

When thou shalt see the blear-eyed fathers teach 
Their sons this harsh and mouldy sort of speech ; 
Or others new affected ways to try, ^ 

Of wanton smoothness, female poetry; ^ 

One would inquire from whence this motley 
style 

Did first our Roman purity defile : 

For our old dotards cannot keep their seat ; 

But leap and catdi at all that ’s obsolete 
Others, by foolish ostentation led. 

When call’d before the bar, to save their head. 
Bring trifling tropes, instead of solid sense ; 

And mind tiierr figures more than their defence : 
Are pleased to hear their thick-skull’d judges 
ciy, 

Well moved, oh finely said, and decently I 
Theft (says the accuser) to thy charge I lay, 

0 Pedius i what does gentle Pedius say ? 

Studious to please the genius of the times, 

With periods, points, and tropes he slurs his 
crimes : 

"He robb’d not, but he borrow’d from the poor; 
And took but with intention to restore.” 

He lards with flourishes his long harangue ; 

’Tis fine, sa/st thou; What, to be praised, and 
hang? ^'5 

Effeminate Roman, shall such stuff prevail 
To tickle the^ and make thee wag &y tail ? 

Say, should a shipwreck’d sailor sing his woe, 
Would’st thou be moved to pity, or bestow 
An alms ? What 's more preposterous than to see 
A merry beggar? Mirth in misery? isi 


Hourly we see some raw pin-feather’d thing 
Attempt to mount, and fights and heroes sing; ^ 


i He seems a trap, for charity to lay : 

And con^ by night, his lesson for the day. 


^ Ver. 86. The Romans wrote on cedar and cypress tables, 
I in regard of the duration of the wood; ill verses might 
justly be afraid of frankincense; for the papers in which 
they were written were fit for nothing hut to wrap it up. 

Ver. 102. Products of citron bedSj Ac.] Writings of 
noblemen, whose bedsteads were of ihe wood of citron. 

Jantis-likef &c.] Janus was the first 

V 1^7 5_ refuged Saturn when he was expelled 
by his son J npiter from Crete, or, as we now call it, Candia. 
Prom his name the first month of the year is called J anuary. 
He was nictured with two faces, one before aud.one behind, 
as regarding the past time and the fhture. Some of the 
Tnvtnoiogislai think he was Noah, for the reason ffiven 
above. ® 


But to raw numbers, and unfinish’d verse. 

Sweet sound is added now, to make it terse : 

Ver. 143. WTiere Somultu, Ac.] He speaks of the country 
in the foregoing verses, the praises of which are the most 
easy theme for poets ; but which a had poet cannot natu- 
rally desenhe; then he makes a digression to Romulus, the 
first king of Rome, who had a rustical education; and 
enlarges upon Quintins Gincinnatus, a Roman senator, who 
was c^ed from the plough, to be dictator of Rome. 

Ver. 171. With periods, Sec,'} Persins here names anti- 
theses, or seeming contradictions, which in this place are 
meant for rhetorietd fioorishes, as 1 think with CasaulK'n 


THE FIRST SATIRE OF PERSIUS. 


**’Tis tagg’d with rhyme, like Berecynthian At^ 
The mid-part chimes with art, which never flat is. 
The dolphin hmve, that cuts the liquid wave, 

Or he who in his line, can chine the long-nbb’d 
Appennine.” 

PERSIUS. 

All this is doggrel stuff. i** 

FRIEND. 

What if I bring 

A nobler verse ? "Arms and the man I sing.** 

PERSIUS. 

Why name you Yirgil with such fops as these ^ 

He ’s truly great, and must for ever please ; 

Hot fierce/ but awful is his manly page ; 

Bold is Ills sti'ength, but sober is his rage. 

FRIEND. 

What poems think you soft ? and to be read 
With languishing regards, and bending head 1 

PERSIUS. 

" Their crooked horns the Mimallonian crew 
With blasts inspired ,* and Bassaris who slew ^oo 
The scornful c^, with sword advanced on high, 
Made from his neck his haughty head to fly. 

And Maenas, when -with ivy bridles bound. 

She led the spotted lynx, then Evion rung aroimd ; 
Evion from woods and floods repairing echoes 
sound.” 205 

Could such rude lines a Roman mouth become, 
Were any manly ^eatness left in Rome ? 

Maenas and Atys in the mouth were bred ; 

And never hatch’d within the labouring head : 

Ho blood from bitten nails those poems drew : 210 
But churn’d, like spittle, from the lips they flew. 

FRIEZTD. 

’Tis fustian all ; ’tis execrably bad : 

But if they will be fools, mu^ you be mad? 

Tour satires, let me tell you, are too fierce ; 

The great will never bear so blunt a verse. 21s 
Their doors are banf d against a bitter flout : 

Snarl, if you please, but you shall snarl without. 
Expect such pay as railing rhymes deserve. 

You ’re in a very hopeful way to sterve. 

PERSIUS. 

Rather than so, uncensured let ’em be ; '2S20 

All, all is admirably well, for me. 

My harmless rhyme shall 'scape the dire disgrace 
Of common-shore^ and every pissing-place. 

Ver.186. Berecynthian Atys, &c.] Foolish verses 

of Nero, which the poet repeats, and which cannot Ite 
translated properly into English. 

Ver. 192. “Arms and (he man,” &c.] The first litifl 

of Yirgirs .®nelds. 

Yer. 199. *• Thtdr crooked horns,'' &c ] Other verses of 
Nert), that were mere bombast. I only note, that fbe repe- 
tition of these and the former verses of Nero, might justly 
give the poet a caution to conceal his name. 

Yer. 208. Mcenas and Aty^ Poems on the Menades, 
who were priestesses of Bacchus ; and of Atys, who made 
himself an eunuch, to attend on the sacrifices of Cyhcle, 
called Berecynthia by the poets ; she was mothei of the 
gods. 


Two painted serpents shall, on high, appear ; 

’Tis holy ground ; you must not urine here. ^ 
This shall be writ to flight the fry away. 

Who draw their little baubles, when they play. 

Yet old Lucilius never fear’d the time^ 

But lash’d the city, and dissected crimes. 

Mutius and Lupus both by name he brought ; ^ 
He mouth’d ’em, and betwixt his grinders caught 
Unlike in method, with conceal’d desi^. 

Did crafty Horace his low numbers join : 

And, with a sly insinuating grace, 234 

Laugh’d at his friend, and look’d him in the face : 
Would raise a blush, where secret vice he found ; 
And tickle, while he gently probed the woimd. 
With seeming innocence Ifce crowd beguiled : 

But made the desperate passes, when he smiled. 

Could he do this, and is my Muse controll’d 
By servile awe ? Bom free, and not be bold ? 

At least, I’ll dig a hole within the ground ; 

And to the trusty earth commit the sound : 

The reeds shall tell you what the poet fear^ 

" King Midas has a snout, and asses* ears.” ^ 
This mean conceit, this darling mystery. 

Which thou think'st nothing, friend, thou shalt 
not buy, 

Hor will I change, for all the flashy wit, 

That flatter mg Labeo in his Iliads writ. 

Thou, if there be a thou m this base town, ^ 
Who dares, with angry Eupolis, to frown ; 

He, who, with bold Cratinus, is inspired 
With zeal, and equal indignation fired; 

Who, at enormous villany, turns pale, 

And steers against it with a full-blown sail, ^ 
Like Aristophanes, let him but smile 
On this my honest work, though writ in homely 
style: 

And if two lines or three in all the vein 
Appear less dros^, read those lines again. 

May they perform their author’s just intent, 2 ** 
Glow in thy ears, and in thy brea^ ferment. 

But from the reading of my book and me. 

Be far, ye foes of virtuous poverty : 

Who fortune’s feult upon the poor can throw; 
Point at the tatter’d coat, and ragged shoe : 2® 

Lay nature’s failings to their charge, and jeer 
The dim weak eyesight, when the mind is clear. 
When thou thyseli^ thus insolent in state. 

Art but, perhaps some country magistrate ; 

Yer. 224. Two painted serpents, &c.] TVo snates twined 
with each oflier were painted on the walls, by the ancients, 
to show the place was holy. 

Yer. 228. Tet old Lucilius, &c.] Lncilins wrote long 
before Horace, who imitates his manner of satire, but far 
excels him in the design. 

Yer. 245. “KingMidac,” &c.] The story is vulgar, th«t 
Midas, king of Phrygia, was made judge betwixt Apollo and 
Pan, who was the best musician ; he ^ve the prize to Pan ; 
and Apollo in revenge gave him asses’ ears. He wore his 
hair long to hide them ; but his barber discovering them, 
and not daring to divulge the secret, dug a hole in the 
gronnd, and whispered into it ; the place was marshy, and 
when the reeds grew up, they repeated the words which 
were spoken by the barber. By Midas the poet meant Nero. 

Yer. 251. Enpolis and Cratinus, as also Aristophanes 
mentioned afterwards, were all Athenian poets, who wrote 
that sort of comedy which was called the old comedy, 
where the people were named who were satirised by those 
authors. 

V er. 264. Who JortmdsfauU, Ac.] The people of Rome, 
in the time .of Persius, were apt to scorn the Grecian 
philosophers, particularly the Cynics and Stoics wh« 
were the poorest ot them. 
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Whose power esrfiends no fiirther than to speak ^ 
Big on the bench, and scanty weights to break. 

Him, also, for my censor I disdain. 

Who thi-nka aR scienc^ as all virtue, vain ; 

Who counts geometry, and numbers, toys,* 

And, with his foot, the sacred dust destroys : ^ 
Whose pleasure is to see a strumpet tear 
A Cynic’s beard, and lug him by the h air. 

Such, all the morning, to the pleadings run ; 

But when the business of the day is done, 

On dice, and drink, and drabs, they spend their 
afternoon. ^ 


THE 

SECOND SATIRE OF PERSIUS. 

DEDICATED TO HIS FRIBin> PtOTIUS HACBINUS, OU HIS 
BIBTHDAT. 


THE ARflmntVT^ 

This Satire contains a most grave and philosophical argn- 
ment, concerning prayers and wishes. Undoubtedly it 
gave occasion to Juvenal’s tenth Satire; and both of 
tiiem had their original from one of Plato’s dialogues, 
called the Second Alcibiades. Our author has induced it 
with great mastery of art, by taking his rise from the 
birthday of his friend; on which occasions, prayers were 
made, and saciifices offered by the native. Persius com- 
mending the purity of his friend’s vows, descends to the 
impious and immoral requests of others. The Satire is 
divided into three parts. The first is the exordium to 
Hacrinus, which the poet confines within the compass of 
four verses. The second relates to the matter of the 
prayers and vows, and an enumeration of those things, 
wherein men commonly sinned against right reason, and 
offended in their requests. The third part consists m 
sbrnring the repugnances of those prayers and wishes 
to those of other men, and inconsistencies with them- 
selves. He shows the original of these vows, and sharply 
inveighs against them ; and lastly, not only corrects the 
false opiniou of mankind concerning them,’hnt grives the 
true doctrine of all addresses made to Heaven, and how 
they may be made acceptable to the Powers above, in 
excellent precepts, and more worthy of a Christian than 
a Heathen. 

Let this ai^icious morning be express’d 
With a white stone, distinguish’d from the rest : 
White as thy fame, and as thy honour cleax ,* 

And let new joys attend on thy new added year. 
Indulge thy genius, and o’erflow thy soul, ^ 
Till thy wit sparkle, like the cheerful bowl. 

Pray ,* for thy prayers the test of heaven will bear ; 
Nor need’st thou take the gods aside to bear: 
While others, ev’n the mighty men of Rome, 

Big swell’d with mischief, to the temples come ; 


Ver. 275. And, with his foot, &c.] Arithmetic and 
geometry were taught on floors which were strewed with 
dust or sand, in which the numbers and diagrams were 
made and drawn, which they might strike out again at 
pleasure 

Ver. 280. C^ dice,'} ^ Barten Holyday observes that “ in 
Persius the difficulty is to find a meaning; in Jnvenal to 
choose a meaning : so crabbed Ls Persius, and so copious is 
Juvenal. So much is the understanding employed in the 
one, and so much the judgment in the other. So difficult 
is it to find anv sense in the former, and the best sense of 
the latter.” Dr. J. Waeton. 

Ver. 2. white stone,] The Romans were used to 

mark their fortnnate days, or any thing that luckily befell 
them, with a white stone which they had from the island 
Creta; and theii unfortunate, with a coal. 


And in low murmurs, and with costly smoke. 
Heaven’s help, to prosper their black vows, mvoke. 
So boldly to liie gods mankind reveal 
Wbat from each other they, for shame, conceal. 
Give me good frime, ye Powers, and make me 
just : 

Thus much the rogue to public ears will trust : 

In private then * — ^When -wilt thou, mighty Jove, 
My wealthy uncle from this world remove 1 
Or — 0 thou Thimderer’s son, great Hercules, 
That once thy bounteous deity worild please ^ 
To guide my rake, upon the chinking sound 
Of some vast treasure, hidden under groimd ! 

0 were my pupil fairly knock’d o’ the head ; 

I ^ould possess the estate, if he were dead ! 

He’s so fer gone with rickets, and with the evil,^ 
That one small dose will send him to the devil 
This is my neighbour Nerius bis third spouse. 
Of whom in happy time he rids his house. 

But my eternal wife ! — Grant heaven I may 
Survive to see the fellow of this day 1 3® 

Thus, that thou may’st the better bring about 
Thy wishes, thou art wickedly devout : 

In Tyber ducking thrice, by break of day, 

To wash the obscenities of night away. 

But pr’ythee tell me, (’tis a small request) 3’’ 
With what ill thoughts of Jove art thou possess’d? 
Would’st thou prefer him to some man 1 Suppose 
I dipp’d among the worst, and Staius chose 1 
Which of the two would thy wise head declare 
The trustier tutor to an orphan heir 1 ^ 

Or, put it thus : Unfold to Staius, straight, 

What to Jove’s ear thou didst impart of late : 
He’ll stare, and, 0 good Jupiter 1 will cry; 

Const thou indulge him in this villany ! 

And think’st thou, Jove himself, with patience, 
then, ^ 

Can hear a prayer condemn’d by wicked men? 
That, void of care, be lolls supine in state. 

And leaves his business to be done by fete ? 
Because his thunder splits some burly tree. 

And is not darted at thy house and thee ? ^ 

Or that his vengeance falls not at the time, 

Just at the perpetration of thy crime : 

And makes thee a sad object of our eyes, 

Fit for Ergenna’s prayer and sacrifice 1 

What well-fed offering to appease the god, ^ 

What powerful present to procure a nod, 

Hast thou in store] What bribe hast thou prepared, 
To pull him, thus impunish’d, by the beard? 

Our superstitions with our life begin : 

The obscene old grandam, or the next of kin, 

The new-born infant from the cradle takes. 

And first of spittle a lustration makes : 

Ver. 19. Hereules -was tlionght to have the key and 
po-ner of bestowing all hidden treasure. 

Ver. S3. The ancients tlionght themselves tainted and 
polluted by night itsdf, as well as bad dreams in the night, 
and therefore purified themselves by washing their heads 
and hands every morning; which custom the Turks 
observe to this day. 

Ver. 64. When any one was tlinnderstruck, the sooth- 
sayer (who is here csJled Ergenna) immediately repaired 
to the place to expiate the displeasure of the gods, by sacri- 
ficing two sheep. 

Ver 62. The poet laughs at the superstitious ceremo- 
nies which the old women made use of in their lustration 
or purification days, when they named their children, 
which was done on the eighth day to females, and on the 
ninth to males 
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Then in the spawl her middle finger dips, 

Anoints the temples, forehead, and the hps, 
Pretcndmg force of magic to prevent; ^ 

By vniiuo of her nasty excrement 
Then dandles him with many a mutter’d prayer 
That heaven would malie him some rich miser’s 
heir, 

Lucky to ladies, and, in time, a king ; 

Which to ensure, she adds a length of navel-string."® 
But no fond nurse is fit to make a prayer : 

And Jove, if Jove be wise, will never hear; 

Not though she prays in white, with lifted hands: 
A body made of brass the crone demands 
For her loved nursling, strung with nerves of wire,"® 
Tough to the last, and with no toil to tire : 
Unconscionable vows, which when we use, 

We teach the gods, in reason, to refuse. 

Suppose they w’ere indulgent to thy wish : 

Yet the fat entrails, in the spacious dish, 

Would stop the grant : the very over’Care, 

And nauseous pomp, would hinder half the prayer. 
Thou hop’st with sacrifice of oxen slain 
To compass wealth, and bribe the god of gain 
To give thee flocks and herds, with large increase,®® 
Fool * to expect them from a bullock’s grease • 
And think’st that when the fiitten’d flames aspire, 
Thou seest the accomplishment of thy desire * 
Now, now, my bearded harvest gilds the plain. 
The scanty folds can scarce my sheep contain, 
And showers of gold come pouring in amain ! 
Thus dreams the wretch, and vainly thus dreams 
on, 

Till his lank purse declares his money gone. 

Should I present thee with rare figured plate. 
Or gold as rich in workmanship as weight ; 

0 how thy rising heart would throb and beat, 

And thy left side, with ti’embling pleasure, sweat 1 
Thou measurost by thyself the Powers Divine ; 
Thy gods are burnish’d gold, and silver is their 
shrine. 

Thy puny godlings of inferior race, 

Whose humble statues are content with brass. 
Should some of those, in visions purged from 
phlegm, 

Fortell events, or in a morning dream ; 

Ev’n those thou would’st in veneration hold; 

And, if not faces, give ’em beards of gold. 

Ver. 102. in visions purged from phlegm, &c ] 

It vas the opinion "both of Grecians and Eoraans, that the 
gods, in visions or dreams, often levealed to their favourites 
a cure for tlieir diseases, and sometimes those of othci's. 
Thus Alexander dreamt of an herh which cured Ptolemy. 
These gods weie principally Apollo and .dLsculapins; bnt, 
in after times, the same virtue and good will was attributed 
to Isis and Osiris; which brings to my remembiance an 
odd passage in Sir Thomas Browne’s Keligio Medici, or in 
his Vulgar Errors ; the sense whereof is, “ That we are be- 
holding, for many of our discoveries in physic, to the 
courteous revelation of spirits.” By the expression of 
visions purged from phlegm, our author means such dreams 
or visions as proceed not fiom natural causes, or humours 
of the body, hut such as are sent from heaven, and are, 
therefore certain remedies* 


The priests in temples now no longer care 
For Saturn’s brass, or Numa’s earthen ware; 

Or vestal urns, in each religious rite : 

This wicked gold has put ’em all to flight. 

0 souls, in whom no heavenly fire is found, 

Fat minds, and ever grovelling on the gi’ound ! 
We bring our manners to the blest abodes, 

And think what pleases us must please the gods. 
Of oil and cassia one the ingredients takes, 

And, of the mixture, a rich ointment makes : 
Another finds the way to dye in grain. 

And makes Calabrian wool receive the Tyrian 
stain ; 

Or from the sheUs their orient ti’easui’e takes. 

Or, for their golden ore, in rivers rakes ; 

Then melts the mass : all these are vanities I 
Yet still some profit from their pains may rise : 
But teU me, pnest, if I may be so bold. 

What are the gods the better for this gold * 

The wretch, that offers from his wealthy store 
These presents, bribes the Powers to give him more : 
As maids to Venus offer baby- toys, 

To bless the mariiage-bed with girls and boys. 
But let us for the gods a gift prepare. 

Which the great man’s great chai’gers cannot bear • 
A soul, where laws, both human and divine, 

In practice more than speculation shine : 

A genuine virtue, of a vigorous kind. 

Pure in the last recesses of the mind : 

When with such offerings to the gods T come, 

A cake, thus given, is worth a hecatomb. 


Ver. 107. For Saturn's trass, itej Brazen vessels, in 
which the public treasure of the Romans was kept: it innv 
be the poet means only old vessels, which were all called 
K^ovw, from the Greek name of Saturn. Note also, that 
the Roman Treasury was in the temple of Saturn. 

Ibid. NumeCs earthen ware/] Under Numa, the 

second king of Rome, and for a long time after him, th(‘ 
holy vessels for sacrifice weie of earthen ware, according to 
the superstitious rites which were introduced by the same 
Numa; though afterwards, when Muiumius had taken 
Corinth, and Paulns Emilius had conquered aiacedonia, 
luxury began amongst the Romans ; and theu their utensils 
of devotion were of gold and silver, &c. 

Ver. 117. And make CaXabrian wool, &c. The wool of 
Calabria was of the finest sort in Italy: as Juvenal also 
tells us. — The Tyrian stain is tlie purple colour dyed at 
Tyrus ; and I suppose, but dare not positively affinm, that 
the richest of that dye was nearest our crimson, and not 
scarlet, or that other colour more approaching to the bine. 
I have not room to justify my conjecture. 

Ver. 126. As maids to Venus, &c.] Those baby-toys were 
little babies, or poppets, as we call them ; in Latin, Puiia* ; 
which the gurls, when they came to the age ot imberty, or 
child-beanng, offered to Venus; as the boys at fouitecu or 
fifteen yeais of age offered their Bullie, or bosses. 

Ver. 136. A cake, thus given, &c.] A cake of barley, oi’ 
coarse wheat meal, with the bran in it : the meaning is, 
that God is pleased with the pure and spotle.ss heart of tlie 
offerer, and not with the riches of tlie offering. Label ins, 
in the fragments of his Mimes, has a veise like tins: 
“Puras, Deus, non plenas aspicitmanus.” What I had for- 
gotten before, in its duo place, I must here tell the reach*!*: 
that the first half of this Satire was translated by one of mv 
sons, now in Italy ; bnt I thought so well of it, tliat I let it 
pass without any alteration. 
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THE 

THIRD SATIRE OF PERSIIJS. 


THE ASGUMENT. 

Our author has made two Satires concerning study; the 
first and the third ; t^ie first related to men ; this to 
oung students, whom he desired to be educated in the 
toic philosophy : he himself sustains the person of the 
I master, or preceptor, in this admirable Satire, where he 
^ upbraids the youth of sloth, and negligence in learning, 
j Yet he begins with one scholar reproaching his fellow- 
■ students with late rising to their boohs. After which he 
j takes upon him the other part, of the teacher : and ad- 
I dressing himself particnlarly to young nohlemen, tells 
them, that, bv reason of their high birth, and the great 
1 possessions of their fathers, they are careless of adorning 
, their minds with precepts of moral philosophy: and 
withal, inculcates to them the miseries which will attend 
them in the whole course of their life, if they do not 
apply themselves betimes to the knowledge of virtue, and 
the end of their creation, which he nathetically insinuates 
to them. The title of this Satire, m some ancient manu- 
scnptSjWas ThRBeproach ojt I^Uenpas: though in others 
of the scholiasts it is inscribed, Agmnat the Lnxttrif and 
Vices of the Bich. In both of which the intention of the 
: poet is pursued ; but principally in the former. 

I I wmcmber I translated this Satire, when I vas a King’s scholar at 
) Westminster -school, for a Thursd^-night’s Exercise; and 
heUeve that it, and many other of my Exercises of this nature, in 
English terse, are still in the hands of my learned master, the 
Eererend Doctor Busby. 

Is this thy daily course 1 The glaring smx 
Breaks in at every chink : the cattle run 
To shades, and noon-tide rays of summer shun ; 
Tet plunged in sloth we lie ; and snore supine. 

As hJl*d with fumes of undigested wine. ^ 

This grave advice some sober student hears; 
And loudly rings it in his fellow’s ears. 

I The yawning youth, scarce half awake, essays 
’’ His la 2 y hmbs and dozy head to raise : 

, Than rubs his gummy eyes, and scrubs his pate;^® 
: And cries, I thought it had not been so late : 

' My clothes ; make haste : why when ! if none be 
j near, 

He mutters first, and then begins to swear : 
j And brays aloud, with a more clamorous note. 
Than an Arcadian ass can stretch his throat. ^ 
With much ado, his book before him hud, 

And parchment with the smoother side isplay d; 
He takes the papers ; lays ’em down agam ; 

And, with unwilling fingers, tries the pen : 

Some peevish quan’el straight he strives to pick ; 
His quiU writes double, or his ink ’s too thick ; 

I Infuse more water ; now ’tis grown so thin, 

I It sinks, nor can the character be seen. 
j 0 wretch, and still more wretched eveiy day • 
j Are mortals bom to sleep their lives away 1 ^ 

I Go back to what thy infancy began, 

I Thou who wert never meant to be a man : 

Eat pap and spoon-meat; for thy gewgaws cry ; 
Be sullen, and refuse the luUaby. 

No more accuse thy pen ; but charge the crime ^ 
On native sloth, and negligence of time. 

Think'^ thou thy master or -thy friends to cheat 1 
Fool, ’tis thyself, and that ’s a worse deceit. 
Beware the public laughter of the town ; 

Thou spnng’st a leak ^ready in thy crown. ^ 

Ver, 17. Ajid parchment, <S:c.] The students used to 
write their notes on paichments ; the inside, on which they 
wrote, was white ; the 'itlier side was hairy, and commonly 
yellow. Quintilian reproves this custom, and advises 
ratiier table- books, lined with wax, and a stile, like that wv 
j use in our vellum table-books, as more easy. 


A flaw is in thy ill-baked vessel found ; 

’Tis hollow, and returns a Jarring sound. 

Tet, thy moist clay is phant to command ; 
TJnwrought, and easy to the potter’s hand • 

Now take the mould ; now bend thy mind to feel 
' The first sharp motions of the forming wheel 

But thou hast land , a country-seat, secure 
By a just title ; costly furniture; 

A fiimmg-pan thy Lares to appease : 

What need of learning when a man ’s at ease ^ 
If this be not enough to swell thy soul, 

Then please thy pride, and search the herald’s 
roll, 

Where thou shalt find thy famous pedigree 
Drawn fi:om the root of some old Tuscan tree ; 
And thou, a thousand ofi^ a fool of long degree; “ 
Who, clad in purple, canst thy censor greet, 

And loudly c^l him cousin in the street. 

Such pageantry be to the people shown ; 

There boaS; thy horse’s trappings, and thy own : 

I know thee to thy bottom ; from within 
Thy shallow centre, to thy outmost skin : 

Dost thou not blush to live so like a beast, 

So trim, so dissolute, so loosely drest'* 

But *tis in vain : ihe wretch is drench’d too deep ; 
His soul is stupid, and his heart asleep ; 

, Fatten'd in vice ; so callous and so gross, 

He sins, and sees not ; senseless of his loss. 

Down goes the wretch at once, unskiU’d to swim, 
Hopeless to bubble up, and reach the water’s brim. 

Great father of the gods, when, for our enmes, 
Thou send’st some heavy judgment on the times ; 
Some tyrant-king, the terror of his age, 

The type and true vicegerent of thy rage ; 

Thus punish him : set virtue in his sight, 

With all her charms adorn’d, with all her graces 
bright : ^ 

But set her distant, make him pale to see 
His gains outweigh'd by lost felicity ! 

Sicilian tortures and the brazen bull 
Are emblems, rather than express the full 
Of what he feels : yet what he fears is more : 

The wretch, who, sitting at his plenteous board, 
Look’d up, and view’d on high the pointed sword 

Ter. 44. Afming-pasi,&(i’\ Before eating, it was cus- 
tomary to cut oif some part of the moat, which was first 
put into a pan, or little dish; then into the fire; as an offer- 
ing to the household gods ; this they called a libation. 

Ter 49. Dravmfrom the root, &c.] The Thuscans were 
accounted of most ancient nobility. Horace obseives this, 
in most of his compliments to hlsecenas ; who was derived 
from the old kings of Tuscany, now the dominion of the 
great duke. 

Ter 51. Who, clad in purple, &c.] The Roman knights, 
attired in the robe called Trabea, were summoned by the 
censor to appear before him ; and to salute him, in passing 
by, as their names were called over. They led then horses 
in their hand. See moie of this, in Pompey’s life, written 
by Plutarch. 

Ver. 73. Sicilian tortures, &c] Some of the Sicilian 
kings were so great tyrants, that the name is become pro- 
verbial. The brazen bull is a known story of Phalans, one 
of those tyrants, who, when Penllus, a famous aitist, had 
presented him with a bull of that metal hollowed within, 
which, when the condemned person was inclosed m it, 
would render the sound of a bull’s roaring, caused the 
workman to make the first experiment.—*' Docuitque suum 
mugire jnvencum.” 

Ver. 76. The wretch, who, sitting, &c.] He alludes to the 
story of Damocles, a flatterer of one of tliose Sicilian 
tyrants, namely Dionysius. Damocles had infinitely ex- 
tolled the happiness of kings. Dionysius, to convince him 
of the contrary, invited him to a feast, and clothed him in 
purple ; but caused a sword with the point dowuwaifi, to be 
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Hang o’er his head, and hanging by a twine. 

Did with less dread, and more securely dme. 

EVn in his sleep he starts, and fears the knife, 
And, trembling, in his arms takes his accomplice 
wife: 

Down, down he goes; and from his darling friend 
Conceals the woes his guilty dreams portend. 

When I was young, I, like a lazy fool. 

Would blear my eyes with oil to stay from school : 
Averse from pains, and loth to learn the part 
Of Cato, dying with a dauntless heart : 

Though much my master that stem virtue praised, 
Which o’er the vanquisher the vanquish’d raised ; 
And my pleased father came with pride to see 
His boy defend the Roman liberty. 

But then my study was to cog the dice. 

And dexterously to throw the lucky sice : 

To shun ames-ace, that swept my stakes away ; 
And watch the box, for fear they should convey ^ 
False bones, and put upon me in the play. 
Careful, besides, the whirling top to whip. 

And drive her giddy, till she fell asleep. 

Thy years are npe, nor art thou yet to learn 
What ’s good or iU, and both their ends discern : 
Thou in the Stoic Porch, severely bred, 

Hast heard the dogmas of great Zeno read : 

There on the walls, by Polygnotus’ hand. 

The conquer’d Medians in trunk-breeches stand : 
Where the shorn youth to midnight lectoes rise. 
Roused from their slumbers to bo early wise : 
Where the coarse cake, and homely husks of beans. 
From pampering riot the young stomach w’eans . 
And where the Samian Y directs thy steps to run 
To Virtue’s narrow steep, and broad>way Vice to 
shun. 11 ® 

And yet thou snorist; thou draw’st thy drunken 
breath, 

Sour with debauch, and sleep’st the sleep of death : 
Thy chaps are fallen, and thy frame disjoin’d; 
Thy body as dissolved as is thy mind. 

Hast thou not, yei^ proposed some certain end. 
To which thy life, thy every act may tend 1 n® 
Hast thou no mark, at which to bend thy bow? 
Or like a boy pursuest the carrion crow 
With peUet^ and vrith stones, from tree to tree ; 
A fruitless toil; and liv’st extempore ! 120 

Watch the disease in time : for, when within 
The dropsy rages and extends the skin, 

In vain for hellebore the patient cries. 

And fees the doctor ; but too late is wise : 

Too late for cure, he proffers half his wealth ; 12® 
Conquest and Guibbons cannot give him health. 

Learn, wretches, learn the motions of tlie mind. 
Why you were ma!de, for what you were design’d ; 
And the great moral end of human kind- 

hung over his head, by a silken twine ; which, when he 
perceived, he could eat nothing of the delicatea that were 
set before him. 

Ver. 101. Thou in the Stoic Porch, &c] The Stoics 
taught their philosophy under a Porticus, to secure their 
scholars fi om the weather. Zeno was the chief of tliat sect. 

Ver. 103. Polt/gnotu^'] A famous painter, 

who drew the pictures of the Medes and Persians, con- 
quered hy Miltiades, Themistocies, and other Athenian 
captains, on the walls of the portico, in their natural habits. 

Ver. 109. And where the Samian Y, &c.] Pythagoras of 
Samos made the allusion of the Y, or Greek Upsilon, to 
vice and virtue. One side of the letter, being broad, cha- 
racters vice, to wliich the ascent is wide and easy. The 
other side rep^-esents virtue, to which the passage Is strait 
and diMcult; and perhaps our Saviour might also allude to 
this, in those noted words of the evangelist, " The way to 
heaven,” &c. 


Study tbyself, what rank or what degree 
The wise Creator has ordain’d for thee : 

And all the offices of that estate 

Perform ; and with thy piudcnce guide thy fate. 

Pray justly, to be heard : nor more desue 
Than what the decencies of hfe require. Js* 

Learn what thou ow’st thy countiy, and thy 
friend ; 

What *s requisite to spare, and what to spend : 
Learn this ; and after, envy not the store 
Of the greased advocate, that grmds the poor; 
Pat fees from the defended Umbrian draws ; 

And only gains the wealthy chent’s cause : 

To whom the Marsians more provision send, 

Than he and all his family can spend. 

Gammons, that give a relish to the taste, 

And potted fowl, and fish, come in so fast. 

That, ere the first is out, the second stinks : 

And mouldy mother gathers on the drinks. 

But, here, some captain of the land or fleet. 
Stout of his hands, but of a soldier’s wit, 

Cries, I have sense to serve my turn, in store ; 
And he’s a rascal who pretends to more. 
Dammee, whate’er those book-leam’d blockheads 
say, 

Solon ’s the veriest fool in all the play. 

Top-heavy drones, and always looking down, 

(As over-ballasted within the crown !) 

Muttering betwixt their lips some mystic thing, 
Which, well examined, is flat conjuring, 

Mere madmen’s dreams : for what the schools 
have taught. 

Is only this, that nothing can be brought 
Prom nothing ; and, what is, can ne’er be turn’d 
to nought. 1®® 

Is it for this they study to grow pale. 

And miss the pleasures of a glorious meal ? 

For this, in rags accoutred, are iiey seen, 

And made the may-game of the public spleen t 
Proceed, my friend, and rail ; but hear me tell 
A story, which is just thy paralleL 1®^ 

A spark, like thee, of the man-killing trade. 

Pell Sick, and thus to his physician said : 
Methinks I am not right in every part ; 

I feel a kind of trembling at my heart : ^ 7 ® 

My pulse unequal, and my breath is strong : 
Besides a filthy furr upon my tongue. 

The doctor heard him, exercised his skill : 

And, after, bid him for four days be stilL 
Three days he took good counsel, and began 
To mend, and look like a recovering man : 

The fourth, he could not hold from drink ; but 
sends 

His boy to one of his old trusty friends ; 

Adjuring him, by all the Powers Divine, 

To pity his distress, who could not dine ^®® 
Wi&out a flagon of his heahng wine. 

He drinks a swilling draught; and, lined within. 
Will supple in the bath his outward skin. 

Whom should he find hut his physician there, 
Who, wisely, bade him once again beware : 

Sir, you look wan, you hardly draw your breath : 
Driiikmg is dangerous, and the bath is death. 

’Tis nothing, says the fool : Bul^ says the friend, 
This nothing, sir, will bring you to your end. 

Ver. 140. Fat fees, &c.] Casaubon here notes, that, among 
all the Komans who were brought up to learning, few 
besides the oiators, or lawyers, grew rich. 

Ver. 142. The Marsians and Umhiians were the most 
plentiful of all the provinces m Italy, 
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Bo I not see your dropsy-belly swell 1 
Tour yellow skin'* — Ho more of that; I’m wdL 
I have already buried two or three 
That stood betwixt a fair estate and me ; 

And, doctor, I may hve to bury thee. 

Thou teU'st me, I look iU. and thou look’st worse. 
I Ve done, says the physician ; take your course. 
The laughing sot, like all unthinking men, 

Batihes and gets drunk ; then bathes and drinks 
< again: 

His throat half throttled with corrupted phlegm, 
And breathing through his jaws abelching steam: 

* Amidst his cups with fainting shivering seized, 

, His limbs digointed, and all o’er diseased. 

His hand refuses to sustain the bowl ; 

And his teeth chatter, and his eye-balls roll : 

' Till, with his meat, he vomits out his soul : ^os 
Then trumpets, torches, and a tedious crew 
Of hireling mourners, for his funeral due. 

Our dear departed brother lies in state, 

His heels stretch’d out, and pointing to the 
gate; 

And slaves, now manumized, on their dead master 
wait. 

They hoist him on the bier, and deal the dole ; 
And there ’s an end of a lusnrious fooh 
But what ’s thy fulsome parable to me 1 
!kly body is from all diseases free : 

My temperate pulse does regularly beat ; ^ 

Feel, and be satisfied, my hands and feet : 

These are not cold, nor those oppress’d with heat. 
Or lay thy hand upon my nak^ heart, 

And thou dialt find me hale in every part. 

I grant this true : but, still, the deadly wound 
Is in thy soul ; ’tis there thou art not sound. — ^ 
iJay, when thou seest a heap of tempting gold, 

Or a more tempting harlot dost behold ; 

Then, when she easts on thee a side-long glance, 
Then try thy heart, and teU me if it dance. 

Some coarse cold salad is before thee set ; 
Bread, with the bran perhaps, and broken meat; 
I'’all on, and try thy appetite to eat. 

'.Tiese are not dishes for thy dainty tooth : 

■'That, hast thou got an ulcer in thy mouth 1 
"‘Thy stand’st thou picking ? Is thy palate sore ? 
That beet and radishes whl make thee roar? 

; juch is the unequal temper of thy mind ; 

Thy passions in extremes, and unconfined : 

Thy hair so bristles with umnanly fears, 235 
As fields of com, that rise in bearded ears ; 

And, when thy cheeks with flushing fury glow, 
The rage of boiling caldrons is more slow, 

Then fed with fuel and with flames below. 

Tith foam upon thy lips, and sparkling eyes, ^ 
Thou say’st, and dost, in such outrageous wise. 
That mad Orestes, if he saw the show, 

'Tould swear thou wert the madder of the two.* 

Ver. 209. His heels stretch'd out, &c.] The Romans 
v^rre buried without the ciiy; for which reason the poet 
£ays, that the dead man’s heels were stretched out towards 
C. 3 gate. 

Ver. 242. That mad Orestes,'] Orestes was son to Aga^ 
-.emnon and Clytemnestra. Agamemnon, at his return 
, »m the Trojan wars, was slain by .fflgysthns, the 
' ’ilterer of Cl^emnestra. Orestes, to revenge his father’s 
ath, slew both .^Egysthus and his mother; for which he 
ts punished with madness by the Enmenidea or fliries, 

■ AO continually haunted him. 

* .Slschylus calls smoke the brother of fire, and dust he 
' ills the brother of mud. The first passage is in Septem con- 
tra Thebas, v. 500. The latter in Agamemnon, v. 503. Yet 
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Onr author, living in the time of Nero, was contemporary 
and friend to the noble poet Lucan; both of them were 
hufficiently sensible, with all good men, how unskilftilly 
he managed the commonwealth: and perhaps might 
guess at his future tyranny, by some passages, during 
the latter part of his first five years; though he broke 
not out mto his great excesses, while he was resframed 
by the counsels and authority of Seneca. Lucan has not 
spared him in the poem of his Pharsalia: for his very 
compliment looked asquint, as well as Nero Pei sins 
has been bolder, but with caution likewise. For here, in 
the person of young Alcibiades, he arraigns his ambition 
of meddling with state-affairs, without judgment or ex- 
perience. It is probable that he makes Seneca, in this 
Satire, sustain the part of Socrates, under a borrowed 
name. And, withal, discovers some secret vices of Nero, 
concerning his lust, his drunkenness, and his effeminacy, 
which had not yet arrived to public notice. He also 
reprehends the flattery of his courtiers, who endeavoured 
to make all his vices pass for virtues.^ Covetousness was 
undoubtedly none of his faults; but it is heie described 
as a veil cast over the true meaning of the poet, which 
was to satirise his prodigality and vohiptuousness ; to 
which he makes a transition I find no instance ui hit,- 
tory of that emperor’s being a Pathique, though Per&iub 
seems to brand him with it. From the two dialogues of 
Plato, both called Alcibiades, the poet took the argu- 
ments of the Second and Third Satires, but he inveited 
the order of them : for the Third Satire is taken from 
the first of those dialogues. 

The commentators before Casanbon were ignorant of our 
author’s secret meaning; and thought he had only written 
against young noblemen in general, who were too fonvai d 
in aspiring to public magistracy: but tliis excellent 
scholiast has uniavelled the whole mystery; and made 
it apparent that tlie sting of this Satire was particularly 
aimed at Nero. 

"Whoe’er thou arl^ whose forward years are bent 
On state-affairs, to guide the government ; 

Hear first, what Socrates of old has said 
To the loved youth, whom he, at Athens, bred. 

Tell me, thou pupil to great Pericles, ® 

Our second hope, my Alcibiades, 

What are the grounds, from whence thou dost 
prepare 

To undertake, so young, so vast a care ? 

Perhaps thy wit : (a chance not often heard. 

That parts and prudence should prevent the 
beard :) 

I ’Tis seldom seen, that senators so young 
Know when to speak, and when to hold their tongue. 

there are commentators who admire these affected ex- 
pressions, and compare it with the “ Sylvse filia nobilis” of 
Horace. Persius abounds in the most harsh and conceited 
expressions, and m far-sought and almost imintelhgible 
metaphors. jEschines called some expressions in Demos- 
thenes himself Qxuuatra not ’^'^/uaret. But, says Quintilian, 
“Pervasit jam multos ista peisuasio. ut id jam demum 
eleganter,atque exquisite dictum putent, quod interpretan- 
dum sit.” It would he too invidious to name one or two lata 
writers, who might have profited by attending to this 
passage of Quintilian. Dr. J. Wartoit. 

Ver. 3. Socrates, whom the oracle of Delphos praised as 
the wisest man of his age, lived in the time of the Pelopon- 
nesian war. lie, finding the uncertainty of natural phi- 
losophy, applied himself wholly to the moral. He was 
master to Xenophon and Plato, and to many of the Athe- 
nian young noblemen ; amongst the resl^ to Alcibiades, the 
most lovely youth then living; afterwards a famous 
captain, whose life is written by Plutarch. 

Ver. 6. Pericles was tutor, or rather overseer of the wiU 
of Clinias, father to Alcibiades. While Pencles lived, who 
was a wise man, and an excellent orator, as well as a great 
general, the Athenians had the better of the war. 


THE FOURTH SATIRE OP PEESIUS. 


421 


Sure thou art bom to some peculiar fate ; 

When the mad people rise against the state, 

To look them into duty : and command ^ 

An awful silence with thy lifted hand. 

Then to bespeak ’em thus : Athenians, know 
Against right reason all your counsels go ; 

This is not fair , nor profitable that ; 

Nor t’other question proper for debate. ^ 

But, thou, no doubt, canst set the business right, 
And give each argument its proper weight : 

Know st, with an equal hand, to hold the scale : 
Seest where the reasons pinch, and where they fiiil. 
And where exceptions o’er the general rule 
prevail : 25 

And, taught by inspiration, in a trice, 

Canst punish crimes, and brand offending vice. 

Leave, leave to fathom such high points as these, 
Nor bo ambitious, ere thy time, to please : 
Unseasonably wise, till age and cares ^ 

Have form’d thy soul, to manage great affairs. 

Thy face, thy siiape, thy outside, are but vain ; 
Thou hast not strength such labours to sustam : 
Diink hellebore, my boy, drink deep, and purge 
thy brain. 

What aim’st thou at, and whither tends thy 
care, “ 

In what thy utmost good Delicious £u’e ; 

And, then, to sun thyself m open air. 

Hold, hold ; are aU thy empty wishes such ^ 

A good old woman would have said as much. 

But thou art nobly bom : ’tis true ; go boast 
Thy pedigi-ee, the thmg thou vainest most : 
Besides thou art a beau * what ’s that, my child 1 
A fop well di’ess’d, extravagant, and wild : 

She, that cries herbs, has less impertinence ; 

And, in her calhng, more of common sense. ^ 
None, none descends into himself, to find 
The secret imperfections of his mind ; 

But every one is eagle-eyed, to see 
Another’s faults, and his deformity. 

Say, dost thou know Vectidius*^ Ti^o, the wretch®® 
Whose lands beyond the Sabines largely stretch ; 
Cover the country, that a sailing kite 
Can scarce o’er-fly ’em, in a day and night; 

Him dost thou mean, who, spite of all his store. 

Is ever craving, and will still be poor ? 

Who cheats for halfpence, and who doffs his 
coat, 

To save a farthing in a ferry-boat ? 

Ever a glutton, at another’s cost. 

But in whose kitchen dwells perpetual frost ^ 

Who eats and drinks with his domestic slaves ; 

A verier hind than any of his knaves ? 

Bom with the curse and anger of the gods, 

And that indulgent Genius he defrauds ? 

Ver. 27. Canst punish crimes, &c.] That is by death. 
>Yhen the judges would condemn a moletactor, they cast 
their votes into an um, as, according to the modem custom, 
a balloting-box. If the suffrages were marked with 0 they 
signified the sentence of death to the offender, as being the 
hx&t letter of which in English is death. 

Ver. 34. Dr vrik hellebore, (fee.] The poet would say, that 
such an ignorant young man, as he here describes, is fitter 
to be governed himselt, than to govern others. He there- 
fore advises him to drink hellebore, which purges the brain. 

Vei 60. Say, dost thou 'knovrVectidiusf Ssfil] The name 
of Vectidius is heie used appellatively to signify any nch 
covetous man; though perhaps theie might be a man of 
that name then living. 1 have translated this passage para- 
phrastically, and loosely : and leave it for tliose to look 
on, wl are not unlike the picture. 


At harvest-borne, and on the shearing-day, j 

When he should thanks to Pan and Pales pay, 1 
And better Ceres ; trembling to approach I 

The little barrel, which he fears to broach : 

He essays the wimble, often draws it hack, | 

And de^ to thirsty servants but a smack- ! 

To a short meal he makes a tedious grace, j 

Before the barley-pudding comes m place : 

Then bids fall on : himself, for saving charges, 

A peel’d sliced onion eats, and tipples verjuice. 

Thus fares the drudge : but thou, whose life s a 
dream 

Of lazy pleasures, tak’st a worse extreme, ^ 
’Tis all thy business, business howto shun ; 

To bask thy naked body in the sun ; 

Suppling thy stiffen’d joints with fragrant oil ; 

Then, in thy spacious garden, walk a while. 

To suck the moisture up, and soak it in ; 

And this, thou think’st, but vainly think’st, unseen. 
But, know, thou art observed ; and there are those 
Who, if they durst, would all thy secret sins expose. 
The depilation of thy modest part : 

Thy catamite, the darling of thy heart, *■ 

His engine-hand, and every lewder art : 

When prone to bear, and patient to receive. 

Thou tak’st the pleasure which thou canst not give. 
With odorous oil thy head and hair are sleek , 

And then thou kemb’st thetuzzes on thy cheek • 

Of these thy barbers take a costly cai’e, ** 

While thy salt tail is overgrown with hair. 

Not all thy pmcers, nor unmanly arts, 

Can smooth the roughness of thy shameful parts. 
Not five, the strongest that the Circus breeds, 

Prom the rank soil can root those wicked weeds . 
Though suppled first with soap, to ease thy pain, 
The stubborn fern springs up, and sprouts again. 

Thus others we vrith defamations wound. 

While they stab us ; and so the jest goes round. 
Vain are thy hopes to ’scape censorious eyes ; 

Truth win appear through all the thin disguise : 
Thou hast an ulcer which no leech can heal, 

Though thy broad shoulder-belt the wound conceal. ] 

Ver. 65 When he should Gimiks, &c.] Pan, the god of 1 
shepherds, and Pales, the goddess presiding over rural 
afiairs, whom Virgil invocates in the beginning of his second 
Georgic. I give the epithet of better to Ceres, because she 
taught the use of com for bread, as the poets tell us 
men, in the fii-st rude ages, feeding only on acorns or mast, 
instead of bread. 

Ver. 84. The depiloMon of thy modesi part: &c.] Our 
author here taxes Nero eovertly with that effeminate cus- 
tom, now used in Italy, and especially by harlots of 
smoothing their bellies, and taking off the hairs which 
grow about thoir secrets. In Nero’s times they weie pulled 
off with pincers, hut now they use a paste, wliicli, if applied 
to those parts, when it is removed, carries away with it 
those excrescences. 

Ver. 96. Not five, the strongest, &c.J The learned Holyday 
(who has made ns amends for his 'bad poetry in this and 
the rest of these Satires, with Ms excellent illustrationsj 
here tells us from good authority, that the number five does 
not allude to the five fingers of one man, who used them all 
in taking off the hairs before-mentioned; hut to five strong 
men, such as were skilful in the five robust exercises then 
in practice at Homo, and were performed in the Circus, or 
public place ordained for them. These five he reckons up 
in this manner: 1 The Gtestus, or whirlbats, desciihud 
by Virgil, in his fiftli .ffineid ; and this was the most 
dangerous of all the rest The second was the foot-race ; 
tlie tliird the Discus, like the throwing a weighty hall, a 
sport now used in Coiiiwall, and otlier parts or England; 
wc may see it daily practised in Kcd-Lion-fields. The 
fouithwaa tlie Saltus, or leaping; and the fitth wre.stllng 
naked, and besmeared with oil. They who were jiractisei^ 
in these five manly exoinises were called nivretBxtu. 
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Say thou art sound and hale in every part, 

We know, we know thee rotten at thy heart. 

We know thee sullen, impotent, and proud : 

Nor const thou cheat thy nerve, who cheat’st the 
crowd. 

But when they praise me, in the neighbourhood. 
When the pleased people i^e me for a god, 

Shall I refuse their incense ? Not receive 
The loud applauses which the v^gar give 

If thou dost wealth, with longing eye^ behold; 
And, greedily, art gapmg after gold ; 

If some allurmg girl, m gliding by, 

Shall tip the -ttink, with a lascivious eye, 

And thou, with a consenting glance, reply ; 

If thou thy own soheitor become, 

Anri bidd’st arise the lumpish pendulum : 

If thy lewd lust provokes an empty storm, 

And prompts to more than nature can perform ; 
If, with thy guards, thou scour’st the streets by 
night. 

And dost in murthers, rapes, and spoils delight ; 
Please not thyself, the flattering crowd to hear ; 
’Tis fulsome stuff to feed thy itching ear. ^ 
Reject the nauseous praises of the times ; 

Give thy base poets back their cobbled rhymes : 
Survey thy soul, not what thou dost appear. 

But what thou art ; and find the beggar there. 


THE 

FIFTH SATIEE OF PERSIUS. 

nrSCElBKD TO THE 

REVEREND DR. BUSBY. 

THE SPSAKEBS, PEESIUS A:!n> COBKUTUS. 

— ♦ 

THE JlEQDMENT. 

The judicious Casaubon, in his proem to this Satire, tells 
us, that Aristophanes, the ^mmarian, being asked, 
▼hat poem of Archilochus his Iambics he preferred hefure 
the rest, answered, the longest His answer may justly 
he applied to this Fifth Satire ; which, being of a greater 
lengtJi than any of the rest is also, by mr, the most 
instructive : for this reason I have selected it from all 
the others, and inscribed it to my learned master, Dr. 
Busby ; to whom I am not only obliged myself for the 
best part of ray own education, and that of my two sons, 
hut have also received from him the first and truest 
taste of Persius. May he be pleased to find in this trans 
lation, the gratitude, or at least some small acknowledg- 
ment of his nnwoithy scholar, at the distance of forty-two 
years, ftom the tune when I departed from under his 
tuition. 

This Satire consists of two ^siinct parts : the first contains 
the praises of the Stoic philosopher Comntus, master 
and tutor to our Persius. It also declares the love and 
piety of Persius to his well-deserving master; and the 
mutual fiiendship which contmued betwixt them, after 


Yer. 108. thy jierve, &c.] That is, thou canst not 

deceive tby obscene part, which is weak orimpotent, though 
thou makest ostentation of thy performances with women. 

Yer. 122. If, loith thy guards, &c.] Persius durst not 
have been so bold with Nero, as I dare now ; and therefore 
there is only an intimation of that in him,, which I publicly 
speak ; I mean of Nero’s walking the streets by night in 
disguise; and committing all sorts of outi’ages; for which 
he was sometimes well beaten. 

Yer. 128. Survey thy soul, &c.] That is, look into thy- 
self, and examine thy own conscience ; there thou shalt find, 
that, how wealthy soever thou appearest to the world, yet 
tlion art but a beggar, because riiou art destitute of all 
Tirtues ; which are the riches of the soul. This also was a 
paxadoz of the Stoic school. 


Persius was now gr ow n a man. As also his exhortation 
to young noblemen, that they would enter themselves 
into his institution. From hence he makes an artful 
transition into the second part of his subject : wheicm 
he first complains of the sloth of seholare, and afterwards 
persuades them to the pursuit of their true liberty : liei e 
our author excellently treats that paradox of the St<nch, 
which that the wise or virtuous man is only fieu, 

and that all vicious men are naturally slaves. And, in 
the illustration of this dogma, he takes up the remaining 
part of inimitable Satire, 

FEBsnrs. 

Op ancient -use to poets it belongs, 

To ■wish themselves an hundred mouths and 
tongues : 

VThether to the well-lung^d tragedian’s rage 
They recommend the labours of the stage. 

Or sing the Parthian, when transfix’d he lies, ® 
Wrenching the Roman javelin from his thighs, 

OOENTJTTJS. 

And why would’st thou these mighty morsels 
choose. 

Of words unchew’d, and fit to choke the muse ? 
Let fustian poets with their stuff be gone. 

And suck the mists that hang o’er Helicon ; 

When Progne or Thyestes’ feast they write ; 

And, for the mouthing actor, verse indite. 

Thou neither, like a bellows, sweU’st thy face^ 

As if thou wert to blow the burning mass 
Of melting ore, nor canst thou strain thy throat, 

Or murmur in an undistinguish’d note. 

Like rolling thunder, till it breaks the doud, 

And ruttlii^ nonsense is discharged aloud. 

Sofb elocution does thy style renown, 

And the sweet accents of the peaceful gown : ^ 

Gentle or sharp, according to thy choice, 

To laugh at follies, or to lash at vice. 

Hence draw thy theme, and to the stage permit 
Raw-head and Bloody-bones, and hands and feet, 

' Ragouts for Tereus or Thyestes dress’d ; 25 

’Tis task enough for thee to expose a Roman feast 

^ PEESIUS. 

’Tis not, indeed, my talent to engage 
In lofty trifles, or to swell my page 
With wind and noise ; but freely to impart, 

As to a friend, the secrets of my heart ; 30 

And, in famihar speech, to let thee know 
How much I love thee, and how much I owe. 
Knock on my heart : for thou hast skill to find 
If it sound Bohd, or be fiU’d with wind ; 

And, through the veil of words, thou view*st the 
naked mmd. 85 

For this a hundred voices I desire, 

To teU thee what a hundred tongues would tire; 
Yet never could be worthily express’d, 

How deeply thou art seated in my breast. 

When first my childish robe resign’d the charge. 
And left me, unconfined, to live at large ; 

Yer. II. Progne was wife to Tereus, king of Thracia : 
Tereus fell in love with Pliilomela, sister to Progne, 
ravished her, and cut out her tongue : in revenge ot which, 
Progne killed Itys, her own son by Tereus, and served him 
up at a feast, to be eaten by his father. 

Ibid. Thyestes and Atreus wrere brothers, both kings; 
Atreus, to revenge himself of his unnatural brother, killed 
the sons of Thyestes, and invited hn-n to eat them. 

Yer. 40 By the childish robe is meant the Pvfctoxta, or 
first gowns which the Roman children of quality wore: 
these were welted with purple, and on those welts wore 
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WL,en now nay golden Bulla (h.ung on high 
To household gods) declared me past a hoy ; 

And my white shield proclaim’d my liberty j 
When with my wild companions, I could roll ^ 
Prom street to street, and sin without control; 
Just at that age, when manhood set me free, 

I then deposed myself, and left the reins to thee. 
On thy wise bosom I reposed my head. 

And by my better Sociutes was bred, * 

Then thy straight rule set virtue in my sight, 

The crooked line reforming by the right 
My reason took the bent of thy command. 

Was form’d and polish’d by thy skilful hsnd : 
Long summei>days thy precepts I rehearse ; ^ 

And winter-nights were short in our converse: 
One was our labour, one was our repose. 

One frugal supper did our studies close. 

Sure on our birth some friendly planet shone ; 
And, as our souls, our horoscope w’as one : 
Whether the mounting Twins did heaven adorn. 
Or with the rising Balance we were bom ; 

Both have the same impressions fi’om above. 

And both have SatmTi’s luge, repell’d by Jove. 
What star I know not, but some star I lind, 

Has given thee an ascendant o’er my mind, 

COBjnJTUS. 

Kature is ever various in her frame : 

Each has a different will, and few the same : 

The greedy merchants, led by lucre, run 
To the parch’d Indies, and the rising sun ; 70 

From thence hot pepper and rich drugs they bear, 
Bartermg for spices their Italian ware : 

The la 2 y glutton safe at home will keep, 

Indulge his sloth, and batten with his sleep : 

One bribes for high preferments in the state ; ^ 

A second shakes the box, and sits up late : 
Another shakes the bed, dissolving there. 

Till knots upon his gouty joints appear. 

And chalk is in his crippled fingers found ; 

Rots like a dodder’d oak, and piecemeal fiiH g to 
ground ; » 

Then his lewd follies he would late repent ; 

And his past years, that in a mist were spent 

. PBEsrus. 

But thou art pale, in nightly studies, grown. 

To make the Stoic institutes thy own; 

fastened the Bullse, or little hells, which, when they came 
to the age of puberty, were hung up, and consecrated to 
the Lares, or household gods. 

Ver. 44. The first shields vhich the Roman youths wore 
were white, and without any impress or device on them, to 
show they had yet achieved nothing in the wars. 

Ver. 60. Socrates by the Oracle was declared to he the 
wisest of mankind : he instructed many of the Athenian 
young noblemen in morality, and amongst the rest 
Alcibiades. 

Ver. 60. Astrologers divide the heaven into twelve parts, 
according to the number of the twelve signs of the zodiac; 
the sign or constellation which rises in the east, at the 
birth of any man, is called the ascendant : Persius, there- 
fore, ludges tliat Comutus and he had the same, or a like 
nativity. 

Ver. 61. The sign of GeminL 
Ver 62. The sign of Libra. 

Ver. 64. Astiologers have an axiom, that whatsoever 
Saturn ties is loosed by Jupiter, they account Saturn to 
he a planet of a malevolent nature, and Jupiter of a 
propitious influence. 

Ver. 84. Zeno was the great master of tlic Stoic 


Tbou long, with studious care, bast till’d our 
youth, 85 

And sown our well-purged ears with wholesome 
truth. 

From thee both old and young, with profit, learn 
The bounds of good and evil to discern. 

CORITOTUS. 

TTnhappy he who does this work adjourn. 

And to to-morrow would the search delay : 

His lazy morrow will be like to-day. 

PERsnrs. 

But is one day of ease too much to borrow ? 

CORITTTTUS. 

Yes, sure: for yesterday was once to-morrow. 
That yesterday is gone, and nothing gain’d : 

And all thy finiitless days will thus be drain’d ; 
For thou hast more to-morrows yet to aisk, 

And wilt be ever to begm thy task ; 

Who, like the hindmost chariot-wheels, art cursed. 
Still to be near, but ne’er to reach the first. 

0 freedom ! first delight of human kind • 

Hot that which bondmen from their masters find. 
The privilege of doles ; not yet to inscribe 
Their names in this or t’ other Roman tribe : 

That false enfrancliisement with ease is found * 
Slaves are made citizens by tuniing round. 

How, replies one, can any be more free ^ 

Here’s Dama, once a gi’oom of low degree. 

Hot worth a farthing, and a sot beside ; 

So true a rogue, for lying’s sake be lied : 

But, with a turn, a freeman he became ; 

How Marcus Dama is his worship’s name. 

Good gods I who would refuse to lend a sum, 

If wealthy Marcus surety will become I 
Marcus is made a judge, and for a proof 
Of certain truth. He said it, is enough. ^^5 

A win is to be proved ; put in your claim ; 

’Tis clear, if Marcus has subsenbed his name. 

This is true hberty, as I believe; 

What can we farther from our caps receive. 

Than as we please without control to live 1 
Hot more to noble Brutus could belong. 

Hold, says the Stoic, your assumption ’s wrong : 

philosophy, and Cleanthes was second to him in reputation. 
Comutus, who was master or tutor to Persius, was of the 
same school. 

Vex 102. When a slave was made free, he had the 
privilege of a Roman horn, which was to have a share in 
the donatives or doles of bread, &c , which weie distributed 
by the magistrates amongst the people. 

Ver. 103. The Roman people was distributed into several 
tribes : he who was made ffee was enrolled into some one 
of them, and thereupon enjoyed the common privileges of 
a Roman dtizen. 

Ver. 106. The master, who intended to enfranchise a 
slave, carried him before the city praetor, and turned him 
round, using these words, ** I will that this man bo free.” 

Ver. 111. Slaves had only one name before their fiee- 
dom ; after it they were admitted to a Pitenomen, like our 
christened names; so Dama is now called Marcus Dama. 

Ver. 117. At the proof of a testament, the magistrates 
were to subscribe their names, as allowing the legality of 
the will. 

Ver. 119, Slaves, when they were set free, had a cap 
given them, in sign of their liberty. 

Ver. 121. Brutus freed tlie Roman people from the 
tyranny of the Tarquins, and changed the form of the 
government into a glorious commouwealth. 
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I grant true freedom you haTe 'weU defined : 

But, living as you list, and to your mind, 

Are loosely tack’d, and must be left behind. 
What ! since tiie praetor did my fetters loose, 
And left me freely at my own dispose. 

May I not live without control and awe, 
Excepting still the letter of the law ? ^ 

Hear me with patience, while thymind I free 
From those fond notions of false liberty ; 

’Tis not the praetor’s province to bestow 
True fr^eedom ; nor to teach mankind to know 
What to ourselves or to our friends, we owe. 

He could not set thee fi’ee ftum cares and strife, ^^5 
Xor give the reins to a lewd vicious life : 

As well he for an a harp might string. 

Which is against the reason of tiie thing ; 

For reason still is whispering in your ear, 

Where you are sure to fail, tiie attempt forbear.'^ 
No need of public sanctions this to bind, 

Which Nature lias implanted in the mind ; 

Not to pursue the work, to which we ’re not de- 
sign’d. 

Unskill’d in hellebore, if thou should’st tiy 
To mix it, and mistake the quantity, 

The rules of physic would against thee cry. 

The high-shoe’d ploughman, should he quit the 
[ land, 

To take the pilot’s rudder in his hand, 

Artless of stis, and of the moving sand, 

The gods would leave him to the waves and wind, 
And think all shame was lost in human kind. 

TeH me, my friend, from whence hadst thou the 
skiU, 

So nicely to distinguish good from ill ^ 

Or by the sound to judge of gold and brass, 

What piece is tinkers’ metal, what wiU pass ? 

And what thou art to follow, what to fly. 

This to condemn, and that to ratify! 

M-Tien to be bountiful, and when to spare. 

But never c^a^•ing, or oppress’d with care ? 

The baits of gifts and money to despise, 

And look on wealth with undesiring eyes 1 
When thou const truly call these virtues thine. 

Be wise and free, by heaven’s consent, and mine. 

But thou, who lately of the common strain, 
Wert one of us, if still thou dost retain 
The same ill-habit^ the same follies too, 

Gloss’d over only with a saint-like show. 

Then I resume the freedom which I gave. 

Still thou art bound to vice, and still a slava 
Thou canst not wag thy finger, or begin . 

** The least light motion, but it tend.s to sin.” 

. How ’s this! Not wag my finger, he replies ? 
j No, friend ; nor fuming gums, nor sacrifice, 

Can ever make a madman free, or wise. 

'' Virtue and Vice are never in one soul : 

A man is wholly wise, or wholly is a fooL” 

A heavy bumpkin, taught with daUy care. 

Can never dance three steps with a becoming air. 

PEHSIUS. 

In spite of this, my freedom still remains. 

Ver. 129. The text of the Roman laws was written in 
red letters, which was called the Rubric, translated here. 

In more general woids, “ The Letter of the Law.” 

_ Ver. 175. The Stoics held tills paradox, that any one 
vice, ornotorions folly, which they called madness, hinder^ 
a man from_ being yirtuous , that a man was of a piece, 
w ithout a mixtui e, either wholly vicious or good, one virtue 
or vice accoiding to them, including all the rest. 


OOKCnJTITS. 

Free ! what, and fetter’d with so many chains ! 
Canst thou no other master understand 
Than him that freed thee by the praetor’s wand 
Should he, who was thy lord, command thee now. 
With a harsh voic^ and supercilious brow. 

To servile duties, thou wouLd’st fear no more ; 
The gallows and the whip are out of door. 

But if thy passions lord it in thy breast. 

Art thou not still a slave, and still oppress’d! 

Whether alone, or in tlay harlot’s lap, 

When thou would’st take a lazy mommg’s nap * 
Up, up, says Avaiice ; thou snor’st again, ^ 
Stretchest thy limbs, and yawn’st, but aU in vain ; 
The tyrant Lucre no denial takes ; 

At his command the unwilling sluggard wakes : 
What must I do^ he cnes: What! says his 
lord: ^ 

Why, rise, make ready, and go straight abroad : 
With fish, from Euxine seas, thy vessel freight ; 
Flax, castor, Coan wine^ the precious weight 
Of pepper, and Sabsean incense, take 
With thy own hands, from the tired camel’s 
back; 

And with post-haste thy running markets make. 
Be sure to turn, the penny : lie and swear ; 

’Tis wholesome sin: but Jove, thou say’st, will 
hear: 

Swear, fool, or starve; for the dilemma’s even : 

A tradesman thou ! and hope to go to heaven 
Resolved for sea, the daves thy baggage pack. 
Each saddled with his burden on his bai ; 
Nothing retards thy voyage, now, unless 
Thy other lord forbids, Voluptuousness; 

And he may ask this civil question : Friend, 

What dost thou make a-shipboard! to what end! 
Art thou of Bethlem’s noble college free 
Stark, staring mad, that thou would’st tempt the 
sea! 

Cubh’d m a cabin, on a mattress laid. 

On a brown george, with lousy swobbers fed, ^is 
Dead wine, that stinks of the borachio, sup 
From a foul jack, or greasy maple-cup “2 
Say, would’st thou bear all this, to raise thy store 
From six i’ the hundred, to six hundi’ed more 
Indulge, and to thy Gemus fi’eely give ; ^ 220 

For, not to hve at ease, is not to live ; 

Death stalks behind thee, and each flying hour 
Does some loose remnant of thy hfe devour. 

Live, while thou liv’st ; for death will make us all 
A name, a nothing but an old wife’s tale. 

Speak ; wilt thou Avarice, or Pleasure, choose 
To be thy lord^ Take one, and one refuse. 

But both, by turns, the rule of thee will have ; 

And thou, betwixt ’em both, wilt be a slave. 

Nor thmk when once thou hast resisted one, 
That all thy marks of servitude are gone : 

The strugglinggreyhound gnaws his leash in vain ; 
If, when ’tis broken, still he drags the chain. 

Says Phaedria to Ms man. Believe me, friend. 

To this uneasy love I ’ll put an end : 235 

Ver. 182. The pnetor held a wand in his hand, with 
which he sottly struck the slave on the head when he 
declaied him free. 

Ver 234. This alludes to the play of Terence called the 
Ennucli, which was excellently imitated of late in En.^lisli 
hy Sir Ohailes Sedley. In the first scene ot that comedy, 
Phffidria was inti’oduced with liis man Pamphihts, dis- 
coiu sing, whether he should leave hib mistjess Thais, or 
return to her, now that bhe had invited him. 
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Shall I run out of all ? My friends disgrace, 

And be tho first lewd unthiift of my race ? 

Shall I the neighbours’ nightly rest invade 
At her deaf doors, with some vile serenade % 

Well hast thou freed thyself, his man replies, ^ 
Go, thank the gods, and offer sacrifice. 

Ah, says the youth, if we unkindly part, 

Will not the poor fond creature break her heart! 
Weak soul 1 and blindly to destruction led • 

She break her heart ! she’U sooner break your 
head. ^ 

She knows her man, and when you rant and 
swear, 

Can draw you to her with a single hair. 

But shall I not return How, when she sues ! 
Shall I my own and her desires refuse ? 

Sir, take your course ; but my advice is plain : 
Once freed, ’tis madness to resume your chain. 
Ay ; there ’s the man, who, loosed fr*om lust and 
pel^ 

Less to the praetor owes, than to himself. 

But write hun, down a slave, who, humbly proud. 
With presents begspreferments from the crowd, 
That early supphant, who salutes the tribes. 

And sets the mob to sciumble for his bnbes : 
That some old dotard, sitting m the sim. 

On holidays may tell, that such a feat was done : 
In future times this wall be counted rare. 

Thy superetition too may claim a shain : 

When fiowei’s are strew’d, and lamps in order 
placed, 

And windows with illuminations graced, 

On Herod’s day ; when sparkling bowls go round. 
And tunny’s tails in savoury sauce are di’OWTi’d,^ 
Thou mutter’st prayera obscene ; nor dost refuge 
The fasts and sabbaths of the curtail’d Jews. 
Then a ciuck’d egg-sheU thy sick fancy frights, 
Besides the childish fear of walking sprights. 

Of o’ergrowm gelding priests thou art afiuid ; 

The timbrel, and the squmtifego maid 
Of Isis, awe thee : lest the gods, for sin, 

Should, with a swelling dropsy, stuff thy skin : 
Unless three garlic heads the curse avert, 

Eaten each mom, devoutly, next thy heart. 
Preach this among the brawny guards, say’st 
thou, 

And see if they thy doctrine will allow : 

The duU fiit captain, with a hound’s deep throat. 
Would bellow out a laugh, in a base note ; 

And pnze a hundred Zenos just as much ^ 
As a clipp’d sixpence, or a schillmg Dutch. 


Ver. 256. He who sued for any office amongst the 
Komans was called a candidate, because he wore a white 
gown, and sometimes chalked it to make it appear whiter. 
He rose early, and went to the levees of tliose who headed 
the people; saluted also the tnhes seveially, when they 
were gathered together to chouse their magistrates, and 
distributed a largess amongst tliem, to engage them for 
their voices, much resembling our elections of pailiament 
men. 

Ver. 264. The commentators are divided what Herod 
this was whom our author mentions ; whetlier Herod the 
Gieat, whose birth-day might possibly he celebrated after 
his death by the Herodians, a sect amongst the Jews, who 
thought him their Messiah, or Herod Agrippa, living m 
the author's time, and after it. The latter seems the moie 
piohahle opmion. 

Ver. 268. The ancients had a superatition, contrary to 
ours, concerning egg-shells ; they thought that if an egg- 
shell were cracked; or a hole bored in the bottom of it, they 
were subject to tlie power of soicery : we as vainly bleak 
tlie bottom of an egg-shell, and cj oss it when we have eaten 
the egg, lest sonic hag should make iibc ot it m bcwitcliiiig 


THE 

SIXTH SATIRE OF PERSIUS. 

TO OfflSlUS BASSUS, A LYRIC POET. 


THE ARGUMENT. 

This Sixth Satire treats an admirable common-place of 
Moral Philosophy; of the true Use of Riches They 
are certainly intended, by the Power who bestows them, 
as instruments and helps of hving commodiously our- 
selves, and of administering to the wants of others who 
are oppressed by fortune. There are two exti ernes in the 
opinions of men concerning them. One error, tliough on 
the nght hand, yet a great one, is, that they are no lielps 
to a virtuous life ; tihe other places all our happiness in 
the acquisition and possession of them ; and this is, un- 
doubtedly, the w^orse extreme. The mean betwixt these, 
is the opinion of the Stoics ; which is, that riches may he 
useful to the leading a virtuous life ; in case we rightly 
understand how to give according to right reason ; and 
how to receive what is given us by others. The vmtue 
of giving well, is called liberality, and it is ot this 
Virtue that Persius writes in this Satire ; wherein he not 
only shows the lawful use of riches, but also shaiply in- 
veighs against the vices which are opposed to it ; and 
especially of those w Mch consist in the defects of giving 
or spending, or in the abuse of iiclies. He writes to 
Cassius Bassus, his friend, and a poet also: inquires 
first of his health and studies; and attei wards intoims 
him of his own, and where be is now lesidcnt. He gives 
an account of himself, tliat he is endeavouring by little 
and little to wear off his vices, and particulaily that ho 
is combating ambition, and the desue ot wealth He 
dwells upon the latter vice ; and being sensible that few 
men either desue or use riches as they ought, he (‘lulca- 
vours to convince them of their folly ; which is the mam 
design of the whole Satire. 

Has winter caused thee, friend, to change thy seat, 
And seek, in Sabine air, a wai-m retreat ^ 

Say, dost thou yet the Roman harp command ! 

Do the strings answer to thy noble hand 
Great master of the muse, inspired to sing ® 
The beauties of the first created spring j 
The pedigree of natui’e to rehearse, 

And sound the Maker’s work, m equal vorse; 

How sporting on thy lyre the loves of youth, 

How viiijuGus age, and venerable truth ; *** 

Expressing justly Sappho’s wanton art 
Of odes, and Pindar’s more majestic pai-t 
For me, my warmer constitution wants 
More cold, than our Ligui’ian winter g^ts ; 

And therefore to my native shores retired, 

I view the coast old Ennius once admired ; 

Where chfts on either side their points display ; 
And, after opening in an ampler way, 

Afford the pleasing prospect of the bay. 

’Tis worth your wliile, 0 Romans, to regard ^ 
The port of Luna^ says our learned bai*d ; 


US, or sailing over the sesa in it if it were whole. The rest, 
of tlie priests of Isis, and her one-eyed or squinting pneatess, 
is more largely tieated in tho Sixth Satu'o ot Juvenal, 
where the superstitions of women aie related. 

Ver. 2. jlnd seek, in Saline air, &c] All tlic studious, 
and particularly the poets, about the end of August, began 
to set themselves on work, leframing trom writing duiing 
the heats of the summer. They wrote by night, and sate 
up the greatest part of it ; for which reason, tlie product of 
their studies was called tlieir Elucuhrations, or nightly 
labours. They who had country seats retirad to tiieru 
while they studied; as Pei si us did to his, which was near 
the Pori of the Moon in Etiima; and Bassus to his, which 
was m the countiy of the Sabines, nearer Rome, 

Ver. 0. Nov) sporting on thy lyre, &c] This proves 
CsBsius Bassus to have been a lync poet. ’Tis said ot him, 
that by an eruption of the flaming mountain Ve.su vius, ne>ir 
Hindi the gi’eatest part of his foitmie lay, he was burnt 
liimself, toguthoi with all hia writings. 
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Who, in a drunken dream, beheld bis soul 
The fifth within the transmigrating roll ; 

Which first a peacock, then Euphorbus was. 

Then Homer next, and next Pythagoras ; 25 

And last of all the line did into Ennius pass. 

Secure and free from business of the state. 

And more secure of what the vulgar prate. 

Here I enjoy my private thoughts ^ nor care 
What rota for sheep the southern winds prepare : 
Survey the neighbouring fields, and not repme, 
When I behold a larger crop than mine : 

To see a beggar’s brat in nches flow. 

Adds not a wrinkle to my even brow; 

l^'or, envious at the sight, will I forbear 3® 

My plenteous bowl, nor bate my bounteous cheer; 

Xor yet unseal the dregs of wine that s tink 

Of cask ; nor in a nasty flagon diink 

Let others stuff their guts with homely fare : 

For men of different inclinations are ; ^ 

Though bom, perhaps, beneath one common star. 
In minds and manners twins opposed we see 
In the same sign, almost the same degree : 

One, firugal, on his birth-day fears to dme. 

Does at a penny’s cost in herbs repine, ^ 

And hardly dares to dip his fingers m the brine : 
Prepared as priest of his own rites to stand. 

He sprinkles pepper with a sparing hand. 

His jolly broiher, opposite in sense. 

Laughs at his thrift; and lavish of expence, 

Qua^ crams, and guttles, in his own defence. 

For me, I ’ll use my own ; and take my share ; 
Yet win not turbots for my slaves prepare ; 

Nor be so nice in taste myself to know 

If what I swallow be a thruali, or no. ** 

Live on thy annual income; spend thy store; 

.^d freely grind, from thy full threslung-floor ; 
Next harvest promises as much, or more. 

Thus I would live ; but friendship’s holy band. 
And offices of kindness hold my hand : 

My friend is shipwreck'd on the Brutian strand, 

Ver, 22. TfTHo, in a drunken drearn^ &c.] I call it a 
drunken dream of Ennius, not that my author in this place 
gives me any encouragement for the epithet, but because 
Horace, and all who mention Ennius, say he was an exces- 
sive drinker of wine. In a dream, or vision, call you it 
which you please, he thought it was revealed to him that 
the soul of Pythagoras was transmigrated into him as 
Pythagoras before him believed that himself had been 
Euphorbus in the wars of Troy. Commentators differ in 
placing the order of this soul, and who had it first. I have 
here given it to the peacock, because it looks more according 
to the order of nature, that it should lodge in a cieature of 
an inferior species, and so by gradation nse to the inform- 
ing of a man. And Persius fiivoms me by saying that 
Ennius was the fifth from the Pythagorean peacock. 

Ver. 61. My/nendis sAiptore^'d on, &c.] Perhaps this 
is only a fine transition of the poet^ to introduce the busi- 
ness of ttie Satire, and not that any such accident had hap- i 
pened to one of the fnends of Persius. But, however, this ( 
is the most poetical descnption of any in onr author; and 1 
since he and Lucan were so great fnends, I know not but 1 
Lucan might help him in two or three of these veises, 1 
which seem to be written in his style : certain it is that, i 
besides this description of a shipwreck, and two lines mor^ i 
which are at the end of the Second Satire, our poet has j 
written nothing elegantly. I will, therefore, transcribe 
both the passages to jnstify my opinion. The following - 
are the last verses, saving one, of the Second Satire J 
Compofaitum jus, fasque animi; sanctosquc recessns \ 
- Mentis, et mcoctum generoso pectus honesto ; 2 

The others are those in this present Satire, which are ^ 
subjoined : — J 

~ ; ; trabe ruptS, Bruttia Saxa s 

Prendit amicus inops; remque omnem, surdaque vota s 
Condidit louio ; jacet ipse in littore ; et uuh 2 

Ingentes de puppe Dei ; jamque obvia mergis 7 

Costa ratis laceim. ^ 


His riches in the loman main are lost ; 

And he himself stands shivering on the coast ; 
Where, destitute of help, forlorn, and bare, 

He wearies the deaf gods with fruitless prayer. ^ 
Their images, the relics of the wrack, 

Tom from the naked poop, are tided back 
By the wild waves, and, rudely thrown ashore, 
Lie impotent ; nor can themselves restore 
The vessel sticks, and shows her open’d side, 

And on her shatter’d mast the mewsm tnumph ride. 
From thy new hope, and from thy growing store, 
Now lend assistance and relieve the poor. 

Gome ; do a noble act of charity ; 

A pittmee of thy land will set him free. 75 

Let him not bear the badges of a wi'ack. 

Nor beg with a blue table on his hack : 

Nor teU me that tby frowning heir will say, 

’Tis mine that wealth thou squander’st thus away. 
What is ’t to thee, if he neglect thy um, ^ 

Or without spices lets thy body bum ? 

If odours to tby ashes he refuse, 

Or buys corrupted cassia from the Jews ? 

All these, the wiser Bestius will reply, 

Are empty pomp, and dead men’s luxury : ss 

We never knew this vain expence, before 
The effeminated Grecians brought it o’er • 

Now toys and trifles fr'om their Athens come ; 
And dates and pepper have unsmew’d Rome ; 

Our sweating hm^ their salads, now, defile, ^ 
Infecting homely herbs with fr-agrant oil. 

But, to thy fortune be not thou a slave : 

For what hast thou to feai' beyond the grave 1 
And thou who ^p’st for my estate draw near; 
For I would w&per somewhat in thy ear. 

Hear’st thou the news, my friend? the express is 
come 

With laurell’d letters firom the camp to Rome ; 
Cdesar salutes the queeu and senate thus ; 

My arms are on the Rhine victorious. 


Ver. 72 F)07)i thy veto hope, &c ] The Latin is, Nunn rt 
de caspitevlvo, f}nnge aliquid. Casaiibon only oppo-^is the 
ccespes vivua, which, woid toi woid, is the living tint, to tJio 
harvest or annual income, I suppose the poet iMthei 
means, sell a piece of land already bOi\n, and gne the 
money of it to my friend, who has lost all by sliqwieck ; 
that is. do not stay till tliou liast reaped, but help hini im- 
mediately, as his wants leqiuie. 

Ver. 77. Nor heg with a Hue table, &c] Holydny trans- 
lates it a green table ; the sense is the same ; for the table 
was painted of the sea coloui*, which the ahipa recked 
person canied on his back, expressing his losses tlieruby 
to excite the chanty of the spectators. 

Ver. 81. Or without apices, &c.] The bodies of the 1 ich, 
before they weie burnt, were embalmed with spices, or 
rather spices were put into tlie uiu, with the lelics of the 
ashes. Our author here names cinnamon and cassia, which 
cassia was sophisticated with cheny gum, and piobablj 
enough by the Jews, who adulterate all things which they 
sell. But whether the ancients were acquainted with the 
spices of the Molucca Islands, Ceylon, and othei parts of 
the Indies, or whether their pepper and cinnamon, <S:c, 
were the same with ours, is another question. As foi nut- 
megs and mace, it is plain that the Latin names of them 
are modem. 

Ver. 98 Oasar salutes, &c J The Caxsar hero mentioned 
is Cams Caligula, who affected to triumph over the 
Germans, whom he never conquered, as he did over the 
Britons ; and accordingly sent letters, wrapt about with 
laurels, to the Senate, and the Empress Otesonia, whom I 
here call Queen, though I know that name was not used 
amongst the Romans ; hut the word Empress would uot 
stand in that verse, for which reason 1 adjourned it to 
another. The dust which was to be swept away from the 
altars was either the ashes which were left there after the 
last sacnfice for victory, or might, perhaps, mean the dust 
or ashes which weie left on the altars since some former 
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From mourning altars sweep the dust away : 
Cease fasting, and proclaim a fat thauksgivmg day. 
The goodly empress, joUily inclmed. 

Is to the welcome bearer wondrous kind : 

And, setting her good housewif’ry aside. 

Prepares for all the pageantry of pride. 

The captive Germans, of gigantic size, 

Are rank’d in order, and are clad m frize : 

The spoils of kings and conquer’d camps we boast. 
Their arms in trophies hang on the triumphal post. 

Now, for so many glorious actions done 
In foreign parts, and mighty battles won ; 

For peace at home, and for the public wealth, 

I mean to crown a bowl to Caesar’s health ; 
Besides, in gratitude for such high matters, 
Elnow, I have vow’d two hundred gladiators. 

Say, would’st thou hinder me from this expence ? 
I disinherit thee, if thou dar’st take offence. 

Yet more, a public largess I design 
Of oil and pies, to make the people dine : 

Control me not, for fear I change my will. 

And yet methinks I hear thee grumblmg stiU : 
You give as if you were the Persian king : 

Your land does no such large revenues brmg. 
Well ; on my terms thou wilt not be my heir : 

If thou car’st little, less shall be my cai'e : ^ 

Were none of all my father’s sisters left ; 

Nay, were I of my mother’s kin bereft ; 

None by an uncle’s or a grandame’s side, 

Yet I could some adopted heir provide. 

I need but take my journey half a day 
From haughty Rome, and at Aricia stay, 

Where fortune throws poor Manius in my way. 
Him will I choose : What him, of humble bui)!!. 
Obscure, a foundling, and a son of earth % 
Obscure] Why, prjdhee what am. 11 I know 
My father, grandsire, and great grandsire too : 

If fai*ther I derive my pedigree, 

I can but guess beyond the fourth degree. 

The rest of my forgotten ancestors 

Were sons of earth, like him, or sons of whores. 

Y et why would’st thou, old covetous wretch, aspire 
To be my heir, who might’st have been my sire? 
In nature’s race, should’st thou demand of me 
My torch, when I in course run after thee ? 

defeat of the Eomaus by the Germans : after which over- 
throw the altars had heen neglected. 

Ver. 102. Csesonia, wife to Cains Caligula, who after- 
wards, in the reign of Claudius, was proposed, hut inef- 
fectually, to he married to him, after he had executed 
Messalina for adultery. 

Yer. 106. TAa captive Germam, &c] Ho means only 
such as were to pass for Germans in the triumph; large- 
hodled men, as they are still, whom the Empiess clothed 
now, with coarse garments, for the greater ostentation of 
the victory. 

Yer. 116. Know, I have vow'd two hundred gladiators^ 
X hundred pair of gladiators were heyond the purse of a 
private man to give; therefore, this is only a threatening 
to his heir, that he could do what he pleased with his 
estate. 

Yer. 143. — ■■ should st thou demmd ofsm 

lly torch, &c.] 

Why should'st thou who art an old fellow, hope to outlive 


Tbink I approach thee like the god of gain, 

With wings on head and heels, as poets feign : 
Thy moderate fortune from my gift receive ; 

Now fairly take it, or as fairly leave. 

But take it as it is, and ask no more. 

What, when thou hast embezzled aU thy store 
Where’s all thy father left ? ’Tis true, I grant, 
Some I have mortgaged, to supply my want : 

The legacies of TaSius too are flown : 

All spent, and on the self-same en*and gone. 

How little then to my poor share wiU fliU 1 
Little mdeed ; but yet that little ’s alL 
Nor teU me, in a dying father's tone, 

Be careful still of the main chance, my son ; 

Put out the principal in trusty hands : 

Live of the use ,* and never dip thy lands : 

But yet what’s left for me? What’s left^ my 
friend I 

Ask that again, and aU the rest I spend. 

Is not my fortune at my own command ^ 

Pour oil, and pour it with a plenteous hand. 
Upon my salads, boy : shall I be fed 
With sodden nettles, and a singed sow’s head ? 
’Tis holiday ; provide me bettor cheer ; 

’Tis hohday, and shall be round the year. 

Shall I my household gods and Genius cheat, 

To make him rich, who grudges mo my meat, 
That he may loll at ease , and pamper’d high. 
When I am laid, may feed on giblet-pie ? 

And when his throbbing lust extends the vein, 
Have wherewithal his whores to entertain? 

Shall I in homespun cloth be clad, that he ^78 
BGs paunch in triumph may before him see 
Go, miser, go ; for lucre sell thy soul , 

Truck wares for wai-es, and tiudge from polo to 
pole: 

'That men may say, when thou art dead and gone, 
See what a vast estate he left his son 1 
How large a family of brawny knaves, 

Well fed, and fat as Cappadocian slaves I 
Increase thy wealth, and double all thy store : 
’Tis done: Now double that, and swell the 
score ; 

To every thousand add ten thousand more. 

Then say, Chrysippus, thou who would’st confine 
Thy heap, where I shdl put an end to mine. 

me, and he my heir, who am much younger. He who was 
first in the course, or race, delivered the torch, which lie 
carried, to him who was second. 

Yer. 1^. Well fed, and fat as Oappadodem slaves Who 
were famous for their lustiness, and being, as we call it, in 
good liking. They were set on a stall when they were 
exposed to sale, to show the good hahit of their body, and 
made to play tncks before the buyers, to show their 
activity and strength. 

Yer. 186. Thm say, Chrysippus, &c.] Chrysippus, the 
Stoic, invented a kind of argnmeni^ consisting of morotlian 
tibree propositions, which is called Sorites, or a heap. But 
as Chrysippus could never bring his propositions to a 
certain stint, so neither can a covetous man hnng his 
craving desires to any certain measure of riches, beyond 
which he could not wish for any more. 
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FIEST BOOK OP HOMER’S ILIAS. 


THB AEGDMEarP. 

Chrvses, priest of Apollo, brings presents to tbe Gredan 
princes, to ransom Ms daughter, Chryseis, who was 
prisoner in the fleet. Agamemnon, the general, whose 
captive and mistiess the young lady was, refuses to 
deliver her, threatens the venerable old man, and dis- 
misses him with contumely. — The priest craves ven- 
geance of his god, who sends a plague among the Greeks, 
which occasions AchiUes, their great champion, to 
summon a council ol the chief officers : he encourages 
Calchas, the high priest and prophet, to tell the reason 
why the gods were so much incensed against them.— 
Calchas is fearful of provoking Agamemnon, till AduUes 
engages to protect him : then, emboldened by tlie hero, 
he accuses the general as the cause of all, by detaming 
tbe fair captive, and refhsmg tbe presents offered for her 
ransom. By this proceeding, Ag^emnon is obliged, 
against his will, to restore Chryseis, with gifts, that he 
might appease the wrath of Phoehus ; hut, at the same 
time, to revenge himself on Achilles, sends to sei 2 e Ms 
slav^ Briseis. Achilles, thus affronted, complains to his 
mother, Thetis ; and begs her to revenge Ms injury, not 
only on the general, but on all the army, by giving vic- 
tory to the Trojans, till the ungrateful king became 
sensible of his injustice. At the same time he retires 
iMm the camp into his ships, and withdraws Ms aid 
from his countrymen. Thetis prefers her son’s petition 
to Jupiter, who grants her suit Juno suspects her 
errand, and quarrels with her husband, for his grant; till 
Ynlcan reconciles his parents with a bowl of nectar, and 
sends them peaceably to bed. 

The vrratli of Peletis’ son, 0 Muse, resound ; • 
Whose dire effects the Grecian army found. 

And many a hero, ting, and hardy knight. 

Were sent, in early youth, to shades ot night : 
Their limbs a prey to dogs and vultures made . ® 
So was the sovereign will of Jove obey’d; 

From that ill-omen’d hour when strife begun. 
Betwixt Atrides great, and Thetis’ god-like son. 

WhatPower provoked, andfor what cause, relate. 
Bow’d in their hi easts the seeds of stem debate ; 
Jove’s and Latona’s son his wrath express’d, 

In vengeance of his violated priest, 

* Pope made a ridiculous blunder, mi.ried by an old 
Latin translation of Diodorus Siculus, where Homer was 
called Medicos by an error of the press for Meudicus; 
whence Pope affirmed that Homer was a physician 
This is not the place to enter into a long dissertc.tion on 
the admirable disj^sition and economy of the Ilund. We 
may however just observe one or two circumstances It 
is an essential beauty in a well-constituted epic poem, that 
there should be an apparent necessity for every incident 
that arises. It was absolutely necessary that each of the 
Grecian chiefs should be brought forward, in order to 
heighten the effects of the absence and anger of Achilles. 
It was absolutely necessaiy for Vulcan to make a shield for 
Achilles, because the Trojans had seized and canied away 
his armour. It was absolutely necessary that ftineral games 
should be performed on the death ot Pafroclus ; hut not so 
necessary that ...Eneas should stop in Sicily, to w hich island 
be had happened to be driven bv contrarv winds, and there 
celebrate tlie auniveisary of hi's fathers death. Neither 
was there so absolute a necessity for the beautiful expe- 
dition of Nisus and Euryalus, as for that of Dolon and 
Diomede. Dr. J. Warton. 


Against the king of men ; who, swoll’n with pride, 
Refused his presents, and his prayers denied. 

For this the god a swift contagion spread 
Amid the camp, where heaps on heaps lay dead. 

For venerable Chiyses came to buy, 

With gold and gifts of price, his daughter’s liberty. 
Suppliant before the Grecian chiefs he stood , 
Awful, and arm’d with ensigns of his god : 

Bare was his hoary head ; one holy hand 
Held forth his laurel crown, and one his sceptre 
of command. 

TTia suit was common ; hut above the rest, 

To both the brother-princes thus addi'ess’d : 

Ye sons of Atreus, and ye Grecian powers, 

So may the gods who dwell in heavenly bowers 
Succeed your siege, accord the vows you make. 
And give you Troy’s nnperial town to take ; 

So, by their happy conduct, may you come 
With conquest hack to your sweet native home ; 
As you receive the ransom which I bring, ^ 
(Respecting Jove, and the far-shooting King,) 

And break my daughter’s bonds, at my desire ; 
And glad with her return her grieving sire. 

With shouts of loud acclaim the Greeks deci’ee^ 
To take the gifts, to set the damsel free. 

The king of men alone with fuiy bum’d ; 

And, haughty, these opprobnous words return’d : 
Hence, holy dotard, and avoid my sight. 

Ere evil mtercept thy tai’dy flight : 

ISTor dare to tread this interdicted strand. 

Lest not that idle sceptre in thy hand, 

Hor thy god’s crown, my vow’d revenge ■withstand 
Hence on thy life : ■fcho captive maid is mine , 
Whom not for price or pmyers I will resign : 
Mine she shall be, till creeping age and time 
Her bloom have wither’d, and consumed her prime. 
Till then my royal bed she shall attend ; 

And, havmg first adorn’d it, late ascend : 

This, for the night , by day, the web and loom, 
And homely household-task, shall be her doom, 
Far from thy loved embrace, and her sweet native 
home. 

He said : the helpless priest replied no more, 

But sped his steps along the hoarse-resounding 
shore : 

Silent he fled ; secure at length ho stood, 
Devoutly cui’sed his foes, and thus invoked his god: 

0 source of sacred light, attend my prayer, 

God with the silver bow, and golden hair ; 

Whom Chrysa, Cilia, Tenedos obeys, 

And whose broad eye their happy soil suiweys ; ® 
If, Smintheus, I have pour’d before thy shriuo 
The blood of oxen, goats, and ruddy wine, 

And larded thighs on loaded altars laid. 

Hear, and my just revenge propitious aid ! 

Pierce the proud Greeks, and with thy shafts 
attest 

How much thy power is injured in thy priest. 

He pm/d, and Phoebus, hearmg, urged his flight, 
With fury kindled, from Olympus’ heiglit ; 
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His quiver o*ei‘ liis ample shoulders threw ; 

His how twang’d, and his arrows rattled as they 
flew. 

Black as a stormy night, he ranged around 
The tents, and compass’d the devoted ground. 
Then with full force his deadly bow he bent. 

And feather’d fates among the mules and sumpters 
sent, 

The essay of rage ; on faithful dogs the next ; ^ 

And last, in human hearts his arrows fix’d. 

The god nine days the Greeks at rovers kill’d, 
Kme days the camp with funeral fires was fill’d ; 
The tenth, Achilles, by the Queen’s command, 
Who bears heaven’s awfiil sceptre in her hand, 

A council summon’d for the goddess grieved 
Her fiivour’d host should perish unrelieved. 

The kings, assembled, soon their chief enclose; 
Then from his seat the goddess-born arose. 

And thus undaunted spoke : What now remains, ® 
But that once more we tempt the watery plains. 
And, wandering homeward, seek our safety hence. 
In flight at least, if we can find defence 1 
Such woes at once encompass us about. 

The plague within the camp, the sword without.®® 
Consult, 0 king, the prophets of the event : 

And whence these ills, and what the god’s mtent. 
Let them by dreams explore , for dreams from 
Jove are sent. 

What want of offer’d victims, what offence 
In fact committed could the Sun incense, ®® 
To deal his deadly shafts ? What may remove 
His settled hate, and reconcile his love*^ 

That he may look propitious on our toils ; 

And hungry graves no more be glutted with our 
spoils. 

Thus to the king of men the hero spoke, 

Then Calchas the desired occasion took : 

Calchas the sacred seer, who had in view 
Things present and the past ; and things to come 
foreknew. 

Supreme of augurs, who, by Phoebus taught, 

The Grecian powers to Tro/s destruction brought. 
Skill’d in the secret causes of their woes, 

The reverend priest in graceful act arose ; 

And thus bespoke Pelides : Care of Jove, 
Favour’d of all the immortal Powers above ; 
Would’st thou the seeds deep sown of mischief 
know, 

And why, provoked, Apollo bends his bow 2 
Phght fiist thy faith, inviolably true, 

To save me from those ills, that may ensue. 

For I shall tell ungrateful truths to those, 
"Whose boundless powers of hfe and death dis- 
pose. 115 

And sovereigns, ever jealous of their state, 
Foigive not those whom once they mark for hate ; 
Erin though the offence they seemingly digest. 
Revenge, like embers raked, within ttieir breast. 
Bursts forth in flames ; whose unresisted power 
Will seize the unwary wretch, and soon devour. 
Such, and no less is he, on whom depends i®^ 
The sum of things ; and whom my tongue of force 
offends. 

Secure me then from his foreseen intent. 

That what his wrath may doom, thy valour may 
prevent i-® 

Yer. 71. Slacks as a stormy] ITo epithet is added to niyht 
in the original, 7111011 is more emphatical ; and so tliouglit 
Milton, Dr. J. Wabton, 


To this the stem Achilles made reply ; 

Be bold , and on my phghted faith rely. 

To speak what Phosbus has inspired thy soul 
For common good , and speak without control. 
His godhead I invoke, by him I swear, 

That while my nostivls draw this vital air, 

Hone shall presume to violate those bands ; 

Or touch thy person with unhallow’d hands : 

Erin not the king of men, that all commands. 

At this, resuming heart, the prophet said : 

Hor hecatomb unslain, nor vows unpaid, 

On Greeks accursed this dire contagion bring, 

Or call for vengeance from the bowyer King; 

But he the tyrmt, whom none dares resist, 
A&onts the godhead m his injured priest : 

He keeps the damsel captive in his chain, 

And presents are refused, and prayers preferr’d 
in vain. 

For this the aven^g Power employs his darts. 
And empties all Ms quiver in our heai’ts ; 

Thus will persist, relentless in his ire, 

TiB the fair slave be render’d to her sire ; 

And ransom-free restored to his abode. 

With sacrifice to reconcile the god : 

Then he, perhaps, atoned by prayer, may cea.se 
His vengeance justly vow’d, and give the peace. 

Thus having said, he sate : thus answer’d then, 
Upstarting from his throne, the king of men. 

His breast with fury fill’d, his eyes with fire ; 
Which, rolling round, he shot in sparkles on the 
sire : 

Augur of ill, whose tongue was never found 
Without a priestly curse, or boding sound ; 

For not one hless’d event foretold to me 
Pass’d through that mouth, or pass’d unwillingly 
And now thou dost with hes the throne invade, 
By practice harden’d in thy slandering trade. 
Obtending heaven, for whate’er fils bofid ; 

And sputtering under specious names thy galL 
How Phoebus is provoked, his rites and laws 
Are in his priest profaned, and I the cause : 

Since I detain a slave, my sovereign prize; 

And sacred gold, your idol-god, despise. 

I love her well : and well her merits claim 
To stand preferr’d before my Grecian dame : 

Hot Cljrtemnestra’s self in beauty’s bloom 
More charm’d, or better plied the various loom : 
Mine is the maid ; and brought in happy hour, 
With eveiy household-grace adorn’d, to bless my 
nuptial bower. 

Yet shall she be restored ; since public good 
For private interest ought not to he withstood, 
To save the efiPiision of my people’s blood. 

But right requires, if I resign my own, 

I should not suffer for your sakes alone ; • 

Alone excluded from the prize I gain’d, 

And by yom: common sufege have obtain’d. 

The slave without a ransom shall he sent : 

It rests for you to make the equivalent 
To this the fierce Thessalian prince replied : 

0 fiirst in power, but passing all in pride, 

Griping, and still tenacious of thy hold, 

Would’st thou the Grecian chiefs, though largely 
soul’d, IS® 

Should give the prizes they had gain’d before. 
And with their loss thy sacrilege restore? 
Whate’er by force of arms the soldier got. 

Is each his own, by dividend of lot; 

Which to resume, were both unjust and base ; 
Hot to be borne but by a servile race. 
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But tliis \7Q can : if Saturn’s son bestows 
The sack of Troy, which he by promise owes ; 
Then shall the conquering Greeks thy loss restore, 
And with large interest make the advantage more. 

To this Atrides answer’d : Though thy boast 
Assumes the foremost name of all our host, 
Pretend not, mighty man, that what is mine, 
ControU’d by thee, I tamely should resign. 

Shall I release the prize I gain’d by light, ^oo 
In taken towns, and many a bloody fight, 

'While thou detain’st Briseis m thy bands. 

By pnestly glossing on the god’s commands ? 
Resolve on this, (a short alternative) 

Quit mine, or, in exchange, another give ; ^ 

Else I, assure thy soul, by sovereign right 
Will seize thy captive in thy own despite ; 

Or from stout Ajax, or Ulysses, bear 
"What other piize my fancy shall prefer. 

Then softly murmur, or aloud complain, 

Rage as you please, you shall resist in vain. 

But more of this, in proper time and place ; 

To things of greater moment let us pass. 

A ship to sail the sacred seas prepai-e; 

Proud in her trim ; and put on board the fair, 

The crew* well chosen, the command rfiall^e 
In Ajax ; or if other I decree. 

In Greta’s king, or Ithacus, or, if I please, in thee : 
Most fit thyself to see perform’d the intent ^ 
For which my prisoner from my sight is sent ; 
(^anks to thy pious care) that Phoebus may relent. 

At this, Achilles roll’d bis furious eyes, 

Fix’d on the king askant ; and thus replies : 

0 impudent, regardful of thy own, ^ 

Whose thoughts are centred on thyself alone, 
Advanced to sovereign sway for better ends 
Than thus like abject slaves to treat thy friends. 
"VNliat Greek is he, that, uiged by thy command, 
Against the Trojan troops will lift his hand 1 ^so 
Not I : nor such enforced respect I owe : 

Nor Pergamus I hate, nor Priam is my foe. 

*What wrong, from Troy remote, could I sustain. 
To leave my fruitful soil, and happy reign. 

And plough the surges of the stormy main ? ^ 

Thee, frontless man, we follow’d from afar ; 

Thy instruments of death, and tools of war. 
Thine is the trinmph ; ours the toil alone : 

We bear thee on our backs, and mount thee on 
the throne. 

For thee we fell in fight ,* for thee redress 
Thy baffled brother ; not the wrongs of Greece. 
And now thou threaten’st, with unjust decree. 

To punish thy affronting heaven, on me; 

To seize the prize which I so dearly bought, 

By common suffrage given, confirm’d by lot. ^ 
Mean match to thme : for still above the rest, 

Thy hook’d rapacious hands usurp the best ; 
Though mine are first in fight, to force the prey, 
And last sustain the labours of the day. 

Nor grudge I thee the much the Grecians give;^® 
Nor murmuring take the httle I receive. 

Yet ev’n this little, thou, who would’st engross 
The whole, insatiate, enviest as thy loss. 

Know, then, for Phthia fix’d is my return : 

Better at home my ill-paid pains to mourn, ^ 
Than from an equal here sustain the public scorn. 
The king, whose brows with shining gold were 
bound. 

Who saw his throne with sceptred slaves encom- 
pass’d round. 


Thus answer’d stem : Go, at thy pleasure, go ; 
Wc need not such a friend, nor fear wc such a foe. 
There will not want to foUow me in fight : 

Jove will assist, and Jove assert my right. 

But thou of all the kings (his care below) 

Art least at my command, and most my foe. 
Debates, dissensions, uproars ai’e thy joy ; 
Provoked without offence, and practised to destroy. 
Strength is of brutes, and not thy boast alone ; 

At least ’tis lent from heaven , and not thy own. 
Fly then, ill-manner’d, to thy native land, 

And there thy ant-hom Myrmidons command. 270 
But mark this menace ; since I must resign 
My black-eyed maid, to please the Powers divine; 
(A well-rigg’d vessel in the port attends, 

The ship shall waft her to her wish’d abode, 275 
Pull jfraught with holy bribes to the far-shooting 
god. 

This thus dispatch’d, I owe myself the care 
My fame and injured honour to repair : 

IVom thy own tent, proud man, in thy despite. 
This hand shall ravish thy pretended right. ^ 
Briseis shall be mine, and thou shalt see 
What odds of awfiil power I have on thee : 

That others at thy cost may learn the difference 
of degree. 

At this the impatient hero sourly smiled : 

His heaii; impetuous in his bosom boil’d, 285 
And justled by two tides of equal sway, 

Stooi for a while, suspended in his way. 

Betwixt his reason and his rage untam^ ; 

One whisper’d soft, and one aloud reclaim’d : 

That only counsell’d to the safer side ; 290 

This to the sword his ready hand applied. 
Unpunish’d to support the affront was hard ; 

Nor easy was the attempt to force the guard. 

But soon the thn*st of vengeance fired his blood • 
Half shone his falchion, and half sheathed it stood.^^® 
In that nice moment, Pallas, from above. 
Commission’d by the imperial wife of Jove, 
Descended swift* (the white-arm’d Queen was loth 
The fight should follow ; for she favour’d both .) 
Just as in act he stood, in clouds enshrined, ^ 
Her hand she fasten’d on his hair behind ; 

Then backward by his yellow curls she drew ; 

To him, and him alone confess’d in view. 

Tamed by superior force, he turn’d his eyes 
Aghast at first, and stupid with surprise : ^ 

But by her sparkling eyes, and ardent look, 

The virgin-warrior Imown, he thus bespoke : 

Com’st thou, Celestial, to behold my wrongs 1 
To view the vengeance which to crimes belongs 1 
Thus he. The blue-eyed goddess thus rejoin’d: 
I come to calm thy turbulence of mind, 3*^ 

If reason will resume her sovereign sway, 

And, sent by Jimo, her commands obey. 

Equal she loves you both, and I protect : 

Then give thy guardian gods their due respect;®^* 
And cease contention ; be thy words severe. 

Sharp as he merits : but the sword forbear. 

An hour xmhoped already wings her way, 

When he his dire affront shall dearly pay : 

WTien the proud king shall sue, with treble gain, 220 
To quit thy loss, and conquer thy disdain. 

But thou, secure of my unfailing word, 

Compose thy swelling soul, and^eathe the sword. 
The youth thus answer’d mild: Auspicious 
Maid, 

Heaven’s will be mine, and your commands obey’d 
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Tile gods are just, and when, subduing sense, ^ 
IVe serve their powers, provide the recompense. 
He said , vpith surly faith believed her word, 

And in the sheath, reluctant, plunged the sword. 
Her message done, she mounts the bless’d abodes. 
And mix’d among the senate of the gods 
At her depai-ture his disdain return’d : 

The fire she fann’d, with greater fury burn’d ; 
Rumbhng within, till thus it found a vent : 
Dastard, and drunkard, mean and insolent : ^ 

Tongue-valiant hero, vaunter of thy might, 

In threats the foremost, but the lag in fight ; 
When didst thou thrust amid the mingled prease, 
Content to bide the war aloof in peace ? 

Anns are the trade of each plebeian soul ; ^ 

’Ts death to fight ; but kingly to controL 
Lord-like at ease, with arbitrary power, 

To peel the chiefs, the people to devour: 

These, traitor, are thy talents ; safer far 
Than to contend m fields, and tods of war. 

Hor could’st thou thus have dai*ed the common 
hate, 

Were not their souls as abject as their state. 

But, by this sceptre, solemnly I swear, 

(Which never more green leaf or growing branch 
shall bear; 

Tom fi:om the tree, and given by Jove to thoae^so 
^\'ho laws dispense, and mighty wrongs oppose) 
That when the Grecians want my wonted aid, 

Ho gift shall bribe it, and no piuyer persuade. 
When Hector comes, the honncide, to wield 
His conquermg arms, with corpse to strow the 
field, 355 

Then shalt thou mourn thy pride ; and late confess 
My wrong repented, when ’tis past redress. 

He said : and with disdain, in open view, 

Against the ground his golden sceptre threw ; 
Then sate : with boiling rage Atrides bum’d, 360 
And foam betwixt his gnashing grinders churn’d. 

But from his seat the i^lian prince arose, 

With reasoning mild, their madness to compose : 
Words, sweet as honey, from his mouth distilL’d ; 
Two centuries already he fulfill’d, 365 

And now began the third ; unbroken yet : 

Once famed for couiuge ; stiU in council great. 

}Vhat worse, he said, can Aigos undergo, 

What can more gratify the Ph^gian foe. 

Than these distemper’d heats, if both the lights 370 
Of Greece their private interest disunites ^ 

Believe a friend, with thrice your years increased. 
And let these youthful passions be repress’d : 

I flourish’d long before your birth ; and then 
Lived equal with a race of braver men 375 

Than these dim eyes shall e’er behold again. 
Ceneus and Dryas, and, excelling them, 

Great Theseus, and the force of greater Polypheme. 
With these I went, a brother of the war, 

Their dangers to divide ; their fame to share. 380 
Nor idle stood vrith unassisling hands. 

When salvage beasts, and men’s more salvage bands, 
Them virtuous toil subdued : yet those I sway’d, 
With powerful speech : I spoke, and they obey’d 
If such as those my counsels could reclaim, 385 
Think not, young warriors, your diminish’d name 
Shall lose of lustre, by subjecting rage 
To the cool dictates of experienced age. 

Thou, king of men, stretch not thy sovereign sway 
Beyond the bounds free subjects can obey : 390 

But let Pelides in his prize rejoice, 

Achieved in arms, allow’d by public voice. 


Nor thou, brave champion, with his power contend, 
Before whose throne eVn kings their lower’d 


The head of action he, and thou the hand ; 303 

Matchless thy force, but mightier his command : 
Thou first, 0 kmg, release the rights of sway ; 
Power, self-restrain’d, the people best obey. 
Sanctions of law from thee denve their source ; 
Command thyself, whom no commands canforce.'^*’ 
The son of Thetis, rampire of our host, 

Is worth our care to keep ; nor shall my prayers 
be lost 

Thus Nestor said, and ceased : Atrides broke 
His silence next ; but ponder’d ere he spoke ; 
Wise are thy words, and glad I would obey, ^ 
But this proud man affects imperial sway. 
Controlling kings, and tramphng on our state. 

His will is law ; and what he wills is fate. 

The gods have given him strength : but whence 
the style 

Of lawless power assumed, or licence to revile? 

Achilles cut him short ; and thus replied : 

My worth, allow’d iu words, is m effect denied- 
For who but a poltroon, possess’d with fear. 

Such haughty insolence can tamely bear'* 
Command thy slaves : my freeborn soul disdains 
A tyrant’s curb ; and restive breaks the reins. 
Take this along ; that no dispute shall rise 
(Though mine the woman) for my lavish’d piize : 
But, she excepted, as unworthy stiife, 

Dare not, I charge thee dare not, on thy life, ^ 
Touch aught of mine beside, by lot my due, 

But stand aloo^ and think profime to view : 

This fauchion, else, not liitherto withstood, 

These hostile fields shall fiitten with thy blood. 

He said ; and rose the first : the council broke; 
And aU their ’grave consults dissolved in smoke. 

The royal youth retired, on vengeance bent, 
Patroclus follow’d silent to his tent 
Meantime, the king with gifts a vessel stores ; 
Supphes the banks with twenty chosen oars : ^ 
And next to reconcile the shooter god, 

Within her hoUqw sides the sacrifice he stow’d : 
Chryseis last was set on board ; whose hand 
Ulysses took, intrusted with command : 

They plough the liquid seas, and leave the lessen- 
ing land. ^ 

Atrides then, his outward zeal to boast, 

Bade purify the sin-polluted host. 

With perfect hecatombs the god they graced ; 
Whose offer’d entrails in the main were cast 
Black bulls, and bearded goats on altars he ; ^ 

And clouds of savoury stench involve the sky. 
These pomps the royal hypocrite design’d 
For show ; bxit harbour’d vengeance in his mind : 
TiU holy malice, longing for a vent. 

At length discover’d his conceal’d intent. ^ 

Talthybius, and Euryhates the just, 

Heralds of arms, and ministers of trust, 

He call’d, and thus bespoke : Haste hence your 
way; 

And from the goddess-hom demand his prey. 

If yielded, bring the captive ; if denied, 

The king (so tell him) shall chastise his pride ; 
And with arm’d multitudes m person come 
To vindicate his power, and justify his doom. 

This hard command unwilling they obey, 

And o’er the barren shore pursue their way, ^ 
Where quarter’d in their camp the fierce Thesso 
bans lay. 
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Tlieir sovereign seated on bis chair they find ; 

His pensive cheek upon bis band reclined, 

And anxious thoughts revolving in bis mind. 
With gloomy looks be saw them entering in 
Without salute : nor durst they first begin, 
Feji^tful of rash offence and death foreseen. 

He soon, the cause divining, clear’d his brow; 
And thus did liberty of speech allow : 

Interpreters of gods and men, be bold : 

Awful your character, and uncontroU’d : 

Howe’er impleasing be the news you bring, 

I blame not you, but your imperious kmg. 

You come, I know, my captive to demand ; 
Patroelus, give her to the heralds’ hand. 

But you authentic witnesses I bring. 

Before the gods, and your ungrateM king. 

Of this my manifest : that never more 
This hand shall combat on the crooked shore : 
No, let the Grecian powers, oppress’d in fight, 
Unpitied perish in their tyrant’s sight. 

Blind of ihe future, and by rage misled, 

He puRs his cnmes upon his people’s head : 
Forced jfrom the field in trenches to contend. 

And his insulted camp from foes defend. 

He said, and soon, obeying his intent, 

Patroelus brought Briseis from her tent ; 

Then to the intrusted messengers resid’d ; 

She wept, and often cast her eyes behind : 
Forcedfromtheman she loved: they led her thence. 
Along the shore, a prisoner to their prince. ^ 
Sole on the barren sands the suffering chief 
Roar’d out for anguish, and indulged his grief. 
Cast on his kindred seas a stormy look, 

And his upbraided mother thus bespoke : ^ 

Unhappy parent of a short-lived son, 

Since Jove in pity by thy prayers was won 
To grace my small remains of breath with fame. 
Why loads he this imbitter’d life with shame 
Suffermg his king of men to force my slave, ^ 
Whom, well deserved in war, the Grecians gave ? 

Set by old Ocean’s side the goddess heard ,* 
Then from the sacred deep her head she rear’d ; 
Rose like a morning-mist,’ and thus begun 
To soothe the sorrows of her plaintive son : 

Why cries my care, and why conceals his smart ? 
Let thy afflicted parent share her part. 

Then, sighing from the bottom of his breast. 

To the sea-goddess thus the goddess-bom ad- 
dress’d; 

Thou know’st my pain, which telling but recalls • 
By force of arms we raised the Theban walls ; 

The ransack’d city, taken by our toils. 

We left, and hither brought the golden spoils; 
Equal we shared them ; but before the rest. 

The proud prerogative had seized the best ; 
Chrj’&eis was the greedy tyrant’s pnze, 

Chiy&eis, rosy-cheek’d, vrith charming eyes. 

Her sire, Apollo’s priest, aiiived to buy. 

With proffer’d gifts of price, his daughter’s liberty. 
Supphant before the Grecian chieft he stood, 
ATV’ful, and arm’d with ensigns of his god ; 

Bare was his hoaiy head ; one holy hand 
Held forth his hiurel crown, and one his sceptre of 
command. 

His suit was common, but above the rest, 

To both the brother princes was address’d. ^ 


Ver 4S8. Soared out] One of the finest lines in the 
original, sadly rendered.^’— Dr. J. Wabton. 


With shouts of loud acclaim the Greeks agi'oo 
To take the gifts, to set the prisoner free.^ 

Not so the tyrant, who with scorn the priest 
Received, and with opprobrious words dismiss’d. 
The good old man, forlorn of human aid, 

For vengeance to Ids heavenly patron pray’d : 

The godhead gave q. ftvourable ear, 

And granted all to him he held so dear ; 

In an lU hour his piercing shafts he sped ; 

And heaps on heaps of slaughter’d Greeks Lay 
dead, 

While round the camp he ranged : at length arose 
A seer, who well divmcd; and durst disclose 
The source of all our ills : I took the word ; 

And urged the sacred slave to be restored. 

The god appeased : the sweUmg monarch storm’d; 
And then the vengeance vow’d, he since pcj> 
form’d. ^ ^ 

The Greeks, ’tis true, their ruin to prevent. 

Have to the royal pnest his daughter sent ; 

But from their haughty king his heralds came, 
And seized, by his command, my captive dame,®^ 
By common suffrage given ; but, thou, be won. 

If in thy power, to avenge thy injured son : 
Ascend the skies; and supplicating move 
Thy just complaint to cloud-compelling Jove. 

If thou by either word or deed hast wrought 
A kind remembrance in his grateful thought, 
Urge him by that : for often hast thou said 
Thy power was once not useless in his aid, 

When he, who high above the highest reigns, 
Surpiised by traitor gods, was bound m chains.*^® 
When Juno, Pallas, -with ambition fired, 

And his blue brother of the seas conspired. 

Thou freed’st the sovereign from unworthy bands, 
Thou brought’st Biiareus with his hundred hands, 
(So call’d m heaven but mortal men below 
By hib terrestrial name ^rEgseop know : 

Twice sti'ongcr than his sire, who oate above 
Assessor to the throne of thuudering Jove ) 

The gods, dismay’d at his approach, withdrew. 
Nor duist their uiiaccoinplish’d crime puisue. 
That action to his grateful mmd recall 
Embrace his knees, and at his footstool fall : 

That now, if ever, he will aid our foes ; 

Let Troy’s triumphant troojis the camp inclose : 
Ours, beaten to ilie shore, the siege foraake ; 

And what their king deserves, with him pai-take ; 
That the proud tyrant, at his proper cost, 

May leam the value of the man he lost. 

To whom the Mother-goddess thus replied, 
Sigh’d ere she spoke, and while she spoke she 
cried: 

Ah wretched me * by fates averse decreed 
To bring thee forth with pam, with care to breed ! 
Did envious heaven not otherwise ordain, 

Safe in thy hollow ships thou should’st remain ; 
Nor ever tempt the fatal field again. sTs 

But now thy planet sheds his poisonous rays. 

And short and full of sorrow are thy days. 

For what remains, to heaven I will ascend. 

And at the Thunderer’s throne thy suit commend. 
Till then, secure in ships, abstain from fight ; 
Indulge thy grief m tears, and vent thy spita 
For yesterday the court of lieaven with Jove 
Removed : ’tis dead vacation now above. 

Twelve days the gods their solemn revels keep, 
And quaff with blameless Ethiops in the deep. 
Return’d fr’om thence, to heaven my flight I tako 
Knock at the brazen gates, and Providence awake. 
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Embrace his knees, and suppliant to the sire. 
Doubt not I will obtain the grant of thy desire. 

She said : and, parting, left him on the place, 
Swoll’n with disdain, resenting his disgrace : 
Revengefiil thoughts revolving m his mind. 

He wept for anger, and for love he pmed. 

Meantime with prosperous gales Ulysses brought 
The slave, and ship with sacrifices Sought, 

To Chrysa’s port ; where, entering with the tide, 
He dropp’d his anchors, and his oars he plied ; 
Purl’d every sail, and, drawing down the mast. 
His vessel moor’d, and made with haulsers fast. 
Descending on the plain, ashore they bring 
The hecatomb to please the shooter King. 

The dame before an altar’s holy fire 
Ul} sses led ; and thus bespoke her sire : 

Reverenced be thou, and be thy god adored : 
The kmg of men thy daughter has restored ; ^ 

And sent by me with presents and with pmyer ; 
He recommends him to thy pious care ; 

That Phoebus at thy suit his wrath may cease. 
And give the penitent offenders peace. 

He said, and gave her to her father’s hands, 
Who glad received her, fiee from semle bands. 
This done, in order they, with sober grace. 

Their gifts around the well-built altar place ; 
Then wash’d, and took the cakes ; while Chryses 
stood 

With hands upheld, and thus invoked his god ; 

God of the silver bow, whose eyes survey 
The sacred Cilia, thou, whose aw&l sway 
Chrysa the bloss’d, and Tenedos obey : 

Now hear, as thou before my prayer hast heard. 
Against the Grecians, and their prince, preferr’d : 
Once thou hast honour’d, honour once again 
Thy priest ,* nor let his second vows be vain. 

But from the afflicted host and humbled prince 
Avert thy wrath, and cease thy pestilence. 

Apollo heard, and, conqueiing his disdam, ^ 
Unbent his bow, and Greece respired again. 

Now when the solemn rites of prayer were pasi^ 
Their salted cakes on crackling fames they cask 
Then, turning back, the sacrifice they sped ,• 

The fatted oxen slew, and flead the dead ; 
Chopp’d off their nervous thighs, and next 
prepared 

To involve the lean in cauls, and mend with lard. 
Sweet-breads and coUops were with skewers 
prick’d 

About the sides ; imbibing what they deck’d. 

The priest with holy han^ was seen to tine 
The cloven wood, and pour the ruddy wine. 

The youth approach’d the fire, and, as it bum’d, 
On five sharp broachers rank’d, the roast they 
turn’d; 

These morsels stay’d their stomachs; then the rest 
They cut in legs and fillets for the feast ; 

Which dravsTi and served, their hunger they 
appease 

With savoury meat, and set their minds at ease. 

Now when the rage of eating was repell’d, 

Tlie boys with generous wine the goblets fill’d. 
The first libations to the gods they pour : ^ 

And then with songs indulge the genial hour. 
Holy debauch ! till day to night they bring. 

With hymns and paeans to the bowyer Kmg. 

Ver. 632. To involve] The -worcls —Zean, cauls, lard, 
eollops, sweet-breads, and skewers, make a strange appeal - 
aaoe in epic poetiy. Dr. J. Warton. 


At sunset to their ship they make return, 

And snore secure on decks, till rosy mom. ^ 
The skies with dawning day were purpled 
o’er, 

Awakod, with labouiing oars they leave the shore; 
The Power, appeased, with winds sufficed the sail. 
The bellymg canvas stmtted with the gale ; 

The waves indignant roai- with surly pride, 

And press agamst the sides, and beaten off divide. 
They cut the foamy way, with force impell’d 
Superior, till the TVojan poit they held : 

Then, hauling on the stiimd, their galley moor. 
And pitch their tents along the crooked shore. 

Meantime the goddess-bom in secret pined ; 
Nor visited the camp, nor in the council join’d. 
But, keepmg close, his gnawing heart he fed 
With hopes of vengeance on the tyrant’s head : 
And wish’d for bloody wars and mortal wounds, 
And of the Greeks oppress’d in fight to hear the 
dying sounds. 

Now, when twelve days comijleto had run their 
race. 

The gods bethought them of the cares bolongiug 
to their place. 

Jove at their head ascending from the sea, 

A shoal of puny Bowel’s attend his way. 

Then Thetis, not unmindful of her son, 

Emerging from the deep, to beg her boon. 
Pursued their track , and waken’d from liio i*est, 
Before the sovereign stood, a moimug guest. 

Him in the circle, but apart, she found : 

The rest at awful distance stood around. 

She bow’d, and ore she durat her suit begin, 

One hand embraced his knees, one propjfd his 
chin. 

Then thus : If I, celestial sire, in aught 
Have served thy will, or gratified thy thought, 
One glimpse of glory to my issue give ; 

Graced for the little time he has to live. 
Dishonour’d by the king of men he stands : 

His rightful prize is ravish’d from his hands. 

But thou, O lather, in my son’s defence, ^ 
Assume thy power, assert thy pi evidence. 

Let Troy prevail, till Greece the affront has paid 
With doubled honours, and redeem’d his aid. 

She ceased, hut the considering god was mute : 
Till she, resolved to Tvin, renew’d her suit ; 

Nor loosed her hold, hut forced him to reply : 

Or grant me my petition, or deny : 

Jove cannot fear ; then tell me to my face 
That I, of all the gods, am least in grace. 

This I can bear. The Cloud-compeller mourn'd. 
And sighing first, this answer he return’d : 

Know’st thou what clamours will disturb my 
reign, 

What my stunn’d ears from Juno must sustain ? 
In council she gives licence to her tongue, 
Loquacious, brawling, ever in the wrong. 

And now she will my partial power upbraid, - 
If, alienate from Greece, I give the Trojans aid. 
But thou depart, and shun her jealous sight, 

The care be mine, to do Polides right. 

Go then, and on the faith of Jove rely, 

When nodding to thy suit, he' bows the sky. 

This ratifies the iiTevocablc doom : 

The sign ordain’d, that what I will shall come : 
The sramp of heaven, and seal of fate- He said, 
And shook the saci ed honours of his head 
With terror trembled heaven’s subsiding hill : 
And from his shaken cxirls ambrosial dews distil* 
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The goddess goes exulting from his sight, 
z\.ud seeks the seas profound; and leaves the 
realms of light. 

He moves into ^s hall : the Powers resort, 
Each from his house, to fill the sovereign’s coui*t ; 
Nor waiting summons, nor expecting stood. 

But met with reverence, and received the god. 

He mounts the throne; and Juno took her place : 
But sullen discontent sate lowering on her fiice.'^' 
With jealous eyes at distance she had seen, 
Whispering with Jove, the silver-footed Queen; 
Then, impotent of tongue (her silence broke). 
Thus turbulent in rattling tone she spoke : 

Author of ills, and close contriver Jove, ^ 

Which of thy dames, what prostitute of love. 

Has held thy ear so long, and begg’d so hard. 

For some old service done, some new reward? 
Apai-t you talk’d, for that *s your special care, 

Tne consort never must the council share. ^ 
One gracious word is for a wife too much : 

Such is a maiTiage vow, and Jove’s own f<uth is 
such. 

Then thus the Sire of gods, and men below : 
What I have hidden, hope not thou to know. ^ 
Ev*n goddesses are women : and no wife 
Has power to regulate her husband’s life : 

Counsel she may ; and I will give thy ear 
The knowledge first, of what is fit to hear. 

WTiat I transact wiiii others,, or alone, 739 

Beware to leam ; nor press too near the throne. 

To whom the goddess with the charming eyess, 
What hast thou said, 0 tyrant of the skies ! 

When did I search the secrets of thy reign. 
Though privileged to know, but priv^eged in vaiu^ 
But well thou dost^ to hide from common sight 
Thy close intrigues, too bad to bear the light. 

Nor doubt I, but the silver-footed dame, 

Tripping from sea, on such an errand came. 

To grace her issue, at the Grecians’ cost, 

And for one peevi^ man destroy an host Tso 
To whom the Thunderer made this stem reply: 
My household curs^ my lawful plaguy the spy 
Of Jove’s designs, his other squinting eye ; 

Why this vain prying, and for what avail ? 

Jove will he master still, and Juno fail 
Should thy suspicious thoughts divine aright, 
Thou but becom’st more odious to my sight 
For this attempt ; uneasy life to me. 

Still watch’d and importuned, but worse for thee 
Curb that impetuous tongue, before too late 76 * 
The gods behold, and tremble at thy fate ; 

Pitying, but daring not, in thy defence. 

To lift a hand against Omnipotence. 

This heard, the imperious Queen sate mute 
with fear, 

Nor further durst incense the gloomy Thimderer. 
Silence was in the court at this rebuke : 766 

Nor could the gods abash’d sustain their sove- 
reign’s look. 
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The limping Smith observed the sadden’d feast, 
And hopping here and there (himself a jest) 

Put in his word, that neither might offend ; 770 

To Jove obsequious, yet bis mother’s friend, 

A\Tiat end in heaven will be of civil war. 

If gods of pleasure wiU for mortals jar ? 

Such discord but disturbs our jovial feast; 

One grain of bad embitters all the best. 77? 

Mother, though wise yourself, my counsel weigh ; 
’Tis much unsafe my sire to disobey. 

Not only you provoke him to your cost, 

But mirth is mair’d, and the good cheer is lost. 
Tempt not his heavy hand ; for he has power 7a) 
To throw you headlong from his heavenly tower. 
But one submissive word, which you let fall, 

Will make him in good humour with us all. 

He said no more ; but crown’d a bowl, unbid : 
The laughing nectar overlook’d the lid : 7«o 

Then put it to her hand ; and thus pursued : 

This cursed quarrel he no more renew’d. 

Be, as becomes a wife, obedient still; 

Though grieved, yet subject to her husband’s will. 
I would not see you beaten ; yet afraid 7‘Jo 

Of Jove’s supenor force, I dare not aid. 

Too well I Imow him, since that hapless hour 
WTien I and all the gods employ’d our power 
To break your bonds : me by tbe heel he drew, 
And o’er heaven’s battlements with fury thiew 
All day I fell; my flight at mom begun, 796 
And ended not but with the setting sun. 

Pitch’d on my head, at length the Lemuian ground 
Received my batter’d skull, the Sinthiaus heal’d 
my wound. 

At Vulcan’s homely mirth his mother smiled, 
And smiling took the cup the down had fill’d. 

The reconcder-bowl went round the board. 

Which, emptied, the rude skinker still restored. 
Loud fits of laughter seized the guests to see 
The limping god so deft at his new ministi y. 8®*’ 
The feast contmued till declining light : 

They drank, they laugh’d, they loved, and then 
’twas night. 

Nor wanted tuneful harp, nor vocal quire ; 

I The Muses sung; Apollo touch’d the lyre. 
Drunken at last, and drowsy they depart, 

Each to his house ; adorn’d with labour’d art 
Of the lame architect : the thundermg ged 
EVn he withdrew to rest, and had his load. 

His swimming head to needful sleep applied ; 

And Juno lay unheeded by his side. 

Ver. 768. Xxmmng Boilean used to hint^ 

among his intimate Mends, that he thought the reason 
why Homer sometimes introduced his gods and goddesses 
in scenes of ludicrousness, was to soften the general 
beverify of his poem, and relieve the reader from the per- 
petual prospect of the slaughters and deaths with which 
the Iliad abounded. Dr. J. Waktost. 
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THE LAST PARTING OP 

HECTOR AND ANDROMACHE. 


SIXTH BOOK OP THE HIAD. 


THE AEGITHENT. 

Hector returning from the field of battle, to visit Helen, Ms 
sister-in-law, and his brother Pari^ who had fought 
unsuccessfull7 hand to hand with Menelaus, from thence 
goes to his own palace to see his wife, Andromache, and 
his Ixi&nt son, Astyanax. The description of that inter- 
view is the subject of this translation. 

Thus having said, brave Hector went to see 
His virtuous wife, the feir Andromache, 
fie found her not at home ; for she was gone. 
Attended by her maid and infant son. 

To climb the steepy tower of IHon : ® 

From whence, with hea\’y heart, she might survey 
The bloody business of the dreadful day. 

Her mournful eyes she cast around the plain, 

And sought the lord of her desires in vain. 

But he, who thought his peopled palace hare,'® 
When she, his only comfort, was not there, 

Stood in the gate, and ask’d of every one, 

Which way she took, and whither she was gone : 
If to the court, or, with his mother’s train. 

In long procession to Minerva’s fane 1 
The servants answer'd, Neither to the court. 
Where Priam’s sons and daughters did resort. 
Nor to the temple was she gone, to move 
With prayers the blue-eyed progeny of Jove ,* 

But more solicitous for him alone, ^ 

Than all their safety, to the tower was gone, 
There to survey the labours of the fiel^ 

Where the Greeks conquer, and the Trojans 
yield; 

Swiftly she pass’d, with fear and fuiy wild ; 

The nurse went lagging after with the diild ^ 
This heard, the noble Hector made no stay : 
The admiring throng divide to give him way ; 

He pass’d through every street, by which he 
came, 

And at the gate he met the mournful dame. 

His wife beheld him, and with eager pace ** 
Flew to his arms, to meet a dear embrace : 

His wife, who brought in dower Cilicia’s crown. 
And in herself a greater dower alone : 

Aetion’s heir, who on the woody plain 
Of Hippoplacus did in Thebe reign. ^ 

Breattdess she flew, with joy and passion wild : 
The nurse came lagging after with the child. 

The royal babe upon her breast was laid ; 

Who, like the mommg star, his beams display’d. 
Scamandrius was his name, which Hector gave, '*® 
From that fair flood which Ikon’s wall did lave : 
But him Astyanax the Trojans call, 

From his great father, who defends the wall 
Hector beheld him with a silent smile : 

His tender wife stood weeping by the while : ^ 
Press’d in her own, his warlike hand she took. 
Then sigh’d, and thus prophetically spoke : 

Thy dauntless heart (which I foresee too late) 
Too daring man, will urge thee to thy fate : 

Nor dost thou pity, with a parent’s mind, 

This helpless orphan, whom thou leav’st behind ; 


Nor me, the unhappy partner of thy bed ; 

Who must in triumph by the Greeks be led : 
They seek thy life, and, in imequal fight 
Wi^ many, will oppress thy single might : ® 

Better it were for miserable me 
To die, before the fate which I foresee. 

For ah ! what comfort can the world bequeath 
To Hector’s widow, after Hector’s death] 

Eternal sorrow and perpetual tears ®® 

Began my youth, and will conclude my years ; 

I Imve no parents, ftiends, nor brothers left ; 

By stem Achilles all of life bereft. 

Then when the walls of Thebes he overthrew. 

His Altai hand my royal fe-ther slew ; * 

He slew Aetion, but despoil’d him not ; 

Nor in his hate the funeral rites forgot; 

Arm’d as he was he sent him whole below, 

And reverenced thus the manes of his foe : 

A tomb he raised ; the mountain nymphs around 
Inclosed with planted elms the holy ground. 

My seven brave brothers in one Altai day 
To Death’s dark mansions took the moui-nful way ; 
Slain by the same Achilles, while they keep 
The bellowing oxen and the bleating sheep. 75 
My mother, who the royal sceptre sway’d, 

Was captive to the cruel victor made. 

And hither led ,* but, hence redeem’d with gold, 
Her native countiy did again behold, 

And hut beheld : for soon Diana’s dart, ®® 

In an unhappy chace, transfix’d her heart. 

But thou, my Hector, art thyself alone 
My parents, brothers, and my lord in one. 

Oh, kill not all my kindred o’er again. 

Nor tempt the dsigers of the dusty plain ; ® 

But in tMs tower, for our defence, remain. 

Thy wife and son are in thy ruin lost ; 

This is a husband's and a father’s post. 

The Scsean gate commands the plains below ; 
Here marshed all thy soldiers as they go ; 

And hence with other hands repel the foe. 

By yon wild fig-tree lies their chief ascent, 

And thither all their powers are daily bent ; 

The two Ajaces have I often seen. 

And the wrong’d husband of the Spartan queen : 
With him, his greater brother ; and with these 
Fierce Diomede and bold Meriones : 

Uncertain if by augury or chance, 

But by this easy rise they all advance; 

Guard well that pass, secure of all beside. '®® 
To whom the noble Hector thus replied : 

That and the rest ai*e in my daily care ; 

But, should I shun the dangers of the war. 

With scorn the Trojans would reward my pains. 
And their proud la^es with their sweeping trains. 
The Grecian swords and lances I can bear ; 

But loss of honour is my only fear. 

Shall Hector, bom to war, his birthright yield, 
Belio his courage, and for^e the field ] 

Early in rugged arms I took delight, 

And still have been the foremost in the fight r 

Ver. 82. JBut In the interview between Hector 

and Andromache, both Pope and Dryden have omitted an 
epithet which they, perhaps, looked on as ottosum 
I will cite the Greek passage : — 

: *A>.X’ •'EjBTtff <ru fAoi Iffff) *«) xinta 

I ff\> it fJtM B-aXtgis xotgetxdfmf. 

The epithet is here a term of affection and endear- 

ment, and heightens the pathos : it is not, as many Homeric 
epithets are, general, hut is designed to mark strongly the 
wife’s affection for her blooming and youthful husband. 
John ■Wauton, 

T r 3 
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■^Vith dangers dearly have I honght reno^vn. 

And am the champion of my father’s crown. 

And yet my mind forebodes, with sure pre-^age, 
That Troy shall perish by the Grecian lugo. 

The fatal day draws on, when I must fall. 

And univer^ ruin cover all. 

Not Troy itself though hmlt by hands di\ine. 
Nor Priam, nor his people, nor his line, 

My mother, nor my brothers of renown, 

Whose valour yet defends the unhappy town ; 
Not these, nor all their Sites which I foresee. 

Are half of that concern I have for thee, 

I see, I see thee, in that fatal hour. 

Subjected to the victor’s cruel power ; 

Led hence a slave to some insulting sword, 
Forlorn, and trembling at a foreign lord ; 

A spectacle in Argos, at the loom, 

Gracing with Trojan fights a Grecian room ; 

Or from deep wells the hving stream to take, 

And on thy weaiy shoulders bring it back. 

While, groaning under this laborious life, 

They insolently call thee Hector’s wife ,* 

Upbraid thy bondage with thy husband’s name : 
And from my glory propagate thy shame. ^ 
This when they say, thy sorrows will increase 
With anxious thoughts of former happiness ; 

That he is dead who could thy wrongs redress. 
But I, oppress’d with iron sleep before, 

Shall hear thy unavailing cries no more. 

He said — 

Then, holding forth his arms, he took his boy. 
The pledge of love and other hope of Troy. 

The fearM infent turn’d his head away, 

And on his nurse’s neck reclining lay, 

His unknown father shimning with afiWght, 

And looking back on so uncouth a sight ; 
Daunted to see a face with steel o’er-spr«id. 

And his high plume that nodded o’er his head. 
His sire and mother smiled with silent joy ; 

And Hector hasten’d to relieve his boy ; 

Dismiss'd his burnish’d helm, that shone afar, 

The pride of warriors, and the pomp of war : 

The illustrious babe, thus reconciled, he took ; 
Hugg’d in his arms, and kiss’d, and thus he spoke : 

Parent of gods and men, propitious Jove^ ^ 
And you bright synod of Hie Powers above ; 

On this my son your gracious gifts bestow ; 

Grant him to live, and great in arms to giow. 

To reign in Troy, to govern with renown, 

To shield the people, and assert the crown : 

That when hereafter he from war ahall come. 

And bring his Trojans peace and triumph home. 
Some aged man, who lives this act to see, 

And who in former times remember’d me, 

Ter. 129. Gracing rnGi Trojan fights a Grecian roomf] 
fine improvement on the simple original : 

Kat? xi* ey Jff^y ipettmf, 

hy the addition of a circumstance which considerably 
heightens the distress. So the sacred historian aggravates 
the misery of the prodigsd son, by relating that he was sent 
into the fields to feed swine, animals held in detestation 
and abhorrence by tbe Jews. This little natural stroke 
Pope has transferred into bis translation vithont acknow- 
ledgment JohnWabtos. 


May say, The son in fortitude and fame 
Outgoes the mark, and drowns his father’s name ; 
That at these words his mother may rejoice, 

And add her suffrage to the pubhc voice. 

Thus having said, 

He first with suppliant hands the gods adored: 
Then to the mother’s arms the child restored . 
With tears and smiles she took her son, and 


The illustrious infant to her fragiunt breast. 

He, wiping her fair eyes, indulged her gnef, 

And eased her sorrows with this last relief : 

My wife and mistress, drive thy feai-s away, 
Nor give so bad au omen to the day ; 

\ Think not it lies in any Grecian’s power. 

To take my life before the fatal hour. 

When that arrives, nor good nor bad can fly *8( 
The irrevocable doom of destiny. 

! Return, and, to divert thy thoughts at home, 
There task thy maids, and exercise the loom. 
Employ’d in works that womankind become. 

The toils of war and feats of chivaliy 
Belong to men, and most of all to me. 

At this, for new replies he did not stay, 

But laced his crested helm, and strode away. 

His lovely consort to her house return’d, 

And looking often back in silence mourn’d : 
Home when she came, her secret woe she vents. 
And fills the palace with her loud laments ; 

Tliese loud laments her echoing maids restore, 
And Hector, yet alive, as dead deplore. 


Ver. 194. AndEector] Such was the attempt of Drydcn 
on the Iliad ; considering what a translation we have since 
seen, we cannot regret that he did not finisli it. We all 
know his very spirited, if not accurate, translation of the 
ASneid, and must think Swift’s censure of it too violent and 
undeserved. 

On the left wing of the horse, Virgil appeared in shining 
armour, completely fitted to his body : he was mounted oil 
a dapple-grey steed, the slowness of whose pace was an 
effect of the highest mettle and vigour. He cast his eye on 
the adverse wing, with desire to find an object worthy (d 
his valour; when, behold, upon a sorrel gcldmg, of a mon- 
strous size, appeared a foe, issuing from among the thiok<‘St 
of the enemy’s squadrons; but his speed was less than Ins 
noise; for his horse, old and lean, spent the dregs ot liis 
strength in a high trot, which, though it made alow advances, 
yet caused a loud clashing of his armour, teiTiblo to hear. 
The two cavaliers had now approached within tlie throw of 
a lance, when the stranger de^ll^ed a parley, and lifting up tho 
vizard of his helmet, a face hardly appeai’ed from within, 
which, after a pause, was known for that of the ivnowned 
Dryden.^ The brave Antient suddenly started as one pos- 
sessed with surprise and disappointment together, for tho 
helmet was nine times too large for the head, wliicli iippoared 
situate far in the binder part, even like the lady in a 
lobster, or like a mouse under a canopy of state, or like 
a shrivelled beau from within the pent-lionse of a mr)doi’n 
perriwig; and the voice was suited to the visage, sounding 
weak and remote. Dryden, in a long harangue, .soothed up 
the good Antien^ called him Father, and, by large deduc- 
tions of gfenealogies, made it plainly appear that they were 
nearly related. Then be htunbly proposed an exchange of 
amour, as a lasting mark of hospitality between them 
Virgil consented, (for the goddess Diffidence came unseen, 
and cast a mist before his eyes) though his was of gold, and 
cost an hundi ed beeves, the other’s but of nisty iron. How 
ever, this glittering armour became the Modem yet worse 
th^ bis own. Then they agreed to exchange horses ; but 
when it came to the trial, Drj’den was afraid, and utterly 
unable to mount,”— Tale of a Tub. Dr. J . WaWon. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


This translation of Monsieur Boileau’s Ajrt of Poetry was made in tlie year 1680, by Sir William 
Soame of Suffolk, Baronet ; wbo being very intimately acquainted with Mr. Btyden, desired his 
revisal of it. I saw the manuscript lie in Mr. Dryden s hands fbr above six months, who made very 
considerable alterations in it, particularly the be^nning of the fourth Canto : and it being his 
opinion that it would be better to apply the poem to English writers, than keep to the French names, 
as it was first translated, Sir WilUam desired he would take the pains to make that alteration ; and 
accordingly that was entirely done by Mr. Dryden. 

The poem was first published in the year 1683; Sir William was after sent ambassador to 
Constantinople, in the reign of king James, but died in the voyage. 

J.T. 


CANTO I. 

Rash author, ’tis a vain presumptuous crime, 

To undertake the sacred art of rhyme : 

If at thy birth the stars that ruled thy sense 
Shone not with a poetic influence ; 

In thy strait genius thou wilt still be bound, ® 
Fmd Phoebus dea4 Pegasus unsound. 

You then that bum with the desire to try 
The dangerous course of charming poet^ ; 
Forbear in fruitless verse to lose your time. 

Or take for genius the desire of rhyme ; 

Fear the allurements of a specious bait, 

And well consider your own force and weight. 

Nature abounds m wits of every kind. 

And for each author can a talent find : 

One may in verse describe an amorous flame, 
Another sharpen a short epigram : 

Waller a hero’s mighty acts extol, 

Spenser sing Rosalind in pastoral : 

But authors that themselves too much esteem, 
Lose their own genius, and mistake their theme ; ^ 
Thus in times past Dubartas vainly writ. 

Allaying sacred truth with trifling wit, 
Impertinently, and without delight, 

Desenbed the Israelites* triumphant flight, 

A.nd following Moses o’er the sandy pliiin, ’ ^ 
Perish’d with Pharaoh in the Arabian main. 

Whate’er you write of pleasant or sublime, 
Always let sense accompany your rhyme : 

Falsely they seem each other to oppose ; 

Rhyme munt be made with reason’s laws to close 
And when to conquer her you bend your force. 
The mind will triumph in the noble course ; 

To reason’s yoke she quickly will incline. 

Which, far from hurting, readers her divine : 


I But if neglected will as easily stray, ^ 

And master reason which she should obey. 

I Love reason then ; and let whate'er you write 
Borrow from her its beauty, force, and light. 

Most writers, mounted on a resty muse. 
Extravagant and senseless objects choose ; 

They thmk they err, if in their verse they flill 
On any thought that’s plain or natural : 

Fly tins excess ; and let Italians he 
Vain authors of false glittering poetry. 

All ought to aim at sense ; but most in vain ^ 
Strive the hard pass and slippery path to gain : 
You drown, if to the right or left you stray; 
Reason to go has often but one way. 

Sometimes an author, fond of his own thought. 
Pursues its object till it’s over-wrought; “ 

If he describes a house, he shows the fac^ 

And after walks you round jfrom place to place; 
Here is a vista, there the doors unfold, 

Balconies here are ballustred with gold ; 

Then coimts the rounds and ovals in the haRs, 

" The festoons, friezes, and the astragals 
Tired with his tedious pomp away I run. 

And skip o’er twenty pages to be gonew 
Of such descriptions the vain folly see. 

And shun their baiTen superfluity. 

All that is needless carefiilly avoid ; 

The mind once satisfied is quickly cloy’d: 

He cannot write who knows not to give o’er ; 

To mend one fault he makes a hundred more : 

A vorse was weak, you turn it, much too strong,^ 
And gi-ow obscure, for fear you should be long. 

[ Some are not gaudy, but are flat and dry; 

Not to be lo\N, another soars too high. 

I Would you of eveiy one deserve the praise, 

In writing vary your discourse and phrase ; 
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A frozen style that neither ebbs nor flows, 

Instead of pleasing makes ns gape and doze. 

Those tedious authors are esteem'd by none, 

WTio tire us, humming the same heavy tone. 
Happy who in his verse can gently steer, J's 
From grave to light ; from pleasant to severe ; 
His works will be admired wherever found. 

And oft with buyers will be compass’d round. 

In all you write be neither low nor vile : 

The meanest theme may have a proper style, 

The dull burlesque appeared with impudence. 
And pleased by novelty in spite of sense. 

All, except trivial points, grew out of date ; 
Parnassus spoke the cant of Billingsgate : 
Boundless and mad, disorder’d rhyme was seen p 
Disguised Apollo changed to Harlequin. 

This plague, which first in country towns began. 
Cities and l^gdoms quickly over-ran; 

The dullest scribblers some admirers found. 

And the Mock Tempest was a while renown’d : ^ 
But this low stuff the town at last despised, 

And scorn’d the folly that they once had prized ; 
Distinguish’d dull from natural and plain, 

And left the villages to Flecnoes reign. 

Let not so mean a style your muse debase ; ^ 

But learn from Butler the buffooning grace : 

And let burlesque in ballads be employ’d ; 

Yet noisy bombast carefully avoid, 

Hor thiii to raise, though on Pharsalia’s plain, 

“ Millions of mourning mountains of the glo-iT^ 

Hor vsith Dubartas bridle up the floods 
And periwig with wool the baldpate woods. 
Choose a just style j be grave without constraint. 
Great without pride^ and lovely without paint : 
Write what your reader may be pleased to hear 
And for the measure have a careful ear. 

On easy numbers fix your happy choice; 

Of jarring sounds avoid the odious noise : 

The fillip verse and the most labour’d sense 
Displease us, if the ear once take offence. 

Our ancient verse, as homely as the times, 

Was rude, unmeasured, overdogg’d with rhymes; 
Number and cadence, that have since been shown. 
To those unpolish’d writers were unknown. 
Fairfax was he, who, in that darker age, 

By his just rules restrain’d poetic rage; 

Spenser did next in Pastorals excel. 

And taught the noble art of writing well ; 

To stricter rules the stanza did restrain, 

And foimd for poetry a richer vein. ^ 

ThenDavenant came; who, with a new-found art. 
Changed all, spoil’d all, and had his way apart : 
Eis Imughty muse all others did despise, 

And thought in triumph to bear off the prize, 

’Till the sharp-sighted critics of the times, 

In their Mock-Gondibert, exposed his rhymes ; 
The laui-els he pretended did refuse. 

And dash’d the hopes of his aspiring muse. 

This headstrong writer, fidling from on high. 

Made following authors take less liberty. ^2® 
Waller came last, but was the first whose art 
Just weight and measure did to verse impart ; 
That of a well-placed word could teach the force, 
And show’d for poetry a nobler course : 

His happy genius did our tongue refine, 

And easy words with pleasing numbers join ; 

His verses to good method did apply. 

And changed hard discord to soft harmony. 

All own’d Lis laws; which, long approved aud tried, 
To present authors now may be a guide. ^*® 


Tread boldly in his steps, secure from fear, 

And be, like him, in your expressions clear. 

If in your verse you drag, and sense delay, 

My patience tires, my fancy goes astray ; 

And from your vain discourse I turn my mind, 

Nor search an author troublesome to find. 

Tliere is a kind of writer pleas^ with sound. 
Whose fustian head with clouds is compj^s’d round; 
No reason can disperse them with its light : 

Learn then to think ere you pretend to write. ^''’’® 
As your idea ’s clear, or else obscure. 

The expression follows perfect or impure : 

What we conceive with ease we can express : 

Words to the notions flow with readiness.^ 

Observe the language well in all you write, 

And swerve not from it in your loftiest flight. 

The smoothest verse and the exactest senso 
Displease us, if ill English give offence : 

A barbarous phrase no reader can approve ; 

Nor bombast, noise, or affectation love. ^ 

In short, without pure language, what you write 
Can never yield us profit or delight. 

Take time for thinking ; never work in haste ; 

And value not yourself for writing fist. 

A rapid poem, with such fury writ, 

Shows want of judgment, not abounding wit. 

More pleased we are to see a river lead 
His gentle streams along a flowery mead. 

Than from high banks to hear loud torrents roar, 
With foamy watere on a muddy shore. ^'® 

Gently make haste, of labour not afraid ; 

A hundred times consider what you ’ve said ; 

Polibh, repolish, every colour lay, 

Aud sometimes add, but ofbener take away. 

Tis not enough when swarming faults are writ, 

That here and there are scatter’d sparks of wit ; ! 

Each object must be fix’d in the due place, 

And differing parts have corresponding giMce : 

Till by a curious art disposed, we find 
One perfect whole, of all the pieces join’d. 

Keep to your subject close in all you say ; 

Nor for a sounding sentence ever stiuy. 

The public censure for your writings fear. 

And to yourself be cntic most severe. 

Fantastic wits their darling follies love : 

But find you faithful friends that VTill reprove, 

That on your works may look with careful eyes. 
And of your faults be zealous enemies ; 

Lay by an author’s pride and vanity. 

And from a friend a flatterer descry, 

Wlio seems to like, but moans not what he says : 
Embrace true counsel, but suspect false piuise. 

A sycophant will eveiything admire : 

Each verse, each sentence sets his soul on fire : 

All is divine ' there ’s not a word amiss ! 

He shakes with joy, and weeps with tenderness ; 

He overpowers you with his mighty praise. 

Truth never moves in those impetuous ways : 

A faithful friend is careful of your fame, 

And freely will your heedless errors blame ; -®® 

He cannot pardon a neglected line, 

But verse to rule and order will confine. 

Reprove of words the too affected sound : 

Here the sense flags, and your expression ’s round, 
Your fancy tires, and your discourse grows vam, 
Your terms improper, make them just and phiin. 
Thus ’tis a faithflil fnend will freedom use ; 

But authors, partial to their darling muse, 

Think to protect it they have just pretence, 

And at your friendly counsel take offence. 
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Said you of this, that the expression ’s flat? 

Your servant, Sir, you must excuse me that, 

He answers you. This word has here no gi*ace, 
Pmy leave it out : That, Sir,’B the properost place. 
This turn I like not : ’Tis approv^ by alL 
Thus, resolute not from one fault to ^1, 

If there ’s a syllable of which you doubt, 

’Tis a sure reason not to blot it out. 

Yet still he says you may his faults confute, 

And over him your power is absolute : ^ 

But of bis feign’d humility take heed ; 

’Tis a bait Laid to make you hear him read, 

And when he leaves you happy in his muse, 
Restless he runs some other to abuse, 

And often finds ; for, in our scribbling times ^ 
Ho fool can want a sot to praise Bis rhymes; 

The flattest work has ever, in the court, 

Met with some zealous ass for its support : 

And in all times a forward scribbling fop 

Has found some greater fool to cry him up. ^ 


CAHTO n. 


As a fair nymph, when rising from her bed, 

With sparklmg diamonds dresses not her head. 
But without gold, or pearl, or costly scents, 
Gathers from neighbourmg fields her ornaments ; 
Such, lovely in its dress, but plain withal, ^ 
Ought to appear a perfect Pastoral : 

Its humble method nothing has of fierce, 

But hates the rattling of a lofty verse : 

There native beauty pleases, and excites. 

And never with harsh soun^ the ear afhights. 
But in this style a poet, often spent. 

In rage throws by his rural instrument. 

And vainly, when disorder’d thoughts abound. 
Amidst the Eclogue makes the trumpet sound : 
Pan flies alarm’d into the neighbourmg woods, 
And frighted nymphs dive down into the floo^ 
Opposed to this another, low in style. 

Makes shepherds speak a language base and vile : 
His writings, flat and Heavy, without sound, 
ICissing the earth, and creeping on the ground; 
You’d swear that Randal, in his rustic strains. 
Again was quavering to the country swains. 

And changing, without cai*e of sound or dres^ 
Strepbon and Phyllis into Tom and Bess. 

’Twixt these extremes ’tis haid to keep tlie right ; 
For guides take Vugil, and read Theocrite . 

Be their just writings, by the gods inspired, 

Your constant pattern practised and admired. 

By them alone you ’U easily comprehend 
How poets, without shame, may condescend ^60 
To sing of gai’dens, fields, of flowers, and fruit. 

To stir up shepherds, and to tune the flute ; 

Of love’s rewards to tell the happy horn*. 

Daphne a tree, Nai’cissus made a flower. 

And by what means the Eclogue yet has power ^ 
To make the woods worthy a conqueror : 

This of their writings is the grace and flight : 
Their risings lofty, yet not out of sight. 


Tlie Elegy, that loves a mournful style, 
V\’ith unbound hair weeps at a funeral pile ; 


It paints the lover’s torments and delights 
A mistress flatters, threatens, and invites : 

But well these raptm’es if you ’ll make us see, 
You must know love as well as poetry. 

I hate those lukewarm authors, whose forced fire 
In a cold style describes a hot desire, 

That sigh by rul^ and raging in cold blood 
Their sluggish muse whip to an amorous mood : 
Their feign’d transports appear but fiat and vam ; 
They always sigh, and always hug their chain, *** 
Adore their prison, and their sufi'erings bless. 
Make sense and reason quarrel as they please. 
’Twas not of old in this affected tone, 

That smooth Tibullus made his amorous moan ; 
Nor Ovid, wjben, instructed from above, 

By nature’s rules he taught the art of love. 

Tlie heart in Elegies fonus the discourse. 


The Ode is bolder, and has greater force. 
Mounting to heaven in her ambitious flight, 
Amongst the gods and heroes takes delight ; 

Of Pisa’s wi*estlei's tells the sinewy force, 

And sings the dusty conqueror’s glorious course : 
To Simois’ streams does fierce Achilles bring. 
And makes the Ganges bow to Britain’s king. 
Sometimes she flies like an industrious bee, 295 
And robs the flowers by nature’s chemistrj^ 
Describes the shepherd’s dances, feasts, and bliss, 
And boasts from Phyllis to surprise a kiss. 

When gently she resists with feign’d remorse. 
That what she grants may seem to be by force; ® 
Her generous trtyle at random oft will part, 

And by a brave disorder shows her art. 

Unlike those fearful poet^ whose cold rhyme 
In all their raptures keeps exactest time, 

That sing the illustrious hero’s mighty praise ' 
(Lean writers 1) by the terms of weeks and days ; 
And dare not from least circumstances part, 

But take all towns by strictest rules of art : 
Apollo drives those fops from his abode ; 

And some have said, that once the humorous god. 
Resolving all such scribblers to confound, ^ii 
For the short Sonnet order’d this strict boimd : 
Set rules for the j’nst measure, and the time, 

The easy running and alternate rhyme ; 

But above all, those licenses denied 

Which in these wntings the lame sense supplied ; 

Forbad an useless line should find a place. 

Or a repeated vford appear with grace. 

A faultless Sonnet, finish’d thus, would he 
Worth tedious volumes of loose poetry. ^ 

A hundred scribbling authors, without ground, 
Believe they have this only phoenix found : 

When yet the exactest scarce have two or three. 
Among whole tomes, from faults and censure fi*ee 
The rest but little read, reg.irded less, ^ 

Are shovell’d to the pasti-y from the press. 
Closing the sense within the measured time. 

’Tis haid to fit the reason to the rhyme 


The Epigram, with little art composed. 

Is one guod sentence in a distich closed. ^ 
These points, that by Italians first wei-e prized, 
Out ancient authors knew not, or despised : 

The vulgar, dazzled with their glarinf^ light. 

To their false pleasures quickly they invite : 
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But public favour so increased tlieir pride, 

Tliey overwlielm'd Pamassus with theii’ tide. 

The Madrigal at finest was overcome. 

And the proud Sonnet fell by the same doom ; 
With these grave Tragedy adorn’d her flights. 
And mournful Elegy her funeral rites : ^ 

A hero never fail’d them on the stage, 

Without iiis point a lover durst, not rage ; 

The amorous shephei-ds took more care to prove 
True to their point, than faithful to their love. 
Each word like Janus had a double flice : ^ 

And prose, as well as verse, allow’d it place : 

The lav^rer with conceits adorn’d his speech, 

The parson without quibbling could not preach. 
At last affronted reason look’d about, 

And from all serious matters shut them out : 
Declared that none shouldusethem without shame. 
Except a scattering in the Epigram ; 

Ihrovided that by art, and in due time 
They turn’d upon the thought, and not the rhyme. 
Thus in all parts disorders did abate : ^ 

Yet quibblers in the court had leave to prate : 
Insipid jesters, and unpleasant fools, 

A corporation of dull punning droUk 

’Tis not, but that sometimes a dexterous muse 

May with advantage a turn'd sense abuse, 

And on a word may trifle with address ; 

But above all avoid tbe fond excess ; 

And think not when your verse and sense are lame, 
With a dull point to tag your Epigram. 

Ea'-h poem his perfection has apart ; 

The British round in plainness shows his art. 

The Ballad, tliough the pride of ancient time, 

Has c>ften nothing hut his humorous rhyme ; 

The Madrigal may softer passions move, 

And breathe the tender ecstasies of love. 

Desire to show itself and not to wrong, 

Arm’d Virtue first with Satire in its tongue. 


Lucilius was the man who, bravely hold. 

To Roman vices did this mirror hol^ 

Protected humble goodness fi?om reproach, 
Show’d worth on foot, and rascals in the coach. 
Horace his pleasing wit to this did add, 

And none uncensured could be fool or mad : 
Unhappy was that wretch, whose name might be 
Squared to the rules of their sharp poetiy, 
Persius obscure, hut full of sense and wit. 
Affected brevity in all he writ : 

And Juvenal, learned as those times could he. 
Too far did ^etch his sharp hyperbole ; 

Though horrid truths through all his Iahom*s shine. 
In what ho writes there ’s something of divine, ^ 
Whether he blames the Caprean debauch. 

Or of Sejamis’ fall tells the approach, 

Or that he makes the trembling senate come 
To the stem tyrant to receive their doom ; ^ 

Or Roman rice in coarsest habits shows. 

And paints an empress reeking from tho stews : 

In all he writes appears a noble fire ; 

To follow such a master then desire. 

Chaucer alone, fix’d on this solid base, 395 

In his old style conserves a modem grace : 

Too happy, if the freedom of his rhymes 
Offended not the method of our 
The- Latin writers decency neglect; 

But modem authors challenge our respect, 

And at immodest wntmgs take offence, 

If dean expression cover not the sense. 


I love sharp Satire, from obseeneness free , 

Hot impudence tliat preaches modesty : 

Our English, who in malice never fail, ^ 

Hence in lampoons and hhels learn to rail * 
Pleasant detraction, that by sm^ng goes 
From mouth to mouth, and as it marches grows 
Our freedom in our poetry we see, 

That child of joy begot by liberty. 

But. vain blasphemer, tremble when you choose 
God for the subject of your impious muse : 

At last those jests, which libertines invent. 

Bring the lewd author to just punishment. 

Ev’n in a song there must he art and sense : 

Yet sometimes we have seen that wine, or chance 
Have warm’d cold brains, and given dull wnteu: 
mettle, 

And furnish’d out a scene for Mr. Settle. 

But for one lucky hit, that made thee please, 

Let not thy folly grow to a disease, ^ 

Nor think thyself a wit ; for in our age 
If a waim fancy does some fop engage, 

He neither eats nor sleeps till he has writ. 

But plagues the world -with his adulterate wit 
Hay ’tis a wonder, if, in his dire rage, 

He prints not his dull tollies for the stage; 

And in the ftunt of all his senseless plays, 

Makes David Logan crown his head mth bays. 
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TRAOEDT. 


There’s not a monster bred beneath tbe sky, 
But, well-disposed by art, may please the oyc : 

A curious workman, by bis skill divine, 

From an ill object makes a good design. 

Thus to delight us, Tragedy, in team 
For CEdipus, provokes our hopes and feara : 

For parricide Orestes ask relief ; ‘3. 

And to increase our pleasure causes grief. 

You then that m this noble art would rise, 

Come , and in lofty verse dispute tho prize. 
Would you upon the stage acquire renown, 

And for your judges summon all the town 1 
Would you your works for over should remain, 
And after ages pass’d bo sought again I 
In all you write, observe with care and art 
To move the passions, and incline the heart. 

If in a labour’d act, the pleasing rage 
Cannot our hopes and fears by turns engage, 

Hor in our mind a feeling pity raise ; 

In vain with learned scenes you fill your plays : 
Your cold discourse can never move the mind 
Of a stem critic, naturally unkind ; '*3'^ 

Who, justly tired with your pedantic flight. 

Or falls asleep, or censures all you write. 

The secret is, attention first to gain ; 

To move our minds, and then to entertain : 

That from the very opening of the scenes, ^ 
The first may show us what the author means. 

I ’m tired to see an actor on the stage. 

That fenows not whether ho ’s to laugh or rage; 
Who, an intrigue unravelling in vain, 

Instead of pleading keeps my mind in pain 
I’d rather much the nauseems dunce should say 
Downright, my name is Hector in the play • 
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Than with a mass of miracles, ill-join’d, 

Confound my eajrs and not instruct my mind. 

The subject ’s never soon enough express’d ; 

Your place of action must be fix’d, and rest. 

A Spanish poet may, with good event, 

111 one day’s space whole ages represent ; 

There oft the hero of a wandering stage 

Begins a child, and ends the play of age ; 

But we that are by reason’s rules conned. 

Will, that with art the poem be design’d, 

That unity of action, time, and place, 

Keep the stage full, and all our labours grace 

Wnte not what cannot be with ease conceived 
Some truths may be too strong to be believed. 

A foolish wonder cannot entertain : 

My mind ’s not moved if your discourse bo vain. 
You may relate what would offend the eye : 

Seeing, indeed, would better satisfy ; 

But there are objects that a curious art 

Hides from the eyes, yet offers to the heart 

The mind is most agreeably surprised. 

When a well-woven subject, long disguised, 

You on a sudden artfidly unfold, ^ 

And give the whole another fiice and mould. 

At fi:^ the Tragedy was void of art ; 

A song; where each man danced and sung his 
part, 

And, of god Bacchus roaring out the praise. 

Sought a good vintage for their jolly days : 

Then wine and joy were seen in each man’s eyes. 
And a fiit goat was the best singer’s prize. 

Thespis was first, who, aU besmear’d with lee, 
Began this pleasure for postenty ; 

And with lus caiiied actors, and a song, 

Amused the people as he pass’d along. 

Kext, JEJschylus the different persons placed. 

And with a better mask his players graced : 

Upon a theatre his vei*se express’d, 

And show’d his hero with a buskin dress'd. 

Then Sophocles, the genius of his age. 

Increased thfe pomp and beauty of the stage, 
Eng-aged the choius song in every part. 

And polish’d rugged verse by rules of art : 

Ver. 467. A fipanish poH tiuzy, &c.J This remark on the 
Spanish drama may be illustrated by a citation fiom an 
entertaining T^oik on the origin of Spamsh Poetry ; wIhm e 
the pleasing elegance of nature is said to have been dis- 
figured by a combination of pedants, %n the eeizentehnfh 
century; “who losing sight of every beautiful idea, C(»n- 
temnmg at the same time tlie rules of art, made way for 
their insipid vagaries. These iinmercifiil despoilers may 
be classed under three heads in Spain : The fii st violatiwl ail 
the laws of the drama, and introduced inniuncrahle detects 
on the stage, which have never been eradicated. Of tliese 
Christoval de Virues, Lope de Yega, and Montalbau, were 
the principal leaders ; and were followed by Calderon, Sa- 
lazar, Candamo, Zamora, and others; who, to the most 
glaring improprieties, superadded a ridiculous bombast and 
affectation of language, which became superlatively intole- 
rable and absurd. The second class consisted of those, who, 
in imitation of the Italians and their unnatural concetti, 
introduced such an oistravagant profusion of false sentiment, 
equivocal expression, and swollen periods, as recalled to 
mind those ancient times, when such men had been so 
severely handled by Hoi ace; and not content with doing so 
much injury to the drama, they further extended it to Ijnc 
compositions. The third class was distinguished hy the 
pedantic appellation of cultos, or ' the refined,* which com- 
prehended a set ot puritans, who, out of false zeal for the 
chastity ot the muses, endeavomed to introduce agreatei 
purity of diction, but, by their awkward and ignorant pre- 
sumption, substituted obscure and unkuo'sn expressions to 
a new and turgid dialect,” &c Letters from an English 
Traveller in Spain, in 1778, on the Origin and Progress of 
poetry in that Kingdom. 8vo. Lond. 1781. p. 203, et seq 
Todd. 

He in the Greek did those perfections gain, ^ 
Which the weak Latin never could attain. 

Our pious fathers, in tlieir priest-nd age, 

AlS impious and profane, ablion’’d the st^e; 

A troop of silly pilgiims, as ’tis said. 

Foolishly zealous, scandalously play'd, 

Instead of heroes, and of love’s complaints, 

The angels, Grod, the Viigin, and the saints. 

At last, right reason did his laws reveal. 

And shovv’d the folly of their ill-placed zeal, 
Silenced those nonconformists of the age, 

And raised the lawful heroes of the stage : 

Only the Athenian mask was laid aside. 

And chorus hy the music was supplied 

Ingenious love, inventive in new fixtSj 

Mmgled in plays, and quickly touch’d our 
hearts : 

*11118 passion never could resistance find, 

But IcQows the shortest passage to the mind 

P.iint then, I ’m pleased my hero be in love ; 

But let him not like a tame shepherd move ; 

Let not AchiUes be like Thyrsis seen, 

Or for a Cyiiis show an Artomen ; 

Tiiat struggling oft his passions we may find. 

The fitdlty, not the virtue of his mind 

Of romance heroes shun the low design ,* 

Yet to gi’eat hearts some human frailties join : ^ 
Achilles must with Homer’s heat engage ,* 

For an affront I ’m pleased to see him rage. 

Those little failings in your hero’s heart 

Show that of man and nature he has part : 

To leave known rules you cannot be allow’d ; ^ 
Make Agamemnon covetous and proud, 

.^neas m rehgious rites austere ; 

Keep to each man his proper character. 

Of countries and of times the humours know ; 
Prom diffei'ent climates different customs grow.*'’'"’ 
And strive to shun their fault who vainly dress 

An antique hero like some modem ass ; 

Who make old Romans like our English move, 
Show Cato spnrkish, or make Brutus love. 

In a romance those eirors are excused : ^ 

There ’tis enough that, reading, we ’re amused : 
Rules too severe would there be useless found ; 

But tbe strict scene must have a juster bound : 
Exact decorum we must always find. 

If then you form some hero in your mind, 

Be sure your image with itself agree; 

For what he first appears, he still must he. 

Affected wits will naturally incline 

To paint their figures by their own design : 

Your bully poel^ bully heroes write : ^ 

Chapman in Bussy D’Ambois took delight, 

And thought perfection was to huff' and fight. 

Wiiae natme by vaxiety does please; 

Clothe differing passions in a diffeiing dret»s : 

Bold anger in rough haughty words appeal's : ^ 
Sorrow is humble, and dissolves in tears. 
jMake not your Hecuba with fury rage, 

And show a ranting giief upon the stage ; 

Or tell in vain how the rough Tanais bore 

His sevenfold waters to the Euxme shore : 

These swoH’n expressions, this affected noise, 

Shows like some pedant that declaims to boys. 

In sorrow you must softer methods keep ,* 

And to excite our tears yourself must weep. 

Those noisy words, with which ill plays abound,®^ 
Come not from hearts that are in sadness drown’d 
The theatre for a young poet’s rhymes 
la a bold veutui'c in our knowing times ; 
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An author cannot eaaly purchase feme; 

Critics are always apt to hiss, and blame ; 

You may be judged by every ass in town, 

The pri-^ege is bought for half-a-crown. 

To please, you must a hundred changes try ; 
Sometimes be humble, then must soar on high : 
In noble thoughts must everywhere abound, 

Be easy, pleasant, solid, and profound : 

To these you must surprising touches join, 

Aud show us a new wonder in each line; 

That nil, in a just method well-design’d, 

y leave a strong impression in the mind, ^ 
These are the arts that Tragedy maintain : 


But the Heroic claims a loftier straiu. 

In the narration of some great design. 

Invention, art, and fable, aU must join : 

Here fiction must employ its utmost grace ; 

All must assume a body, mind, and face : 

Each virtue a divinity is seen ; 

Prudence is Pallas, beauty Paphos’ queen. 

’Tis not a cloud from whence swift lightnings fly ; 
But Jupiter, that thunders from the sky : 

Nor a rough storm that gives the sailor pain ; 
But angry Neptune ploughing up the main : 

Echo ’s no more an emp^ airy sound ; 

But a fair nymph that weeps her lover drown’d. 
Thns, in the endless treasiire of his mind, 

'The poet does a thousand figures find : 

Around the work his ornaments he pours. 

And Btrows with lavish hand his opening flowers. 

’Tis not a wonder if a tempest bore 

The Trojan fleet against the Libyan shore ; 

From fiuthlesB forfime this is no surprise, 

For every day ’tis common to our eyes ; 

But angry Juno, that she might destroy 
And overwhelm the rest of ruin’d T:oy ; 

That jEoIus, with the fierce goddess j oin’d, 
Open’d the hoUow prisons of the wind ; 

TUl angry Neptune, looking o’er the main, 
Rebukes the tempest, calms the waves again, 
Their vessels from the dangerous quicksands 
steers; 

These are the springs that move our hopes and 
fears; 

Without these ornaments before our eyes. 

The unsinew’d poem languishes and dies : 

Your poet in his art will always fail. 

And teU you but a dull insipid tale. 

In vain have our mistaken authors tried 
To lay these ancient ornaments aside. 

Thinking our Grod, and prophets that he sent. 
Might act like those the poets did invent, 

To fright poor readers in each line with heU, 

' And talk of Satan, Ashtarot^ and Bel ; ®25 

The mysteries which Christians must believe, 
Disdain such shifting pageants to receive ; 

The gospel offers nothing to our thoughts 
But pemtence, or punishment for faults ; 

And minglmg falsehoods with those mysteries,®^ 
Would make our sacred truths appear like lies. 
Besides, what pleasure can it be to hear 
The howlings of repining Lucifer, 

Whose rage at your imagined her*o flies. 

And oft with God himself disputes the prize 1 
Ta^o you ’ll say has done it with applause : 

It is not here I mean to judge ids cause ; 


I Yet though our age has so extoU’d his name. 

His works had never gain’d immortal fame. 

If holy Godfrey in his ecstasies 

Had only conquer’d Satan on his knees ; 

If Tancred and Armida’s pleasing form 
Did not his melancholy theme adorn. 

’Ts not, that Christian poems ought to he 
Fill’d with the fictions of idola^; 

But in a common subject to reject 
The gods, and heathen ornaments neglect 
To banish Tritons who the seas invade, 

To take Pan’s whistle, or the Fates degrade. 

To hinder Charon in his leaky boat, 

To pass the shepherd with the man of note. 

Is with vain scruples to disturb your mind, 

And search perfection you can never find : 

As well they may forbid us to present 
Pi-udence or Justice for an ornament, ^ 

To paint old Janus with his front of brass. 

And take from Time his scythe, his wings and glass ; 
And everywhere, as 'twere idolatiy, 

Banish descriptions from our poetry. 

Leave them their pious follies to pursue ; ®®® 

But let our reason such vain fears subdue : 

And let us not, amongst our vanities, 

Of the true God create a Gk>d of lies. 

In fable we a thousand pleasures see, 

And the smooth names seem made for poetry ; 

As Hector, iiexander, Helen, Phyllis, 

Ulysses, Agamemnon, and Achilles : 

In such a crowd, the poet were to blame 
To choose king Chilperic for his hero’s name. 
Sometimes the name, being well or ill applied, 
Will the whole fortune of your work decide. 
Would you your reader never should he tired 1 
Choose some great hero, fit to be admired, 

In courage signal, and in virtue hiight> 

Let e’en his very failings give delight ; 

Let his great actions our attention hind. 

Like Caesar, or like Scipio, frame his mind. 

And not like (Edipus Ws peijured race ; 

A common conqueror is a theme too base. 

Choose not your tale of accidents too full ; 

Too much variety may make it dull : 

Achilles’ rage alone, when wrought with skill. 
Abundantly does a whole Iliad fill. 

Be your naiTations lively, short, and smart ; 

In your descriptions show your noblest ail; ; 
There ’tis your poetry may he employ’d ; 

Yet you must tnvial accidents avoid. 

Nor imitate that fool, who, to describe 
The wondrous marches of the chosen tribe, 

Placed on the sides, to see their armies pass, 

The fishes staring through the liquid glass ; 
Described a child, who, with his little hand, 

Pick’d up the shining pebbles from the sand. 

Such objects are too mean to stay our sight ; 

I Allow your work a just and nobler flight. 

Be your beginning plain ; and take good heed 
Too soon you mount not on the airy steed ; 

Nor teU your reader in a thundering verse, 

"I sing the conqueror of the universe.” 

What can an author after this produce ? 

The labouring mountain must bring forth a mouse. 
Much better ai*o we pleased with his address 
Who, without making such vast promises, 

Says, in an easier style and plainer sense, 

“ I sing the combats of that pious prince, 

\^Tio from the Phrygian coast his araiios boro, 
And landed £i*st on fche Lavinion shore.” 
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His opening muse t-ets not the world on fire. 

And yet performs more than we can require : 
Quickly you ’ll hear him celebrate the fame 
And future glory of the Roman name ; 

Of Styx and Acheron describe thefiooda, 

And Caesar’s wandering in the Elysian woods : 
With figures numberless his story grace. 

And everythmg in beauteous colours trace. ^ 
Ad once you may be pleasmg and sublime : 

1 hate a heavy melancholy rhyme ; 

1 'd rather read Orlando’s comic tale. 

Than a dull author always stiff and stale, 

Who thinks himself dishonour’d in his style;, 

If on his works the Graces do but snule. 

’Tis said, that Homer, matchless in his art. 

Stole Venus* girdle to engage the heart ; 

His works indeed vast treasures do imfold. 

And whatsoe’er he touches turns to gold : 

All in his hands new beauty does acquire ; 

He always pleases, and can never tire. 

A happy warmth he everywhere may boast ; 

Nor is he in too long digressions lost: 

His verses without ^e a method find, 7** 

And of themselves appear in order join’d: 

All without trouble answers his intent ; 

Each syllable is tending to the event. 

Lot his example your endeavours raise : 

To love his writings is a kmd of praise. 735 
A poem, where we all perfections find. 

Is not the work of a fantastic mind : 

There must be care, and time, and skill, and 
pains ; 

Hot the first heat of unesqperienced brains. 

Yet sometimes artless poet^ when the rage 740 
Of a warm fimcy does their minds engage, 

Puff d with vain pride, presume they understand. 
And boldly take the trumpet in their hand ; 

Their fustian muse each accident confounds ; 

Nor can she fly, but rise by leaps and bounds, 745 
Till, their small stock of learning quickly spent. 
Their poem dies for want of nourishment, 
la vaiu mankind the hot-brain’d fool decries 
Ho brandmg censures can unveil his eyes > 

With impudence the laurel they invade, 

Resolved to like the monsters they have made. 
Virgil, compared to them, is flat and diy ; 

And Homer understood not poetry : 

Against their merit if this age rebel. 

To future times for justice they appeal. 755 
Rut waiting till mankmd shall do them right, 

And bring their works triumphantly to light ; | 

Heglected heaps we in bye-comers lay, 

Where they become to worms and moths a 
prey; 

Forgot, in dust and cobwebs let them rest, 76 o 
Whilst we return from whence we first digress’d. 

The great success which tragic writers found. 

In Athens first the comedy renown’d, 

Tlie abusive Grecian there, by pleasing ways, j 
Dispersed his natural malice m his plays : 765 ! 

Wisdom and virtue, honoiu*, wit, and sense, 

Were subject to buffooning insolence : I 

Poets were publicly approved, and sought, 

That vice extoU’d, and virtue set at nought; 

A Socrates himself, in that loose age, TTO 

Was made the pastime of a scoffing stage. 

At last the public took m h.ind the cause. 

And cured this madness by the power of laws ; 
Forbad at any time, or any place. 

To name the person, or describe the face. 77-» 


The stage its ancient fury thus let fall. 

And comedy diverted without gall : 

By mild repropfs recover’d mindb diseased. 

And sparing persons innocently pleased. 

Each one was nicely shown m this new glass, 7«> 
And smiled to think he was not meant the ass : 
A miser oft would laugh at first, to find 
A faithful draught of his own sordid mind ; 

And fops were with such oire and cunning writ. 
They liked the piece for which themselves did sit. 
You then that would the comic laurels wear, 786 
To study nature be your only care ; 

Whoe’er knows man and by a curious art 
Discerns the hidden secrets of the heart ; 

He who observes, and naturally can p^unt 7» 
The jealous fool, the fawning sycophant, 

A sober wit, an enterprising ass, 

A humorous Otter, or a Hudibras ; 

May safely in those noble lists engage. 

And make them act and sp^ upon the stage. ^ 
Strive to be natural in all you write. 

And paint with colours that may please the sight. 
Hature in various figures does abound ; 

And in each mind are different humours found : 

A glance, a touch, discovers to the wise ; ^ 

But every man has not discerning eyes. 
Albcliauging time does also change the mind; 

And different ages different pleasures find : 

Youth, hot and furious, cannot brook delay. 

By flattering vice is easily led away ; ^ 

Vain in discourse, inconstant in desire. 

In censure, rash ; in pleasures, all on fire. 

The manly age does steadier thuugnts enjoy ; 
Power and ambition do his soul employ : 

Against the turns of fate he sets his mmd ; ^ 

And by the past the future hopes to find. 
Decrepit age, still adding to his stores. 

For others heaps the treasure he adores ; 

In all his actions keeps a frozen pace ; 

Past times extols, the present to debase : ^ 

Incapable of pleasures youth abuse. 

In others blames what age does him refuse. 

Your actors must by reason be controU’d ; 

Let young men speak like young, old men hke old: 
Observe the town, and study well the court ; 

For thither various characters resort: 

Thus *twas great Jonson purchased his renown. 
And in his art had home away the crown ; 

If, less desirous of the people’s praise, 

He bad not wiHi low farce debased his plays ; 
Mixing dull biiffoon’ry with wit refined. 

And Harlequin with noble Terence join’d. 

When in the Fox I see the tortoit'e intss’d, 

1 lose the author of the Alchemist 
The comic wit, bom with a smiling air, 

Must tragic grief and pompous verse forbear; 

Yet may he not, as on a market-place, 

With bawdy jests amuse the populace ; 

With well-bred conversation you must please 
And your intrigue unravelTd be with ease : 

Your action still should reason’s rules obey, 

Hor m an empty scene may lose its way. 

Your humble style must sometimes gently rise; 
And your discourse sententious be, and wise : 

The passions must to nature be confined ; 

And scenes to scenes with artful weavmg join’d. 
Your wit must nob unseasonably play ; 

B it follow business, never lead the way. 

‘ >bserve how Terence does this error shun ; 

A carefal father chides his amorous son ; *** 
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Then see that son, whom no advice can move, 
Forget those orders, and pursue his love ; 

’Tis not a well-drawn picture we discover; 

’Tis a true son, a fiither, and a lover. 

I like an author that reforms the age, 

And keeps the right decorum of the stage ; 

That always pleases by ju-t reason’s rule : 

But for a tedious droll, a quibbling foo^ 

Who with low nauseous bawdry fills his plays ; 
Let him be gone, and on two trestles raise 
Some Smithfield stage, where he may act his 
pranks, 

Aufl make Jack-Puddings speak to mountebanka 


CAHTO IV. 

In Florence dwelt a doctor of renown, 

The scourge of Gk)d, and terror of the town, 

Who all the cant of physic had by heart, 

And never murder’d but by rules of art. 

The public mischief was his private gain ; 
Children their slaughterid parents sought in vain: 
A brother here his poison’d brother wept ; 

Some bloodless died, and some by opium slept. 
Colds, at his presence, would to frenzies turn ; 
And agues, like malignant fevers, bum. 

Hated, at last, his practice gives him o’er ; 

One fii^d, unkiH’d by drugs, of aH his store. 

In his new country-house aSbrds him place ; ^ 

'Twas a rich abbot, and a building ass : 

Here first the doctor’s talent came in play. 

He seenos inspired, and talks like Wren or May: 

, Of this new portico condemns the fac^ 

I And turns the entrance to a better place ; 

' Designs the staircase at the other end. 

His friend approves, does for his mason send : 

He comes ; the doctor’s arguments prevaiL 
In short, to finish this our humorous tale, 

He Galen’s dangerous science does reject, ^ 
And from ill doctor turns good architect. 

In this example we may have our part : 

Rather be mason, ’tis a useful art 1 
Than a dull poet ; for that trade accursed 
Admits no mean betwixt the best and worst. ^ 
In other sciences, without disgrace, 

A candidate may fill a second place ; 

But poetry no medium can admit. 

No reader suffers an indifferent wit : 

The ruin’d stationers against him bawl, 

And Herringman degrades him from his stall 
Burlesque, at least, our laughter may excite ; 

But a cold writer never can delight 
The Counter-Scuffle has more wit and art, 

Than the stiff formal style of Gondibert 
Be not affected with that empty praise 
Which your vain flatterers sometimes raise. 
And when you read, with ecstasy will say, 

'' The finish’d piece ! the admirable play 1” 

Which, when exposed to censure and to light, ^ 
Cannot endure a critics’ piercing sight 
A hundred authors’ fates have been foretold, 

And Shadwell’s works are printed, but not sold. 
Heai* all the world ; consider every thought ; 

A fool by chance may stumble on a fault : ^“5 

Yet, when Apollo does your muse inspire, 

Be not impatient to expose your fire ; 


Nor imitate the Settles of our times, 

Those tuneful readers of their own dull rhymes, 
Who seize on aU the acquamtance they can meet, 
And stop the passengers that walk the street : 
There is no sanctuary you can choose 
For a defence from their pursuing muse. 

I ’ve said before, be patient when they blame ; 

To alter for the better is no shame. 

Yet yield not to a fool’s impertinence : 

Sometimes conceited sceptics void of sense. 

By their false taste, condemn some finish’d part. 
And blame the noblest flights of wit and art. 

In vain their fond opinions you deride, 

With their loved folHes they are satisfied ; 

And their weak judgment, void of sense and light. 
Thinks nothing can escape their feeble sight : 
Their dangerous coimsels do not cure, but woimd; 
To shun the storm they run your verse aground, 
And thiTiking to escape a rock, are drown’d. 
Choose a sure judge to censure what you -write, 
"Whose reason leads, and knowledge gives you 
light, 

Whose steady hand will prove your faithful guide. 
And touch the darling follies you would hide : ^ 
He, in your doubts, will carefblly advise. 

And clear the mist before your feeble eyes. 

’Tis he will tell you, to what noble height 
A generous rnase may sometimes take her flight ; 
When, too much fetter’d with the rules of art, ^ 
May fium her stricter bounds and limits part 
But such a perfect judge is hard to see. 

And every rhymer knows not poetry ; 

Nay, some there are for writing verse extoll’d, 
Who know not Lucan’s dross from Virgil’s gold. 

Would you in this great art acquire renown 1 
Authors, observe the rules I here lay down. 

In prudent lessons every where abound ; 

With pleasant join the useful and the sound : 

A sober reader a vain tale will slight ; 

He seeks as well instruction as delight. 

Let all your thoughts to virtue be confined. 

Still offering nobler figures to our mmd. 

I like not those loose writers, who employ 
Their guilty muse, good manners to destroy ; ^ 
Who with false colours still deceive our eyes, 

And show us vice dress’d in a fair disguise. 

Yet do I not their sullen muse approve. 

Who from all modest writings banish love ; 

That strip the play-house of its chief intrigue, ^ 
And make a murderer of Roderigue : ^ 

The lightest love, if decently express’d, 

I Will raise no vicious motions in our breast : 

Dido m vain may weep, and ask relief; 

I blame her folly, whilst I share her giief. 

A virtuous author, in his charming art, 

To please the sense needs not coirupt the heart : 
His heat will never cause a guilty fire ; 

To follow vii’tue then be your desire. 

In vam your art and vigour are express’d ; 

The obscene expression shows the infected breast. 
But, above all, base jealousies avoid, 

In which detracting poets are employ’d. 

A noble wit dares liberally commend ; 

And scorns to grudge at his deserving friend. 

Bose rivals, who true wit and merit hate, 

Caballing still against it with the great. 

Maliciously aspire to gain renown, 

By standing up, and pulling others down. 

Never debase yourself by treacherous ways, 

Nor by such abject methods seek for pi-aiso 
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Leb nob your ouly busiuess be to wnte ; 

Re virtuous, just, and in your friends delight. 

’Tis not enough your poems be admu’ed ; 

But strive your conversation be desired : ^ 

VVnte for immortal fame ; nor ever choose 
Gold for the object of a generous muse. 

I know a noble wit may, without crime. 

Receive a lawful tribute for his time : 

Yet I abhor those wiiters, who despise 
Their honour; and alone their profits prize ; 

Who their Apollo basely will degi’ade. 

And of a noble science make a trade. 

Before kind reason did her hght display. 

And government taught morals to obey, 

Men, like vvild beasts, did nature’s laws pursue, 
I’hey fed on herbs, and drmk from rivers drew : 
Then* brutal force, on lust and rapine bent, 
Committed murder without punishment : 

Reason at last, by her all-conquermg arts, ^ 
Reduced these savages, and tuned them hearts ; 
Mankind from bogs, and woods, and caverns calls, 
And towns and cities fortifies with walls : 

Thus fear of justice made proud rapine cease, 

And shelter’d innocence by laws and peace, 

These benefits from poets we received, 

From whence are raised those fictions since be- 
lieved, 

That Orpheus, by bis soft harmonious strains, 
I’amed the fierce tigei-s of the Thracian plains ; 
Amphion’s notes, by their melodious powers, 
Brew rocks and woods, and raised the Theban 
towers : 

These miracles from numbers did arise : 

Smce which, in verse heaven taught his mysteries, 
And by a priest, possess’d ^vlth rage divine, 
Apollo spoke from his prophetic shrine. 

Boon after Homer the old heroes praised. 

And noble minds by great examples raised ; 

Then Hesiod did his Grecian swains incline 
To till the fields, and prune the bounteous vine. 
Thus useful rules were, by the poets’ aid, 

In cosy numbers to rude men convey’d, 

And pleasingly their precepts did impart ; 

Fn’st charm’d the ear, and then engaged the heart : 
The Muses thus their reputation raised, 

And vrith just gratitude m Greece were praised.^*®® 
With pleasure mortals did their wondeitJ see. 

And sacrificed to their divinity ; 

But want, at last, base flattery entertain’d. 

And old Parnassus with this vice was stain’d: 
Besire of gain dazzling the poets’ eyes, 

Their works were fill’d with fulsome flatteries. 
Thus needy wits a vile revenue made. 

And verse became a mercenary trade. 

Debase not with so mean a vice thy art : 

If gold must be the idol of thy heart, 
fly, fly the unfruitful Heliconian strand : 

Those streams are not enrich'd with golden sand : 
Great wit^ as well as warriors, only gain 
Laurels and honours for their toil and pain. 


But what ^ an author cannot live on flime, 

Or pay a reckoning unth a lofty name : 

A poet to whom fortune is unkind, 

"Who when he goes to bed has hardly dined, 
Takes little pleasui*e in Parnassus’ dreams, 

Or relishes the HeHcouian streams. 

Horace had ease and plenty when he writ. 

And free from cai’es for money or for meat, 

Bid not expect his dmuer from his wit. 

’Tis tme ; but verse is cherish’d by the great. 
And now none famish who deserve to eat : 

What can we fear, when virtue, arts, and sense. 
Receive the stars’ propitious influence? 

WTien a sharp-sighted piince, by early grants. 
Rewai’ds your merits, and prevents your wants ? 
Smg then his glory, celebrate his fame ; 

Your noblest fiieme is his immortal name. 

Let mighty Spenser i-aiso his reverend head, 
Cowley and Denham stait up from the dead; 
Waller his age renew, and olforings bring ; 

Our monarch’s praise let bright-eyed virgins sing ; 
Let Dryden with new rules our stage refine, 

And his great models form by this design ; 

But where's a second Yirgil, to rehearse 
Our hero’s glories in his epic verse ? 

IMiat Orpheus sing his tnumphs o’er the main, 
And make the bills and forests move again ; 
Show his hold fleet on the Batavian shore, 

And Holland trembling as his cannons roar; 
Paint Europe’s balance in bis steady hand. 

Whilst the two worlds in expectation stand 
Of peace or war, that wait on his command? 

But as I speak, new glories strike my eyes, 
Glones, which Heaven itself does give, and prize, 
Blessings of peace ; that with their milder rays 
Adorn his i*eign, and bring Satumian days : , 
Now let rebellion, discord, vice, and rage, 

That have in patiiots’ forms debauch’d our age. 
Vanish with all the ministers of hell ; 

His rays' their poisonous vapours shall di^el : 
’Tis he alone our safety did create, 

His own firm soul secured the nations* fate. 
Opposed to all the Boutefeus of the state. 

Authors for him your great endeavours raise ; 
The loftiest numbers will but reach his praise. 
For me, whose verse in satii-e has been bred, 

And never durst heroic measures tread ; 

Yet you shall see me, in that famous field, 

With eyes and voice, my best assistance yield ; 
Offer you lessons, that my infant muse 
Learnt, when she Horace for her guide did 
choose : 

Second your zeal with wishes, heart, and eyes, 
And alar off hold up the glorious prize. 

But pardon too, if zealous for the right, 

A strict ohsen^er of each noble flight, 

From the fine gold I separate the allay, 

And show how hasty writers sometimes stray : 
Apter to blame, than knowing bow to mend; 

A sharp, but yet a necessary Mend. 


END. 
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OF THE ANCIENT MEXICAN CIVILI- 
ZATION, AND THE LIFE OF THE CON- 
QUEROR, HERNANDO CORTEZ. By 
WILLIAM H. PRESCOTT. Embellished 
with Portraits, splendidly engraved on SteeL 
2 Vols. 8vo. cloth. Price 21^. 

HISTOEY OF THE CONQUEST OF 

PERU, WITH A PRELIMINARY VIEW , 
OF THE CIVILIZATION OP THE INCAS. ' 
By WILLIAM H. PRESCOTT. With Steel i 
engraved Portraits. 2 vols. 8yo. doth. Price 
219. 

HISTOEY OF THE EEIGN OF 

PHILIP THE SECOND, KING OF SPAIN. 
By WILLIAM H. PRESCOTT. With beau- 
tiful Steel engraved Portraits. 3 Vols. 8vo. 
cloth. Price 429. 

HISTORY OF THE EEIGH OF 
CHARLES THE FIFTH. By 'WILLIAM: 
ROBERTSON, D.D. With an account of the 
EmperoPs hfe, after his abdication. By 
WILLIAM H. PRESCOTT. With Portraits. 

2 vols. Svo, cloth. Price 219. 

PRESCOTTS WORKS,— CABINET EDITION. 

FEEDIHAND AND ISABELLA With 

Portraits. 3 vols. post 8 vo. cloth. Price 15s 

THE CONQUEST OF MEXICO. AVith 

Portraits. 3 vols. post Svo. cloth. Price 15.9 

THE CONQUEST OF PERU. With 

Portraits. 3 vols. post Svo. cloth. Price 159. 


PRESCOTT'S WORKS.-CABINET EDITION. 

THE HISTOEY OF PHILIP 11. 

KING OF SPAIIL 8 toIs. With Portrait. 
Price 15s. 

HISTORY OF THE EEIGN OF 

CHARLES THE FIFTH. With Portraits. 
2 Tols. post Svo. cloth. Price 10s. 

HISTORICAL AND CRITICAL 

ESSAYS. With Portrait. 1 voL post Svo. 
cloth. Price 5s. 

PRESCOTTS WORKS -ONE VOL EDITION. 
FERDINAND AND ISABELLA. 5s, 
CONQUEST OF MEXICO, ds. 
CONQUEST OF PERU. 5s. 

HISTORY OF PHILIP 11. 5s. 
HISTORY OF CHARLES V. Ss. 
PHILIP IL VoL 3, & ESSAYS. 1 VoL 5s. 

PRESCOTT’S WORKS.— PEOPLE’S EDITION. 

FERDINAND AND ISABELLA. 2 

vols. fcp. Svo. boards, is. ; cloth, 5s. 

HISTORY OP THE CONQUEST OP 

MEXICO. 2 vols. fcp. Svo. boards, 49. ; 
cloth, 5s. 

HISTORY OF THE CONQUEST OP 

PERU. 2 vols. fcp. Svo. boards, is. ; 
doth, 5s. 

HISTORY OP PHILIP THE 

SECOND. 3 vols. f<^ Svo. boards, 6s. ; 
cloth, 7s. 6d, 

HISTORY OF CHARLES THE 

FIFTH. By ROBERTSON and PRESCOTT. 

2 vols. fcp. Svo. boards, is. ; doth, 59. 

HISTORICAL AND CRITICAL 

ESSAYS. Fcp. Svo. boards, 29. ; cloth, 29. 6d. 


THE RISE OF THE DUTCH RE- 

PUBLIC. By JOHN LOTHROP MOTLEY. 
1 voL crown Svo. cloth, gilt edges. Price 6s. 

A HISTORY OF ENGLAND, FROM 
THE EARLIEST TIMES TO THE YEAR 
1868. By the Rev, JAMES WHITE, author 
of ** Landmarks of the Histories of Greece,” 
and “of England,” &c. 1 voL crown Svo. 

doth. Price 5s. 

THE RISE OP THE DUTCH RE- 
PUBLIC. By JOHN LOTHBCP MOTLEY, 
library Edition. 8 vols. post Svo. Price 18'. 

BONNECHOSE’S HISTORY OP 

FBANCE. Translated by W. EOBSON. 1 
vol. post Svo. With Index. 750 pp. Price 7s. 6d. 

THE FALL OF ROME, AND THE 

RISE OF THE NEW NATIONALITIES. 
By DR. SHEPPARD* Crown Svo. cloth. 
Price 79. 6d. 



THE STOEY OF THE EEFORMA- 

TlOSr OF THE SIXTEENTH CENTORT. 
Br ih* Ber. J. H. MERLE D’AUBIGNil, 
D.D. Tranfilation by the Bev. J OHlf GIL L. 
CroTra 8vo. cloth. Price 58. 

BAKCEOFT’S HISTOET OF THE 

ITNITED STATES FROM THE DIS- 
.COVERT OF THE AMERICAN CON- 
TINENT TO THE DECLARATION OF 
INDEPENDBNCR By GEORGE BAN- 
CROFT. 7 Tola. foap. 8to. doth. Price 21t 

THE OLD POETS. 

SPEN'SEE’S WOEKS. With a Gloa- 

aaiul Index and Life. BytheRer. HENRT 
TODD. TTlHi a Steel engiaTed Pnrtatit and 
'^gnette. Royal 8to. dotA Price K'e. Sd. 

CHAUCER’S POETICAL WORKS. 

With Notes and Glosaaty. By THOMAS 
TTRWHITT. With Portrait and Vipiette. 
Royal 8to. cloth. Price 10a. 6d. 

THE POETICAL WORKS OF JOHK 

DRTDEN. With Notes by the Ebt. JOSEPH 
WARTON, DJJ. With Steel «igiaT«d Por- 
trait and Vignette. Royal 8to. doth. Price 
10a Sd 

POPE’S POETICAL WOEKS. Edited 

with a Life, by CARET, and Steel eogra^red 
Portrait and vi^ette. Royal 8yo. doth. 
Price 10a. 6d. 

THE OLD DRAMATISTS. 

SHAKESPEARE’S WORKS. Edited. 

vith a Life, by THOMAS CAMPBELL, with 
a highly engraved Portrut and Vignette. 
Royal 8ro. doth. Price 12t. 

BEK JONSOK’S DRAMATIC 

WORKS. With a Memoir Toy GIFFORD, 
and Portrait and, Vignette. Royal Svo. doth. 
Price 16®. 

BEAUMONT AISTD FLETCHERS 

DRAMATIC WORKS. With on Introduc- 
tion by GEORGE D.ARLET, and Steal 
Portrait and Viginette. 2 vul& royal 8vo. 
cloth Price 32& 

MASSINGER AND FORD'S DEA- 

KATIG WORBIS. With an Introduction bv 
HARTLEY COLERIDGE, and Steel Portrait 
and Vignette. Royal 8va doth. Price 158. 

WYOHEELET, CONGREVE, VAN- 
BRUGH, AMD FARQUHAR’S DRAMATIC 
WOBEGSw With Bioinraphical and Oritioal 
Hotices by LEIGH HUNT, and Steel Por- 
trait and Vignette. Royal Svo. doth. Price 
16 a. 

WEBSTER’S (JOHN) DRAMATIC 

WORKS. With some account of the Author, 
and Notes by the Rev. ALEXANDER DYCE. 
Royal 8vo. cloth. Price 12®. 

MARLOWE’S (CHRISTOPHER) 

WORKS. With Notes, &c. by the Rev. 
ALEXANDER DYCE, and Sted Portrait 
and Vignette. Royal 8vo cloth. Price 12® 

GREENE AND PEELE’S DRAMA- 
TIC AND POETIC XL WORKS. EdM 
by the Rev. ALEXANDER DYCE. Boyd 
8 VO. doth. Price 16®. 


THE MODERN DRAMA. 

THE DRAMATIC WORKS OF LORD 

LYlTt/N. With Steel engraved Portrait, 
and Vignette. Fcap. 8vo. duth. Price 6^. 

THE DRAMATIC WORKS OF 

JAMES SHERIDAN KNOWLES. With 
Portrait One thick vol. post 8yo. doth. 
Price 7*. 6d. 

THE LIFE OF JOE GRIMALDI THE 

CELEBRATED CLOWN. Edited l,y 
CHARLES DICKENS, and illl1^tlated by 
GEORGK CRUIKSHANK. Crown irvo. 
doth. Price 8®. 

STANDARD EDITIONS. 

THE ARABIAN IHGHTS’ ENTER- 

TAINMENTS. With Illustrations by W. 
HARVEY. The cheapest complete Edition 
ever published. Post 8vo. doth (760 pageh). 
Price 8®. 6d. 

GIL BIAS (THE ADVENTURES 

OF). With beautiful Illustiations. Crown 
8vo. doth. Price 8®. 6d. 

DON QUIXOTK Illustrated hy 

JOHN GILBERT, Crown 8vo. oluth. Pile 

8«.6<f. 

DISRAEU’S CURIOSITIES OF 

LITERATURE. With a beautiful Portrait 
of the Author; and a well-prepared Index by 
DR. NUITALL. Ctown 8vo. doth. Mce 
8®. 6dL 

THE ARABIAN NIGHTS’ ENTER- 

TAINMENTS. A new Translation from the 
Arabic, by E. W. LANE. With many 
hundr^B of Wood engravings, from original 
designs by WILLIAM HARVEY. 8 vola. 
rovai 8vo. cloth. Price 80*. 

BOSWELL'S LIFE OF DR JOHN- 

SON. With Dlustrations. 2 vols post 8vo. 
hnd. Price 12®. 

BOSWELL'S TOUR TO THE HEBRI- 
DES. With Illustrations. Post 8vo. cloth. 
Price 3®. 6d 

SPECTATOR (THI5- By Addison 

and STEELE. A New Edition in 2 thick 
Volumes. Crown 8vo. doth. Price 12®. 

JMEN OF THE TIME : A Dictioimiy 

of Contemporary Biography of Eminent 
Living Characters of both sexes. A New 
Edition, thoioughly revised, and brought 
down to the present time. 1 thick volume, 
crown 8 VO. cloth. Price 16®. 

THE WORKS OF LAURENCE 

STERNB. a New Edition in 1 voL crown 8vo, 
cloth. With Portrait. Pnee 3®. 6dL 

THE SPECTATOR A new Edition in 

1 Volume. With Notes and Introduction. 
Edited by Professor MOBLEY. Crown 8vo. 
cloth. Price 8®. 6d 

THE BLA0KFRTAR8 SHAKSPERB. 

Edited hy OHARLES KNIGHT. Crown 8vo. 
doth. 3®. 6d. 

THE WORKS OF OLIVER GOLD- 

SMITH. 1 vol. crown 8vo. doth. 8®. 6d. YN 

OEUDENS OONOORDANOB. Edit^- 

by the Rev. 0. T. CAREY. Crown Svo. doti^ 

8 ®. 6 ^ 2 . 






